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The hall has been bustling this 
Spring and 

Summer with activities and events for all ages. 
Veronica’s Markets were held in May and August 
with a significant sum being raised to support the 
Hall. Thanks to all who helped make this a success. 

Please Note: We will not be able to accept 
                       furniture in the future.

Many other activities have used the hall including 
the Gower Crafts,  the Food Fayre, Bingo in support of Llanddewi 
Church,  The Art Group Annual Exhibition and Sale, Yoga Classes, 
Art Group,  Computer Club, Movie Club and the new Vintage Pop-up 
Tearooms as well as a number of private parties.

                                                       Plans for building a new hall
                                                                   continue and progress is ongoing 
with the outline design options while consultations are held with inter-

ested parties. When we finally achieve the build, there will be plenty of groups eager 
to continue their activities in Port Eynon, both Summer and Winter.

As always, we are looking for help in many different ways. If you are able to give some 
time to supporting the hall or a specific activity, please contact one of the management 
committee.

Flea & Book Markets

The Flea & Book Markets raised over £1600 for the village hall this year. The total 
is slightly down on last year, but considering the weather, it was a good effort by 
everyone and the uptake of the stalls still remains high. 

VERONICA'S MARKET

Jim checking out 
a bargain

Jean behind 
a stall!

Big thankyous to Jennifer, 
Jean, Pam, Pete, Kirsten, 
Richard, Jim, Teresa and 
Lynn. See  you all next 
year hopefully. The first 
Market will be on March 
28th. If anyone from the 

village would like a stall next year, or like to help, please tel:  391657.

Jean casting her 
expert eye 

over proceedingsBooks for all ages, a good place to browse

The hall was ‘converted’ on a number of occassions 
this Summer into a 

wonderful Vintage Tea Room. On offer was a 
great selection of cakes 
and snacks plus tea, 
coffee and cold drinks. 
Fine bone china was the 
order of the day and for 
those inspired, ther was 
a selecion of items to 
buy. The event 
proved very 
popular... with 
cakes selling 
out during the 
bank holiday 
weekend!
Even locals 
were seen to frequent the Tearoom from time to time!

Vintage Tea Rooms

Choosing a cake was a challengeThe Ladies enjoying the Vintage experience

Port Eynon Village Hall
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NATIONAL GARDEN SCHEME OPENING June 2015
PORT EYNON & OVERTON GARDENS

This year we brought 
the date forward to 
June so the displays 
were different from 
last year and again, 
the opening was a 
great success. 

Six local gar-
dens in Port 
Eynon and 
Overton

 

participated so there was lots of 
variety and style to enjoy. Tea, 
coffee and cakes were available 
to refresh every visitor along the 
way. Lots of conversations were 
had with the more experienced 
about many specimen plants, 
some from far away parts of the 
world, while others took advan-
tage of the  plant sales. Some visitors, new to the area were 
amazed at the differing garden styles and views from each 
garden, some with seascape vistas. This year we achieved 
an increase in visitor numbers from 250 to 265 and conse-
quently, there was increased income from £1500 to £1700.

Charities which will benefit from the monies 
raised this year are Macmillan Cancer Support;  
Marie Curie Cancer Care;  The Queen’s Nursing 
Institute;  The Carers Trust;  Hospice UK;  Peren-
nial UK and Parkinsons UK.
We would like to extend our thanks to all our 

visitors who supported our 
fundraising and made the day so 
successful.
We are actively seeking
 other local gardens to 
join our scheme, and 
we do not require great

Tulip tree flower

horticultural displays to provide 
interest to visitors.

 Gardens with ‘work in progress’ 
are always encouraging to those 
who still have to realise their 
own dreams... If you think your 
garden would be of interest to 
others, or that would encourage 
visitors to have a go when they 
return home, then please ring 
Sol Blytt-Jordens on 391676
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 The departure of Rev. Canon Joe Griffin earlier in the year, 
following close on Rev. Hilary Evans’ retirement, has left the 
churches of the South-West Gower Benefice short of clergy 
to take our weekly services. St. Cattwg’s now congregates at 
9 am on Sundays (except the 2nd & 5th Sundays when we join 
up with all six churches) so that the celebrant has time to 
move on to Rhossili for their service. Lay Worship Leaders 
also take turns frequently. We are looking forward to the 
arrival at Knelston Rectory of Rev. Carol Davies (right), taking the 
role of House-for-Duty priest.
 

The vestry was completely cleared out and refurbished, thanks to 
Richard Herbert, in time for Easter and is now much tidier and 
roomier. Afterwards, there was a great spring-cleaning session to 
make all the church fresh and shiny.

 The Easter celebration was made poignant by a ceremony of prayers and candle-light-
ing in memory of Louise Lucas, who had died in a road accident.
 There have been three Baptisms during the summer, all little girls, and very happy 
occasions.

A lunch was held to say goodbye to the Rev. Roger Bowen 
and his wife Miranda, who moved away to live in Sheffield 
near their family. Roger and Miranda generously presented 
the church with a set of new hymn books. Sadly, we have 
since heard that Roger’s health has deteriorated, while they 
still wait to move from a rented flat into their next house. 

 There was an excellent Quiz Night, with a sausage and 
mash supper, run by Peter Williams and Julie Powell. 
Proceeds from this, together with profits from Caffi Cattwg 
and the Senior Citizen monthly lunches, have helped boost 
funds for the church.

 Caffi Cattwg was open once a 
month from April to September, but 

has now resumed weekly opening for the Autumn and Winter 
months. It would be lovely to see more villagers at this cheerful 

ST. CATTWG’S 
CHURCH NEWS

     Roger and Miranda Bowen

venue; cakes are homemade, coffee - fresh and inexpensive, while chatter and story 
telling are free. 

 The church makes a regular collection of dried and tinned food to be passed on to 
needy families in the Swansea area and would welcome contributions from villagers 

who are not necessarily churchgoers. Gifts can be left along-
side the font, when the church is open. Finally, the church 
porch now houses a defibrillator in case of need.

Miranda’s Bucket List...

Miranda has increased 
the challenge for her 
fundraising from the 
‘Rag-Bag’ to a much 
more adventurous 
option... Here she is 
abseiling down Snaith 
Priory to raise funds for 
Christian Aid.
Pictured here before the 
epic ascent to the top 
of the Priory with her 
grandchildren and, left, 
in “flight”!

News of Villagers
 We have had the privelege of welcoming several ‘new’ faces to Port Eynon. 
David Whitehead at Bryn-y-mor.
Chris and Dorothy Hayes who live part of the year in a new Carreglwyd chalet and 
have already enjoyed several village activities.
Patsy Bracewell has just moved into Llais y Don with her dog Peaches. 
Two previous residents, Martin and Wayne, who we were sad to see leave a few years 
ago have returned to the village and settled into Rose Cottage. 
We also said au revoir to Roger and Miranda who moved to be near their family (see 
church news).
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Port Eynon Art Group
This is a lovely group to be part of. We meet every Tuesday in term time, at 2pm in the 
hall and exhibit our work three times a year (at the King Arthur on two occasions and 
once in the hall). Our next exhibition, Painted in Gower, is on Sunday, Monday and 
Tuesday 25th-27th October at the King Arthur, when we will be supporting Médecins 
Sans Frontières.

Here are some 
images from 
our annual
Summer Ex-
hibition held 
in the Village 
Hall in August. 
Some enthusi-
astic art lovers 
were early on 
the scene and 
soon had 

selected their chosen pictures and made a purchase.

So many pictures to view... every space, on tables and 
walls was covered by a multicolour display of portraits, 
landscapes, seascapes and wildlife, Watercolour, pastille, 

pen and ink, brusho and 
more - mediums and styles 
this year showed a greater 
risk taking and experimenta-
tion by some of the Group while for others, this was their first exhibition.

Newcomers are always welcome, just call in one Tuesday or ring Jenny on 390357

Included with this Newsletter is a diary of What’s 
On in the Village Hall and the Community... don’t 
miss out - check it out now!  
The Village Website - www.porteynon.org is a 

great local resource and is constantly updated with the latest “What’s On” information.

The Port Eynon Story

Just published - a new book 
to mark the centenary of the 
Port Eynon lifeboat disaster 
1916. 

The book tells the whole of 
the story, from January 1883 
when the Agnes Jack and the
Surprise were wrecked to the 
disaster of 1916. Details of 
wrecks from 1805 to date in 
the area of Port Eynon are 
also given.

 50 pages, size 21 x 20 cm, Full colour laminated soft cover. 5 colour photos, 7 sepia , 
7 back & white. Price  £ 6.00 (All profits donated to the RNLI)

Available from either Julie Harris tel. 391699 email: juharris23@gmail.com or text: 
07974 808874 or Peter Muxworthy tel. 390805

 

   Gower Neighbourhood Policing
  The team now have their own twitter account so we can let you know what we 
   are doing in the communities we Police.
   @SWPSwansea
   Your Local Police Community Support Officer – Andy Brown
   Penclawdd/Gower   Mobile number:-07805301609
   Do you need to speak to police but don’t require an emergency 
   response?    Call 101.
   In an emergency, always dial 999.first happy customer

http://www.porteynon.org
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HORTON AND 
PORT EYNON 
RNLI 
Name: Lawrie Grove   Day Job: Caravan Park manager
RNLI role/explanation of role: Lifeboat Operations Manager 
(LOM). Responsible for the day to day running of the lifeboat station, with an empha-
sis on co-ordinating emergency calls.
How did you become a volunteer? My great-grandfather, grand-father, father and 
brother were all lifeboat men. I joined the Royal Navy aged 15 and much of my life has 
been spent in, on and under the water, surfing, scuba diving, water skiing, sailing, fish-
ing and swimming etc. Becoming a lifeboat man was a natural progression in my life.
What motivates you to volunteer? We always have plenty of chocolate in the boat 
house.
Worst part of the job....best part....?  When we run out of chocolate. Apart from the 
obvious answer of helping others, it is seeing young crew members developing into 
fully fledged lifeboat men and women.
Scariest Moment? About 15 years ago we launched to the aid of someone in difficul-
ties near Port Eynon Point. We discovered a lady in a swimsuit, swimming from Salt 
House Mere around Port Eynon Point, towing a small inflatable dinghy behind her. 
In the dinghy were her two sons, both of primary school age. The children were also 
wearing nothing but bathers. Even on a calm day Port Eynon Point can be a treacher-
ous stretch of water and the lady was cold and tired and failing to make any progress. 
It scared me to realise how a lack of understanding of the dangers of the sea can allow 
even a parent to put their loved ones in harm’s way. This sort of event highlights the 
RNLI’s recently enhanced focus of prevention through education.
Proudest Moment?  When my son, Tom, joined the crew in 2012.

Name: Rachel Hurford - 29 (right side of 30, just!) 
Day Job: Solicitor  RNLI role: Helm 
How did you become a volunteer?  I started volunteering at 
15 as part of my Duke of Edinburgh award and then when 
I turned 17 just carried on and joined the crew. 
What motivates you to volunteer? I really enjoy it! (See the 
best bits) 

Worst part of the job....? I’ve been fortunate enough not to have been out on any fatal 
rescues but this year there have been two fatalities at Three Cliffs and you always feel 

Meet 
the 

Crew 

Steve & Lawrie

for the crew involved and the families of the casualties. 
Best part....?  Tough question! I pretty much enjoy it all, but I’ll try.... Being out on the 
sea when hardly anyone else is out there - whether it’s in winter seas and then coming 
in for a very welcome cup of tea or a night shout and then seeing the sunrise as you 
head back at 3.30am. Not many people get to do that! As part of my training, I went 
to the lifeboat training college at Poole, which has amazing facilities and it was real-
ly good to meet crew from across the UK. Most importantly there’s a great bunch of 
people here with the other crew and station volunteers.
Scariest Moment? On the first morning of my helm training course realising I was 
the only girl on the course (out of a group of 16) with a number of the others com-
ing from stations with no girls on the crew. One had had a girl on the crew once (my 
words not his, but they soon saw her cliff!). Another was a north east fisherman and 
came from a station where they believed it was bad luck to have a “lass” on the boat. I 
felt I had a point to prove!

Name: Steve   Day Job: School Site Manager
RNLI role/explanation of role: I am the Station Me-
chanic and a Shore helper.
This means that I maintain the operational equip-
ment, the Lifeboat and Tooltrack.  As a shore helper, 
I launch the lifeboat and assist in all the shore based 
activities for a shout.  I  also provide a general main-
tenance of the Boathouse.
I am also the Boathouse Visits Officer and provide education and water safety talks to 
visitors of all ages but especially school visits and those of 4 to 18 years old.
How did you become a volunteer for the RNLI? In 1989, before becoming crew, I was 
asked to help out on a rescue on Oxwich Point.  I’d called the problem in to the coast-
guard and gone to find the then LOM (Walter Grove) to tell him about it, but due to a 
maroons malfunction the day before, the station couldn’t get hold of any crew.   
An existing crew member ran past Walter and me and Walter asked him “would you 
take this idiot out with you?”.  After this, I came down at weekends from my home in 
Swansea for Sunday training (and tea) and eventually joined up in 1991. It was helpful 
that due to my (then) day job, I was working shifts and available midweek.
What motivates you to volunteer? I’ve always liked helping people and growing up 
around Gower, it seemed a good way to do that. I like to try and pass my experience 
on to the new, younger, crew and keep the traditions of the RNLI going in the area.  
We also have a lot of fun at the station….and tea.
Worst part of the job....best part....?  One of the worst parts is that, as the station me-
chanic, I tend to worry about the problems and things that might go wrong when the 
boat is at sea.  
The best part is that I get to help people in difficulty.  When you’ve done a rescue that 
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has saved someone or helped someone in grave difficulty, you get a sense of satisfaction 
or contentment that makes it all worthwhile.
Scariest Moment? We were called out around 6pm on an October evening to a rescue at 
Worms Head of a father and 3 boys.  It was already a force 4 and rough, but within the 
boats’ capabilities.  It was raining and dark, with the weather worsening.  The sea state 
was changing and knowing we had to go through the causeway (which is dangerous 
anyway) made it a bit nerve racking.  An experienced helm greatly eased my nerves.
We picked them up and handed them over to the Coastguards, but were unable to get 
back to the station because of the weather, so the helm positioned the boat on the back 
of a wave (so we didn’t end up surfing the wave) and followed it all the way in to the 
beach in Rhossili. 
Whilst congratulating ourselves on getting in safely, two surfers emerged from the wa-
ter and asked ‘are you looking for us mate?’.  We responded ‘no’ and they said ‘fine’ and 
went back in! The boat was recovered by a local farmer and brought back to the station.
Proudest Moment?  Just being asked to join Horton & Port Eynon Station was a proud 
moment. I have received a Bronze badge from the RNLI for services to Education and 
earlier this year, I was awarded an MBE from the Queen for Services to Marine Safety.

On 1st January 2016, the station will commemorate the 100th anniversary of the Janet 
capsize.  On this day in 1916, three crewmen lost their lives whilst on service to the 

Dunvegan. On previous years, crew and walkers have made 
their way to Oxwich Point to look towards the site of the first 
capsize off Pennard Cliffs and then 
returned to Port Eynon for a curry 
lunch.
In memory, this year will see a 
church service followed by a walk 
to Oxwich Point where Lifeboats 
will lay wreaths in honour of Billy 
Gibbs, William Eynon and George 
Harry.  
 

On the 2nd January, Port Eynon Hall 
will welcome the RNLI’s “Hope in the Great War”, a travelling 
national exhibition displaying 6 rescues that were carried out 

100 year Anniversary

Hope in the Great War
National Exhibition

between 1914 and 1918, where men 
on leave from the war played a part 
in many rescues.  The Janet, the Port 
Eynon Lifeboat was one of these and 
we are privileged to be hosting this 
event here to coincide with the 100th 
anniversary.

The exhibition honours the courage 
and determination of those who saved 
lives in the midst of a time of great 

conflict. Communities have come together to create interactive displays and engaging 
artwork, funded by Arts Council England. 

This is an ideal way for families and young children to learn about the astounding 
work of RNLI volunteers during the First World War. 

Open to the public:
Monday 4th January - Saturday 16th January     Opening times: 10am - 4pm daily

The stories are told in an atmospheric multimedia display, and brought to life by 
community art projects and will show RNLI images, details of the rescues, kit, and 
commemorate the great bravery.  Horton and Port Eynon communities will stage a 
specially commissioned multimedia presentation of the events of the Janet lifeboat 
disaster.

In support of this event we are running a Children’s Art Competition which will 
form part of the exhibition. Children up to 16 are encouraged to enter Lifeboat 
Theme drawings, paintings, models or other original artworks, in any medium.  
All entries are to have the name, age and contact details on the reverse of the pic-
ture or on the underside if a model.
     Age Categories:
     7 years and under
     8-11 years
     12 - 16 years

Contact: Stef Munday tel.01792 391454 or Mags Attwell tel. 01792 391657 for infor-
mation on how to submit your entry. Details will also be on  www.porteynon.org 

Entries will be judged by a 
panel from the Port Eynon 
Art Group.
Closing date: 
Sunday 6th December

 The competition for this
 newsletter appears as usual
 on the back page - here is a
 teaser ... can you guess
 what and where this is?

http://www.porteynon.org
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COMPUTER CLUB
The Club meets every fortnight in the village hall on a Wednesday afternoon. 

The main activity in the Spring was finalising the 
new Village website. A lot of 
work has gone into adding 
valuable information for 
the benefit of residents and 
visitors alike.
There is a live calendar for 
local happenings, a regular 
Post with details of upcom-
ing events and local news; a 
resource for contacts, wheth-
er for the local clubs, schools, 
local government, bus or 
utility companies, tide times 
or rubbish collections...etc. 
So if you need one of these 
services - here’s the place to 
find the information. 

    Recently added to the site is a place to buy, sell, or give  
    away free unwanted items - its easy to list your stuff  
    here!

We have also         added information on local tradesmen - who are recommended by 
residents and         want to join the scheme. Let us know if you have someone in mind 
who could be         useful for a neighbour too? 

We have also been gradually expanding the History and Gallery pages - please help us 
to add more detail (e.g. local historic articles and both ‘old’ and ‘new’ local scenes or 
happenings). Maybe you have an old photo or scrapbook collection you could share - 
we’ll provide the coffee, tea and cake!

We continue to provide self and online help such as dealing with connectivity issues, 
photographs, emails, attachments, backups and music downloads. There is much 
more to find out - come and join us on Wednesday afternoons from 1.30 pm.  For 
more info call Richard 390300 or Julie 391699

the home page of the new website

This years village supper was, yet again, a resounding success. The meal, served to a 
sold out audience, was prepared by Alison Carman and her small army of helpers. 

The replete diners were 
then entertained by 
“Dolly”, a production 
devised and directed 
by Helen Banfield and 
performed by mem-
bers of the Port Eynon 
Players.

Many thanks to 
Alison, Helen and all 
the others who 

provided an evening of outstanding entertainment.
Details of 
next year’s 
Supper 
will be 
posted on 
the Village 
website in 
the near 
future.

Anyone 
wishing 
to join the 
Port Eynon 
Players 
will be 
welcomed 
with open 
arms. 
Ring Jenny 
on 390357

Port Eynon Players
Village Supper 2015
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News from a temporary Port Eynon expat

There seems very little point in writing this article about Port Eynon Life, or anything 
to do with the village as I have been in France since May and in fact I’m still here. I 
received the rather pathetic “begging email” from Julie Harris for an article, yet again 
unpaid, as I wandered round a rather pleasant vineyard near St Emilion soaking up 
the September sun. With the lack of any trespass laws in France, strolling about peo-
ple’s property seems to be the norm. I suppose the difference between worrying sheep 
and worrying a grape does help to explain the carefree attitude of the farmers here, 
giving rise to less shotguns and more corkscrews.

Before writing this I had strict 
instructions from the Old Girl not 
to talk about the amount of sun I’ve 
had since May. Seemingly, emails 
from the Wednesday Drinking 
Group, or what I call “AA at the 
Ship”, has signified you may have 
missed a Season this year. For that I 
feel really sorry. Summer is why so 
many people live where we do and 
obviously why they rent our cottage. 
Greedy thinking! Hopefully, the 
good days were worth the wait and 
the bad days were short. The Old 
Man insisted at this point in telling 
you that it has only rained on him 
three times since May. He really is quite pathetic.

So what can I possibly be looking forward to in the Autumn and Winter of Port 

Eynon? Firstly, the cool weather. It’s something I have dreamt of as I’ve laid under the 
campervan, these past months, hiding from the huge French sun. As much as you may 
have all longed for hot weather, for us dogs it’s the last thing on our mind, take my 
word for it. So I am looking forward to the surprise of warmth with the sight of a blue 
sky being the talking point for the day.
Walks will suddenly have a purpose other than walking to another patisserie for an-
other cake.
There will be blackberry picking walks for hours in Overton, finding one’s the car-
avaners have left behind, then freezing them diligently for Christmas. Then throw-
ing them away in January as the Old Girl has forgotten them yet again. I’m looking 
forward to beachcombing without the bylaws, collecting tons of wood for their Beach 
Craft Business.
“Is it true that someone from Horton was reporting local dogs on the beach to the coun-
cil this summer.”
“Maybe, just malicious gossip?”
“It’s only what I heard.”
“Woo Ahh”
I’m yearning for those long mushroom walks to Paviland, bringing back far too many, 
most of which they are scared to eat.
I can’t wait to laze by the fire in The Ship, listening to the impossible tales and endless 
lies, mainly from my owner, while the village pops in for “just one”.
Though sadly, I am also reflecting on Brian and Carolyn leaving The Captain’s Table.
I’ll miss those spring mornings when there was always a sausage waiting for me when 
I ran into the cafe, with the yelling of the Old Man looking for me on the dunes ring-
ing in my ears.
Idiot.
However most of all I’m just looking forward to coming home to the amazing com-
munity of Port Eynon

Doug the Dog
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The movie club has gone from strength to strength, proving popular with every-
one. More than one hundred members of all ages have enjoyed a great range of 
films. Family comedies like Paddington, mysteries like Hugo and amazing true sto-
ries like Dolphin Tale and Saving Mr Banks as well as magical fairy tales like Cin-
derella have proved hugely popular. For the older audience, adventures in space in 
Interstellar proved fascinating while on a more serious note, Captain Phillips and 
The Impossible helped members to appreciate really challenging events that actual-
ly took place. 

Members also 
really enjoyed 
extra showings 
throughout the 
summer which 
on some days 
made up for 
the poor beach 
weather. We also had our very first 
‘private’ club meeting with a num-
ber of members getting together 
and choosing a film to enjoy as an 
anniversary celebration – About 
Time is an excellent British produc-
tion, spanning the genres of drama, fantasy and romance.  
At some of the shows, choc ices and popcorn have been enjoyed. The club will 
be continuing through the autumn and winter the monthly show on the second 
Friday of each month as well as additional holiday and matinee events.

Annual Movie Club membership: £2 per adult or £5 per family.  
Members can borrow films that have been shown at the club

Please contact Julie Harris for more details:
Email: juharris23@gmail.com,  Tel.391699 / Text: 07974 808874

Port Eynon 
Movie Club

About Time and  
Cinderella on the 

Big Screen

THE PORT EYNON C.A.T. (Children’s Activity Team)
The children enjoyed an Easter Egg Hunt on 
the beach in Port Eynon. Clues were provided 
and the children had to find and then dig in the 
sand to retrieve the Eggs. It was a lovely morning 
enjoyed by both the parents and children. Special 
thanks goes 
to Mags, 
Fred and 
Charlotte for 
organising 
the Easter 
Egg Hunt. 

Halloween is fast approach-
ing and this year there is a 
planned Halloween trick or 
treating walk around the Village on Friday 23rd October followed 
by craft activities in the Hall.

The joint Horton and Port Eynon Christmas party is being hosted 
at Horton Village Hall this year. This will take place on Saturday, 5th 
December from 11 AM to 1 PM. Look out for your child’s invita-
tion nearer the date.

This year’s Christmas play is going to tie in with the events taking 
place to commemorate the centenary of the Janet lifeboat disaster, and will have a life-
boat theme. Any children interested in taking part will need to be available on Sundays 
between 5 and 7 PM – the first rehearsal being on Sunday, 1st  November. All ages are 
welcome but anyone wishing to take part must come to the first rehearsal, or alterna-
tively, contact Mags Attwell (391657) before the rehearsal date.
The play will be staged at Port Eynon Village Hall on Sunday, 20th December after the 
carol service taking place in St Cattwg’s and on the 2nd or 3rd of January in Horton Vil-
lage Hall. (The cast will need to be available for both performances). 
Please contact Stef or Mags to volunteer for the CAT. Please help us in continuing this 
village tradition for our children. 

Contact Details
Stef Munday 01792 391454        Mags Attwell 01792 391657     
07581466905    magsattwell@gmail.com
stef.munday@icloud.com

Marley and Luke 
Blakemore enjoying 
their chocolate eggs!
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South Gower Sports Club in Scurlage was founded in 1945 and celebrated it’s 70th 
anniversary this year. 
As part of the celebrations an Open Day was held in August where existing members 
and new visitors to the club were able to try out a selection of taster sessions. These 
included bowls, squash, fun tennis, football & rugby.  

Master Class for the youngsters... and the not so young!

Youngsters enjoying the squash courts

Dog Show class         Guess the pig’s name
RNLI’s Stormy Stan tries 
out the dog agility course

The Club’s roots were founded in Port Eynon and 
District Cricket Club and the Reynoldston Foot-

ball club which were entirely separate entities and existed in a less formal manner long 
before the outbreak of the Second World War. It was only after the war that any real 
and organised amalgamation of the club occurred. From 1945 – 2015, a continious 
course of development and expansion can be traced, characterised by great fits and 
starts rather than any gradual evolution. The passing of 70 years as a sports club is not 
only an historical milestone and a cause for celebration in itself, it is also an opportu-
nity for reflection, a time for congratulation and taking stock.

The site that we know today as the sports 
club came up for sale in the Spring of 1951. 
A committee representing the club struck a 
deal with the agent of the vendor landowner 
over a convivial dinner at the King’s Head 
Hotel, Llangenith. A bargain was struck! Six-
teen acres of land sold for £50, an extemely 
generous deal! The landowner, Christopher 
Methuen-Campbell was formally thanked for 
his generosity and remained a patron of the 
club for many years. Once the site at Scurlage 
had been purchased it was time for the real 
physical work to begin. The disused U.S.army 
camp was anything but a sports field. The 
ground was uneven, covered in stones, tank 
tracks, petrol tanks, wooden huts and all the 
expected military debris. However, in char-
acteristic fashion, the Club committee set to 
work with a will – nothing was to daunt their 
ambition. Mr Mendus an eminent local ar-

chitect offered his services freely to draw up plans for the layout of the proposed new 
sports ground, labour was organised and finance arranged. South Gower Sports Club 
had a permenant home and an assured future.

The club continues to promote and encourage sport within the local community in-
cluding  rugby, football, squash, tennis, cricket & bowls. 
It is a non profit making organisation, run by volunteeers. Any surplus income is 
re-invested back into the club. Annual membership runs from 1st September – 31st 
August. Currently membership fees are a very reasonable £10 per head (adults & 
children) capped at £40 for family membership. The club welcomes all newcomers to 
enjoy the facilites and participate in the sports that are on offer.
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South Gower Football Club
Football has remained strong in South Gower since the war.  
Currently a senior and 
fairly new, but very popular 
junior team are based at 
the club. 

South Gower Junior Football under 13’s

Today, South Gower Sports Club also provides a home to Fall 
Bay RFC who were estab-
lished and affiliated to the 
Sports Club in 1994.         
The club also boasts a 
thriving junior section  
whose motto is 
“Everyone Gets A Game“.

Fall Bay RFC Junior under 14’s

For more information about the club, including membership 
please contact the Club Secretary, Claire Payne Tel.390115 or 
Email: claire@payneinternet.co.uk

Football Section Contacts:
Seniors: Steve Lancey – tel.07776 354079
Juniors: Teri Ann Parry – tel.07920 557053

Rugby Section Contacts:
Seniors: John Grove, Club Secretary tel.391699 or email:jogrove@gmail.com
Juniors: Matt Searle, Junior Secretary tel.07855 798756 or email: mpjsearle@hotmail.
com

 

   PERMANENT/CASUAL PART TIME BAR STAFF REQUIRED 
  South Gower Sports Club runs a friendly member’s sports bar and there is 
  currently an opportunity for someone with or without experience in bar work 
  to take up a position. Anyone interested in either set days or occasional work is
  invited to apply. The position will require weekend working. Training will be 
  provided. Please contact Mi’chal Rixson for more details: Tel.01792 390797 
  or email: rixsonmn@gmail.com

USEFUL CONTACT DETAILS

The Rectory: Rev. Carol Davies 390456
Methodist Minister: Rev. Andrew Walker 232867
Chairman P.E Hall Management:  Peter Williams 390312
Hall Booking Clerk: Teresa Ashmole 07981 100248
CAT: Stef Munday 391454
News of Residents: Sue Morris 390242
Community Council: Barry Stubbing 390035
Women’s Institute: Chris Williams 390282
please check out www.porteynon.org for a more detailed list

http://www.porteynon.org
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Ben heard the sound of horses and turned to look back up the hill. A coach pulled 
by a team of two fine black stallions was approaching fast and taking up most of the 
road. For a moment he thought about standing his ground and forcing the driver to 
stop, but only for a moment. One look at the grizzled old man 
driving the team told him he’d probably just roll right over him. 
He turned to step off the road, but the coach clipped him and 
threw him into the muddy ditch and thundered on past.
He started to get up and glared after the coach. If he sprinted, 
he could catch it at the bend and…what? Jump on it? One 
whisper from death in a day was enough. He saw the girl 
leaning out of the coach and forgot all about his anger.
The coach careered round the sharp bend in front of the 
church, and he saw her clearly framed in the window and let 
his breath out in a low whistle. She was the most breathtaking girl he’d ever seen, and 
he’d been to the city so knew what was out there. He could’ve walked from one end 
of Swansea to the other for a year and not seen anyone like her. She was staring back 
at him in alarm, her mouth forming a perfect O and her pale blonde hair flowing like 
wind-blown mist.
Then she was gone.
Pete climbed down from the low wall where he’d jumped as soon as he’d heard the 
coach.
“You’ll get to know that sound,” he said, looking at the bend in the road.
“What sound?” Ben said, without really caring.
“The coach. Gareth drives it like that all the time. You get out of the way or you get…” 
He shrugged and pointed at Ben sitting in the mud.
“Who was that?” Ben asked, getting up and trying to brush the mud off his breeches.
“I told you, it’s Gareth. He’s a bit mad.”
“No, not him. The girl.”
Pete blinked twice then shook his head. “Put her from your mind. There goes nothing 
but trouble.”

PORT EYNON COMMUNITY COUNCIL
Your Community Council currently consists of six members namely Councillors 
Lynda Newland and Gareth Evans representing Port Eynon Ward; Councillors Robert 
Fisher, Sheila Fisher and Tony Wright representing Scurlage Ward and Councillor 
Gareth Jones representing Llanddewi Ward. There are two vacancies for the Knelston 
Ward and other members may be co-opted on an unallocated basis. In this way the 
Council is always looking for new members who can bring fresh ideas to the commu-
nity, so if you are able to spare one evening each month and would like to have a say in 
how your community is looked after, then please contact the Clerk on 01792 390035.

In the past three months the Coun-
cil has undertaken a major initia-
tive to install a network of public 
access defibrillators serving all of 
the villages within the Council area. 
A substantial grant was secured 
from the Lottery Fund to enable the 
purchase of an initial five units and 
working closely with the Cariad 
Foundation the Council funded a 

further unit as well as the protective cabinets and the installation works. Three units 
have been installed in Port Eynon at the Public Car Park, The Village Hall and St 
Cattwg’s Church. One unit has been installed in Scurlage at the Medical Centre, one 
in Knelston at the garage and one in Llanddewi at the village hall. The objective of the 
Cariad Foundation is to have a unit within ten minutes of any person in the Commu-
nity. The system is operated via the emergency 999 telephone ser-
vice. If the emergency telephone operator identifies the need for a 
defibrillator the caller is directed to the location of the nearest unit. 
On accessing the unit a recorded message provides comprehensive 
directions on how to provide the patient with defibrillation. The 
Council has also committed to funding a further unit in the Over-
ton area but to date, has been unsuccessful in identifying a suitable 
location. 

Other issues which have concerned the Council in the past few months have includ-
ed the maintenance of verges and hedgerows, speed of traffic on the main road from 
Moor Corner through to Llanddewi Cross and most recently the proliferation of new 
road signs in Port Eynon. The latter point being particularly disheartening as the 
Council had worked closely with the Tourist departments, as part of the Green Seas 
Project Initiative to reduce and co-ordinate signage in order to enhance the visitor 
experience.

Defibrillator in 
St Cattwg’s porch

Defibrillator training for Villagers at the Harvest Lunch
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Ben turned and glared at him.
“That,” Pete said, pointing down the hill. “That is Katherine Lucas.” He stopped, as if 
that ought to be enough, but clearly it wasn’t. “That’s the daughter of John Lucas.” Still 
nothing. “The pirate.”
Ben frowned at him, then looked again at the empty road. “Her father’s a pirate?”
“Was.”
“Not now? That’s good.” Ben started walking down the hill towards the shore.
“Where you going?” Pete pointed up the road. “We were going to the tavern!”
Ben waved as he strode quickly away.
Finding the home of John Lucas wasn’t difficult; the first person he asked pointed out 
Salte House on the rocks below Port Eynon Point. He stopped at the dunes and looked 
across the beach. The house was a stone-built fortress right on the rugged foreshore, 
with stout walls all around it and stretching up to the cliffs. It would’ve taken a small 
army to breach those walls, and be impenetrable for the king’s preventatives in search 
of smuggled contraband.
Ben saw the black coach approaching the house, much more slowly now it was on the 
narrow, uneven drive. And he could see the girl silhouetted in the coach window.
He started to run. He hadn’t intended to, it just happened all on its own. Over the 
dunes and across the narrow strip of stony beach, then over the sharp rocks up to the 
house. He jumped up onto the crushed stone drive and leant over to catch his breath.
“You’re the madman who tried to crash my coach.”
He looked up sharply and saw her. She was even more lovely now he could see all of 
her. “Yes. No. It wasn’t me!”
She frowned and her pale blue eyes wrinkled. “It was you. 
I saw you.” She looked him up and down with the hint of 
a smile. “You’re rather a mess.”
Ben looked down at his oversized breeches and frayed 
and badly stitched open jacket and tried to brush off 
some of the mud. “It was you.”
Her frown deepened. “It was me doing what?”
He looked up and saw her eyes and smiling face, small and elfin.
“Have you been drinking?” she asked, and stepped away from him.
“No, I have not.” He smiled and his hazel eyes flashed a hint of mischief. “Though I 
think I might be dreaming.”
She sighed heavily and turned to leave the imbecile to his dreaming.
“You’re Kate,” he said. With a hint of desperation.
She turned back. “No, I’m Katherine.” She tilted her head a little and looked at him 
steadily, seeing him for the first time. Her age, or perhaps a little older, nineteen per-
haps, it was hard to tell under all that mud and sun browning. Not bad looking, for a 
peasant. Strong, square chin and long ink-black hair. A good face, with lots of laughter 
lines even at his young age. And his eyes…they…

She looked away, suddenly aware of how warm it had become, for December.
“Do you walk?” he asked.
She watched him for several seconds, then took two long steps to demonstrate her 
walking prowess.
“I mean,” he said, with a slow shake of his head and a wide infectious smile, “do you 
walk on the beach?”
She continued to watch him for a moment, suspicion playing around her eyes. “I walk 
sometimes.”
“Then I’ll walk sometimes too.” He stepped a tiny bit closer. “Would sometimes be 
tomorrow morning?”
She shrugged and he forced himself not to look at her body.
“Then I will walk on the beach at ten o’clock tomorrow.” He turned, stopped and 
looked back. “If you are walking too, then we’ll be walking on the beach together.”
She watched him go. And stayed on the road in the stiff easterly winter wind until she 
felt cool enough to go into the house.

He sat on the dunes and waited, checking his father’s old watch 
every few minutes. If she wasn’t there in another ten minutes…
he sighed. He’d wait, he knew it. He’d waited almost—he checked 
his watch again—forty minutes. 
Was any girl worth it? No, not any girl. But Kate was. He smiled.
“This doesn’t look like walking.”
He turned slowly and looked up at her standing on the dunes behind him, her black 
cape billowing and her pale hair streaming in the wind. “It’s resting. The walking was 
exhausting.”
“You’ve been sitting there for an hour,” she said, with a slow shake of her head.
“You were watching me?”
She felt her cheeks redden and walked away, then stopped and looked back. “You said 
you would walk? Are you incapacitated by drink, again?”
“I wasn’t drunk!” He jumped to his feet and strode after her. She was an infuriating 
person.

“You will have nothing more to do with this peasant,” John Lucas said, and returned to 
his ledger, as if that was an end to it.
“I will see whomever I want to see!”
He looked up slowly, his face lined by his hard life on the seas. “This discussion is 
ended. Go to your room.”
“Have you been spying on me?” She stood with her hands on her hips, her eyes blaz-
ing with anger.
“It appears that someone needs to keep an eye on you.” He shook his head. “You’ve 
been seeing this peasant secretly, and you were seen kissing this…unemployed rogue.” 
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He looked out of the window at the grey stone walls surrounding his fortress. “How 
do you imagine that looks?”
“It looks like what it is!” She was almost shouting, her body shaking with anger. 
“Love!” And there it was. Her mouth fell open and she took a little step back.
He looked back and raised his eyebrows. “Love, you say?” He clicked his teeth. “You 
are a child, what can you possibly know about love?”
“More than you, Father.” She turned and strode to the thick wooden door.
“You will go to your Aunt Jane’s.” He picked up his quill and moved his ledger closer.
She froze, then turned slowly. “You can’t do that.”
“London will do you good,” he said, and made a careful entry. “Rid you of this non-
sense.” He looked up. “I have a ship leaving on Monday. You will be on it.” He looked 
away. The subject was closed.
She slammed the door behind her and stood in the dark hallway, tears filling her eyes. 
She could defy him. But of course she couldn’t. Four days. Four days and she would 
be exiled to London. And Ben would be three hundred miles away. He would forget 
about her.

“Kate’s being sent to London,” Ben said, staring into his beer.
Pete nodded. “You said.”
Ben looked up slowly and shook his head in disbelief. “Why would her father do 
that?”
“Because,” Pete said, “he’s John Lucas, and he owns this village, and every village be-
tween here and…” He shrugged.
“What makes him think he’s so powerful?” Ben took a long drink.
“Because he’s got a dozen hard men working for him. Because he runs the smuggling 
on the whole peninsula. Because he was a cut-throat pirate. Because he and Robert 
Skurlege and George Eynon own everything you can see in two days’ hard ride.” He 
shrugged.
“I’ll steal her away.”
“Ah!” Pete said, and put his mug down heavily. “You try that and you’ll be floating 
with the fishes.” He shook his head. “It’s over, Ben.” He shrugged again.
Ben drank more beer and looked around at the empty tavern. Then he had an idea. It 
just popped into his head and he looked up sharply. “I’ll go to London.”
Pete took a long breath and sighed. “And how are you going to pay for the trip? I don’t 
know about a big town like Carmarthen, but here your wages for crewing that wreck 
of a fishing boat wouldn’t get you to Swansea.”
Ben licked his lips and looked around again, as if the answer might be right there. And 
it was. “You!”
Pete waved his hands. “I don’t have that much money.”
“No. I mean you did have. You were rich in the summer. How did you do that? I’ll do 
it, and then I’ll go to London.”

Pete raised his hands. “No, Ben, that’s not going to work.”
“Why? What did you do that I can’t do if I want to do it to do…” He shook his head, 
but the beer was doing its job.
Pete closed his eyes and tried to think of a way out, but there wasn’t one. He could lie. 
He could tell his friend that his old uncle left him money. He could plead with him not 
to pursue it. But the boy was lost. Kate was everything to him. And anyway, he’d not 
lie to his friend. He took a long breath and told him.
Ben sat with his mouth open, staring at him with wide eyes, then he blinked slowly 
and blew out his breath. “Wrecking?”
Pete waved him silent. “For God’s sake! Keep your voice down.” He looked around the 
tavern. It was still empty, but at eleven in the morning on a workday, it would be.

Ben looked around too, then leaned 
over the scrubbed wood table. 
“Where? When?”
Pete took a long drink of beer 
to give him strength. “Here, on 
Rhossili.” He looked around again. 
“Spanish.”
Ben licked his lips. “That was you? 

The ship with tons of silver coin?” He shook his head in amazement.
 “Yes, well, no. Well, not just me. It was…” He caught himself. “Local men who do this 
kind of thing.”
Ben nodded. “But seamen died.”
“Yes, they did. It’s the government’s fault.”
Ben looked puzzled. “How can it be the government’s fault?”
“They passed a law that says if there’s even one soul left on a ship, then it isn’t salvage.” 
He shrugged. “So there’s never anybody left.”
Ben thought about it, then shook his head. “No, I couldn’t do that. Not kill people for 
money.”
“Don’t have to now,” Pete said quietly. “Mr Lu—the local leader has men on the ships 
who make sure everybody gets into the longboats before the ship founders.”
Ben’s eyes lit up. “Can we do it? You and me?” He looked around. “Do you know men 
on ships?” He began to hope.
Pete brushed dust off his new coat. “I could do.”
“Then that’s what we’ll do.”
“Wait a minute!”
“No, no minutes to waste.” Ben stood up, then sat down quickly and pulled a face. He 
pushed his beer away and stood up slowly. “Come on!”

James Teale walked with them off Swansea dock as if he hadn’t a care in the world, and 
stopped outside a tavern that was overflowing with drunken sailors spending their 
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wages and women helping them.
“I needs the money, you see, or I’d not countenance the deed.”
Ben had no idea what the man was saying, but got the feeling he was saying yes. “Then 
you’ll do it?” he asked.
“Aye, but not for the pittance I gets from Lucas. I wants a third of whatever you gets 
ashore.”
Ben leaned closer to Pete. “Will we get enough to pay for my trip?”
“What’s she carrying?” Pete asked.
“Rum, silk, and tea,” Teale said.
Pete nodded at Ben. “Even a third will get you to London and keep you fed for a year.”
“Nobody dies!” Ben said.
Teale shook his head. “I’m first mate on the King Charles. Nobody drowns with me 
running things.”
“Then we’ll do it,” Ben said, and tried to hide his shaking voice. His future now had a 
glimmer of hope in the dark despair.
Teale spat on his hand and put it out. “Shake on it.”
There was no going back now.
 
Sunday was the longest day Ben had ever known. He checked his old watch constantly, 
but it didn’t seem to be moving. He wanted to go to the tavern to pass the time, and to 
silence the voice in his head telling him to run away from the daft plan. Kate was go-
ing to London, forever. This was his chance, his only chance to follow her. The thought 
of being without her forever made his head spin. So he waited.
He sat at his tiny window in the tiny room he rented from the mad old woman, and 
waited. At ten o’clock Pete arrived. He waved him down to the dark yard and they 
walked slowly to the beach without speaking. There was nothing to say; they both 
knew what they were about to do. They bowed their heads against the icy wind that 
howled around them, and made their way along the rocks between the Lucas fortress 
and the rising tide.
It took them over an hour to collect enough driftwood to build the fire that was to be 
the beacon. Then they found a fissure in the razor-sharp rocks and huddled down to 
wait for midnight. And the King Charles.
Eventually Pete patted Ben on the shoulder and they climbed 
back up into the growing storm. Pete pulled a tight roll of 
hay from beneath his tunic, pushed it under the driftwood 
pile and handed a brown bottle to Ben. He pulled the cork 
and sniffed it.
“Brandy?”
“Not for drinking,” Pete shouted as he crouched and pulled 
out his flint and steel. “Pour it on the hay and I’ll light it, but 
be quick or it’ll be gone in this wind.”

A moment later blue flames jumped up around the wood, turned orange and red, and 
became a beacon. They stepped away from it and stared into the storm.

As the King Charles passed Oxwich Point and turned south, James Teale stepped out 
onto the pitching deck and studied the coast ahead. He saw the beacon, nodded and 
strode up to the helmsman and ordered him to stay close to the light to avoid the 
sandbanks. Then he waited.
The ship corkscrewed and ploughed into the wild sea and the helmsman fought to 
keep her bow pointing at the beacon. Teale held onto the rail above the main deck 
and waited. Five more minutes and he would give the order to abandon ship. Almost 
there. Wait. He turned and took a breath. The ship struck the rocks and he pitched 
backwards over the rail onto the deck below.
Driven by a huge wave, the ship rose high above the rocks like a stricken beast rear-
ing from an awful death; then the sea drove it down to smash itself to pieces with a 
near-human scream of agony.

Ben saw the ship founder on the Point. Saw the sails still full as the masts crashed 
down onto her, smashing her decks and spilling her cargo into the raging sea.
He couldn’t breathe. The wind tore his breath away and the horror of what he was do-
ing gripped his heart like Satan’s fist. Nobody would drown. That’s what the first mate 
had said. They’d be in the longboats.
Pete hit him on the shoulder and they ran and staggered to the pounding surf. Casks 
of brandy were already rolling ashore, some smashing to splinters on the rocks, but 
others rolling intact within reach.
They pulled them away from the waves before they could be reclaimed by the storm. 
And with every one saved, Ben’s hopes for a new life in London rose. He found he 
was grinning as he pulled a chest onto the shore. Perhaps this would keep him long 
enough to marry his love and build a new life. Or this cask. Or this roll of lace.
Just ten feet from the cliffs he saw two more casks floating together, as if waiting for 
him. This was the last of it. When this was done, they would be rich.
He slid off the shore and waded into the furious sea, fighting to keep his balance 
on the slippery rocks. Something popped up in front of the barrels and he reached 
forward and pulled it towards him. It was a roll of black 
fabric. He would salvage that first, throw it to the shore 
and then grab the casks.

The fabric spread in the surf, black and billowing. His 
heart slammed in his chest and he prayed it was just the 
lightning cracking above his head that made it look like 
a cape. He pulled the bundle closer and rolled it over. 
Kate’s blonde hair flowed into the white surf and her 
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sightless eyes stared up at him, pleading to know why.
He cried out and jumped back, then scrambled forward to reach her again. A wave 
crashed into his chest and staggered him. He caught his balance and turned. But 
she was gone. He called her name and raised his hands to Heaven, but his cries were 
whipped away by the howling wind.
He desperately searched the waves. Then lowered his arms and walked forward into 
the boiling surf.
…
Legend has it that every year at the exact moment of the winter solstice, a tortured 
soul returns to Port Eynon Point to cry out to his love across the unforgiving sea. But 
though he is doomed to call her name for a thousand years, she will never answer.

Delightful Charity Concert – Penrice Park
A hugely successful concert took place in the Pres-
ident’s Marquee, Gower Showground, Penrice Park 
on Friday 31st July, with all proceeds being donated 
to St Andrew’s Church, Penrice.

Organised by a small group of churchgoers from 
St Andrew’s, the concert was billed as an evening 
of music and laughter, and that is exactly what was 
delivered.

Four very tal-
ented profes-
sional young 
opera singers – 
Matthew Ioan 
Sims (tenor), 
Jessica Robin-
son (soprano), 
Meilir Jones 
(baritone) and 
Jenny Bianco 
(mezzo so-
prano) gave a 

Pen and Inks by Ellie John

super performance of (mainly) well known works from the world of opera.

The singers were all trained at the Royal Welsh College of Music and Drama, with 
some attending workshops and master classes with accomplished professionals in-
cluding Dennis O’Neill, Bryn Terfel and Dame Kiri Te Kanawa.
Between them, the 
young singers have 
won over twenty 
first prizes in various 
opera competitions. 
Surely these young 
talented singers 
must all be destined 
for very successful 
careers.

Music of a different 
kind was presented 
by the young members of the Sir Harry Secombe Youth Musical Trust, who delivered 
a wide range of works from some of the West End’s best musicals.
Based at Swansea’s Grand Theatre, the Group was formed 15 years ago, and is made up 
of youngsters of all abilities aged between 5 and 17.
They were outstanding and richly deserved the standing ovation they received.
Host for the evening and providing the laughter element of the event, was Swansea 
actor, entertainer and radio presenter, Kev Johns.

Kev was on top form and had the audience in stitches from the moment he got onto 
the stage – he was superb!

An added attraction of the evening was the encouragement given to the audience 
members to take a picnic and drinks along with them – and everyone did! It felt like a 
kind of mini Glyndebourne!

This really was an evening to savour, and it raised £1,350 
towards the internal repainting of St Andrew’s Church 
and the restoration of the Church’s murals.

The organisers are now being urged to present a repeat 
concert next summer...!

                                                     ...Watch this space!St Andrew’s Penrice
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The end of an era?
On September 27th Brian and Carolyn Parker hung up their aprons and closed the 
doors of The Captain’s Table for the last time and started their well earned retirement.
In 1987 Brian, who was working for local agricultural suppliers D. Morgan and Son, 
and Carolyn, working at Lulsley Nursing Home, were given the opportunity to go into 
partnership and open the cafe.

In the early years the menu consisted of  “home” cooked meals, desserts and sand-
wiches. They had one small single 
basket fryer capable of producing 
enough chips for about 5 people 
at a time. As time went by this was 
changed for a larger two basket 
type but still only producing 
enough for around a dozen orders. 
Customers were given a ticket as 
everything was cooked to order. 
The cafe had bench seats around 
the tables and outside was straight 
onto the dunes as the seafront was 
not developed as it is today. Brian 
also remembers a lot more sand 
on the beach than there is today.

In 1993, after an excalibur triathlon event there was an electrical fire and the cafe 
had to close. They spent all the autumn and winter cleaning up after the damage and  
redeveloped the cafe. After removing some smoke stained wallpaper they even discov-

ered an old menu that had 
been painted onto the wall 
itself! They reshaped the 
room, taking down some 
of the internal walls and 
installed new tables and 
chairs.  A major invest-
ment was a new fryer 
capable of keeping up with 
the orders as customers 
came in. The fryer has 
since been replaced twice, 
such has been the work-

load. One day, over a bank holiday weekend, nearly a ton of potatoes were cleaned, 
chipped and cooked!!! Brian estimates that over 500 tons have been produced in the 
last 28 years.

Over the years they have built up a loyal customer base of both local people and visi-
tors. Some who brought their children are now bringing their grandchildren and even 
great-grandchildren.
During the last few weeks many have made special journeys to wish Brian and 
Carolyn well in their retirement, travelling from as far away as London, Worcester, 
Northampton and Manchester. They all say that The Captain’s Table has provided 
them with an “unique” service. As well as serving at the cafe they have also provided 
“takeaway” food for the local lifeboat dinners, the Macmillan walk, triathlons, chris-
tening parties and even a wedding breakfast!!!

Many youngsters have had the opportunity to do “work experience” with Brian and 
Carolyn and several have gone on to work there full time as their first job.  One, who 
shall remain nameless, came with his older brother and decided to help by getting the 
potatoes ready. He went into the potato store and re-emerged later and  proudly an-
nounced that the potatoes were all done. He had removed the string ties from all the 
bags and there were potatoes all over the floor!!

They all look on Carolyn as their adoptive mother, even coming in on their days off 
just to see her. Brian and Carolyn both wish their staff all the best in the future.
Having talked to the delivery men, rubbish collectors, neighbouring businesses and 
read all the messages in the numerous best wishes cards it is obvious that Brian and 
Carolyn are held in high esteem by all. This has come about as a result of total com-
mitment to both their business and care for all their customers. 
 

As the sun sets on their working lives and they drive off in their new camper van to 
explore the world we wish them a long and happy retirement. 

It is indeed the end of an era.

For those who love understanding the scale of things,  Brian’s estimate 
of 500 tonnes of chips, when placed end to end, reaches more than 2200 
miles  - that’s a long chip! ... it would stretrch all the way to Cyprus!
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News items, stories and photographs for the Spring/Summer Newslet-
ter to be sent to Julie (Email: juharris23@gmail.com ) by March 1st 2016

Welcome to the third edition of the new style Port Eynon and Overton News-
letter. This is a bumper edition and should make interesting reading in the 
darker nights.
 We would love to have your articles, photographs and news to publish. We are 
running a local photo competition for each issue and this is one way for your skills 
and stories to be shared with everyone ... for this edition we have selected two 
unusual pictures.
Can you tell us where these  pictures were taken? Send in your answers and we 
will give a prize to the first correct entry.

New Style Newsletter - Third Edition

© PE Village Hall MC 2015. All photographs are © of their respective owners and used with per-
mission.


