
Dear R.L.H.S. Members, 

The definitive article ‘A Short History of Roath Mill’, accompanying this month’s E-
Newsletter, appears courtesy Dr. Diane Brook and Morgannwg - where it first appeared in 
volume 57, 2013.  It has historical references back to 1102, maps, photos, paintings and 
drawings, plus the results of the Cardiff Archaeological Society survey of 2012.  It should 
certainly answer all the questions prompted by that intriguing 1890 photograph, printed in 
June.  Diane (one of our early Honorary Life Members) spoke to our Society in February 
2013, but I’m sure we all appreciate being reminded of the facts!   

Jeff Childs has also been in touch, regarding Shirley Newberry’s query last month as to 
who owned Roath Mill - it can be said that it was Lord Tredegar. It was a portion of         
Great House Farm or Ty Mawr which formed part of the extensive Tredegar estate in Roath. 
Deri Farm was owned by John Homfray (of Penlline Castle from 1847). See my book:   
Roath, Splott and Adamsdown: one thousand years of history, pp. 33, 38 and 72. 

I have just received the sad news that Dorothy French died on Tuesday 14th July.  Dorothy, 
along with her daughter and son-in-law, Yvonne and Robert (our Auditor) Heynes, are long-
standing supporters of R.L.H.S.  Dorothy always enjoyed attending the Society’s talks and 
summer visits and only recently became too frail to manage, turning out in the winter months.  
Sincere condolences have been sent, on behalf of our Society. 

We have been approached by fellow local historian, Margaret Aven, regarding a photograph 
of Severn Road School, taken in 1907.  She wishes to find a good home for it.  Should you 
have a personal interest in Severn Road School please contact:                                             
margaretaven@aol.com 

Another photograph sparking interest was the Queen Victoria Golden Jubilee celebrations.           
Roger Bradshaw asked his brother, who worked in the area as a Vet, about the bonfire field 
in Penylan. He remembers two Llwyn y Grant farms on Llanedeyrn Road, Isaf and Uchaf 
unsurprisingly. One or other was down a track to the left where the school and Carisbrooke 
Way are now and it belonged to a Mr. Williams, a Cardi. It isn’t that far from Penylan Hill 
and the field could possibly have been part of that farm. This was in the 60s and about the 
time it was built on - quite a while later, but the farm could well have still been in the same 
family. The other Llwyn y Grant was further on down, where I believe an ‘orrible murder 
took place, (as referred to in a previous E-Newsletter). 

I love the conversations and reminiscences we have begun sharing on these pages.  The last 
instalment of Shirley Newberry’s Memories of World War Ⅱ, prompted Gareth Brown to 
ponder if his mother Barbara and her family (Rees), who lived in Adamsdown, were known 
to the Newberrys?  Sadly, Gareth and Graeme’s mother died two years ago, in her nineties, 
so can’t be asked.  However, she went to Tredegarville School and during WW2 used to 
guide blind people to the Blind Institute before she went to school, helping them home again 
after she finished. She remembered the Blind Institute was in Longcross Street where the 
Physio Department is / was in recent times (opposite Cardiff Royal Infirmary).  When it was 
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destroyed by German bombing the Blind Institute moved to City Road; before going to 
Shand House in Newport Road, sometime after the war. 

R.L.H.S. receives a steady stream of e-mail enquiries, one this month requested information 
about the houses on Rose Street that were bombed in WW2, and are now rebuilt in a 
different style.  The Browns have a long family connection with Rose Street and it’s where 
Gareth grew up, so he was able to help again, with the following recollections: 

The bomb was actually a land mine which caused extensive damage.  In January 1941, my 
(Gareth’s) father lived in the adjoining Plasnewydd Road; being not quite 19, while waiting 
to join the RAF, he was an ARP warden. He was on duty on the night of 2/1/1941 and saw a 
parachute coming down at other end of Rose St / Lily Street. He thought it was a German 
pilot bailing out and started running towards it, when the blast blew him across the street 

into a garage door.  He believes the Dutt family who lived at the corner of Croft Street were 
all killed.  Presumedly, there were also houses damaged and pulled down where the public 
health labs were built, opposite The Crofts pub on the corner of Partridge Road.  The bomb 

site remained till the council houses were built post war - possibly the early fifties.              
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Coming Soon . . . . . . . 

For 2021, Ben Childs is producing a Roath Calendar  
featuring 12 of his original Art Photography images 

* 
Full details, plus a code enabling r.l.h.s. to receive a donation for 

each calendar purchased, will be given next month 
www.benchildsphotoart.com

http://www.benchildsphotoart.com/
http://www.benchildsphotoart.com/
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Autumn/Winter lectures cancelled 

I'm afraid I bring the disappoin3ng news that Roath Local History Society will not be recommencing 
mee3ng in September.  The Commi?ee has taken the difficult decision to cancel all lectures un3l at least 
March 2021.   

Much as we would have liked to see the exci3ng lectures we already had programmed, it just did not 
seem a safe and prac3cal op3on.  Even if the venue were to be available and such mee3ngs allowed 
under future Welsh Government guidelines, the risks to our membership with its elderly demographics 
just appeared too great.  AOer Christmas we should have a be?er understanding of the course the 
pandemic is taking at which stage we will make a decision on whether to reconvene.  

Your membership will be automa3cally renewed for the upcoming year free of charge to you.  This means 
there will be nothing to pay, even if we reconvene mee3ng next March. This seems only fair as our Spring 
and Summer programmes were cancelled this year.  

We will not be holding an AGM this year. The current officers have agreed to con3nue in their roles un3l 
next year with a couple of excep3ons.  Jeff Childs, our Vice-Chair, plans to commence an academic course 
in January 2021 and therefore feels it is the right 3me to step down this Autumn.  Jeff will be sorely 
missed.  He has been with the Society virtually since it commenced in 1978 and on the commi?ee since 
late 1979!  Among the books he has authored are two on the history of Roath.  He is responsible for much 
of the research and assembly of the history of Roath.  Over the years Jeff has been both Secretary and 
Chair of our Society. We are also saying goodbye on the commi?ee to Mar.n Sheldon.  Mar3n too has 
been with the Society virtually since it began and like Jeff, has served as Secretary and Chair.   We will be 
forever grateful to Jeff and Mar3n for all their efforts with RLHS. Both, however, will not be lost to the 
Society as they will con3nue to a?end lectures and other events. Jeff and Mar3n’s service to the Society 
will be properly acknowledged, when we are back in opera3on. 

We are exploring the possibility of holding some future mee3ngs online but at the same 3me are aware 
that not all members would have the desire to take part in such mee3ngs. 

We are grateful to our Secretary, Elizabeth Morgan, for endeavouring to retain our monthly                      
E-Newsle?er - helping keep us together as a Society, despite these strange 3mes. 

New material is regularly being uploaded onto our website.  The old Project Newsle?ers of the Society 
which were published in the 1980s and contained the output of research conducted by the Society 
members are s3ll being digi3sed. The last edi3on of Volume 3 is the latest to uploaded and contains 
ar3cles on the History of Splo? and especially addresses why Splo? is called Splo?.  

Our website:  h?ps://roathlocalhistorysociety.org/ 

Project Newsle?ers: h?ps://roathlocalhistorysociety.org/local-history/project-newsle?ers/

On 23rd July, your Committee embraced technology to hold R.L.H.S.’s first virtual Committee 
Meeting.  Through the power of Zoom, nine of us were able to meet online, to see and speak to 
one another - while staying safely in our own homes!  The result of our deliberations is 
summarised by our Chairman, Ted Richards:

https://roathlocalhistorysociety.org/
https://roathlocalhistorysociety.org/local-history/project-newsletters/
https://roathlocalhistorysociety.org/
https://roathlocalhistorysociety.org/local-history/project-newsletters/
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A man from Newton Abbott answered and I asked if he kept pigeons.  He said he did, and when I said I thought 

we had one of his birds in our garden, he said that he had sent it over to France to race it and it was his prize 

pigeon called Picasso.  He said there had been strong winds at the time and the bird must have got blown off course.  

He asked if I could put it in a basket or suitable container and he would arrange to send a courier to collect it.  I 

managed to find a basket and got the bird into it.  I was feeding him peanuts, which he loved , and some water.  

Then one day, when I went to feed him he got out of the basket and would not go back in!  I thought he was just 

going to fly around and become feral.  The man in Newton Abbott phoned to tell me he had arranged for a courier 

to collect the bird and it had cost him £100, so he wasn't happy when I told him it had got out of the basket!  I 

explained that I had done my best but to no avail.  The bird was around in the trees and on the roofs for a while 

and then there was no sign of it.  Mid-Tuesday afternoon I had a call from Newton Abbott from the owner of the 

bird to say that he had flown home!  I was so amazed to hear the bird had built up his energy in my garden so he 

could make the rest of his journey home.  I said I thought Picasso was a legend!  The owner went on to tell me 

how he had come by him …… A man was painting  a bench one day and the pigeon flew onto it and got stuck on 

the paint.  He didn't know what to do about it but thought of the man in Newton Abbott who he knew kept pigeons 

and asked if he would take care of it.  He took the pigeon in and it became his prize winning pigeon.  Consequently 

he called it Picasso.  Thankfully the owner had a refund of his £100, meaning his wife started speaking to him 

again!.  The down side of the story is, the lovely tree over the back of our garden where the the pigeon found rest 

and all the birds had been flying into, has been chopped down this week.

PIGEON POST - a Lockdown Letter 

from Carol & Charles Ball

Thank-you for the July E-Newsletter.  Charles and I have also 

enjoyed the lovely weather during lockdown and the peaceful time it 

created.  We  too, have enjoyed our garden with the birds being so 

busy nesting.  One lovely Sunday afternoon a pigeon landed in our 

garden.  As my father used to keep pigeons,  many years ago when I 

was younger,  I knew it was a racing pigeon because it had rings on its 

legs.  One ring was a registration number and the other had a mobile 

number.  I managed to obtain the phone number and called it.



Shirley Newberry’s Memories of  World War Ⅱ  

interviewed by her great-niece Catrin Griffiths 

Caitlin:  I would like to know about the rationing? 

Shirley: Rationing went on long after the war ended.   

Everybody had a book showing their weekly 
allowance, which the shopkeeper stamped, so 
you could only go to his shop.  This stopped 
greedy people going onto other shops and 
pretending they hadn’t had their share. 

Shops were quite different.  No big 
supermarkets, just small shops with 
everything on shelves around the walls which 
customers couldn’t touch, because of  oiled 
wooden counters.  Shop assistants stood 
behind these, ready to reach whatever you 
needed, for you.  My mother sat on a chair 
while the assistant brought everything to her.  
Children stood quietly and if  you were good, 
you might get a piece of  broken biscuit. 

Not many people had ‘fridges so food was 
bought fresh every day - except Sunday when 

everything was closed.  The milk man and the baker came to your house in a horse and cart. 

Food had to be rationed to make sure everyone had enough to eat.  The Germans hoped we 
would starve if  they attacked the ships bringing us food.  Butter, sugar, sweets, meat, bacon, 
ham, cheese, eggs, tinned fruit, dried fruit, soap, powdered egg, powdered milk, clothes and 
petrol were all rationed.  I’m sorry I can’t remember how much you had each week, but 
people were healthier because they ate less meat, butter, eggs and sugar.  Children’s teeth were 
also better, for not having many sweets and biscuits. 

New recipes were worked out to make a little go a long way, but still be nourishing.  Flower 
beds and lawns were dug up to make room for potatoes, beans, peas, carrots etc. 

Clothes were rationed so you had to look after them and children’s clothes were passed down 
the family as they grew.  It was a big problem finding enough coupons for High School, if  you 
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Me in September 1945



didn’t know someone who had been there before.  Mothers and girls became very clever at 
making and altering clothes. 

I went to High School age 10 because in those days, if  your teacher thought you could pass 
the 11+ exam, you were entered for it.  I was 9 years 11months when I did it. 

 - I needed a gymslip, 2 white blouses, 1 green for games, 1 cardigan, 1 blazer, 1 Burberry, 1 
velour hat, 1 Panama hat,   2 summer dresses, 3 pairs of  navy knickers (these came a long way 
down your leg and we wore ordinary white pants underneath, which were clean every day), 
ankle socks for summer and 3/4 length socks for winter. 

Some Disastrous Rationing Memories 

I’m not sure how old I was, but I still rode a 3 wheeler bike and I still needed my mother to 
cross the road to the park.  This happened in the Mill Stream Garden in Westville Road - 
which by then had given all its railings and gates to help make planes.  All the Westville Road 
houses had given theirs as well.  I was happily riding round and round the park - on the path 
not the grass, when I got too hot and took off  my coat.  When we got home my mother 
realised that the coat was missing - straight back to the park!  We looked on all the benches 
and in all the bushes, but there was no sign of  it.  In those days every park had a park keeper 
whose job it was to keep the place tidy so we asked him if  anyone had found a coat.  No one 
had - or if  they had, they’d taken it with them.  What a disaster!  It wasn’t just a money 
disaster, but a coupon disaster!  I was in BIG trouble.  I really thought I’d have to go through 
snow and ice in just a woolly jumper.  Eventually we had a lend of  a coat from another family. 

One of  my birthday cakes in Conway had been made by the camp cook at Christmas.  He 
had even iced it but months later when my father opened the tin it had gone mouldy!  It 
wasn’t wasted.  The icing was cut off  and the cake inside was most delicious. 

Because petrol was rationed our car stayed in the garage.  My father took the wheels off  and 
it rested on blocks of  wood.  I liked to sit in it pretending to drive.  Cars seemed much bigger 
then.  I could walk about in the back (no seat belts then) going from one window to the other.  
It used to be cold because there was no heater either, we had rugs and foot muffs.  The driver 
was the worst off. 
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My grandmother had a sister in Canada who sent us parcels.  This was risky because they 
came by sea and the German U-boats were very active.  These parcels were full of  wonderful 
tinned food - ham, butter, fruit and biscuits.  There were also dresses for me made by her 
daughter who guessed my size.  When I was grown up the daughter came to visit us and it 
was lovely to meet her.  We had been so grateful for the parcels. 

The rationing story is about boiled eggs.  Before the war I had a boiled egg and soldiers every 
day.  I don’t remember how many eggs each person was allowed but it certainly wasn’t 7 a 
week!  In order to give me my daily boiled egg someone was going to sacrifice theirs.  I’d have 
the egg and the owner would have the miserable bit cut off  the top.  Of  course, the best way 
to share eggs is to scramble them or make an omelette.  As I got older, I realised what was 
going on and said I should only have my own eggs.  However, I was overruled.  My next plan 
was a winner I said boiled eggs made me sick and proceeded to demonstrate it!  I have never 
eaten a boiled egg since. 

I don’t remember feeling hungry or feeling short of  sweets and chocolate.  I remember 
cutting Mars bars into almost transparent slices to make it last longer, but I was once in 
trouble for stealing chocolate from my grandmother.  I had been poking around upstairs and 
had found a pretty box with a picture of  a cat on it, in her dressing table drawer, with her 
gloves.  It was the size of  box you could well have kept gloves in.  When I opened it, there was 
a heavenly smell - not of  leather gloves but of  chocolate called “langue du chat” - cat’s 
tongue, would you believe!  I thought she wouldn’t notice if  I tried one, so I did and then I 
tried another and by the time I put the lid back on there were quite a few missing.  Did my 
blind grandmother notice?  You bet she did and she knew who had done it!  I don’t much like 
the smell of  chocolate anymore, either. 

There was also a paper shortage, I don’t think it was actually rationed but you weren’t 
allowed to waste any of  it.  When an exercise book was full up the teacher inspected it very 
carefully for empty spaces - even one line - that had to be used before you could have a new 
book.  There were no new text books or library books in school.  At home there was always a 
new Enid Blyton at Christmas, but I borrowed books from friends and lent them mine.  We 
used to read our books over and over again.  My mother eventually hid Elizabeth Goudge’s 
‘The Little White Horse’, because she thought I’d never read anything else.  Newspapers 
became thinner.  They were allowed one sheet of  paper, folded in half  to make 4 pages or in 
quarters to make 8.  There were no plastic bags then, all shopping went into paper ones 
which had to be reused until they fell apart.  Many items went straight into your shopping bag 
(not plastic!), unwrapped. Today’s recycling comes naturally to me.
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where two of my children lived for a while.  Being 
an artist is one thing that has kept me going and 
has given me pleasure throughout a long life.  I 
have been a widow for many years. There is still a 
layer of sadness in me, but Brian was so 
supportive that l was compelled to continue 
painting, partly in his memory and have done so 
ever since, exhibiting and selling my work.

Roath Residents

Artist Mary Traynor
          Some of my most treasured possessions are my sketchbooks. For me they are a record of things I 
have done, seen and visited over the years on family holidays in places like North Wales, Cornwall, 
Brittany and painting trips to Palma, Symi and Barcelona; not forgetting Australia and Vietnam

A four- year course in Theatre Design at Birmingham College of Art & Crafts introduced me to 
architectural history and the challenges of drawing buildings, especially large historical ones. 
Perspective has always been difficult and I faintly ‘set square in’ a few vertical and horizontal lines as a 
guide. The Grade 1 listed art college was the ideal base from which to sketch the huge 19c buildings of 
the city centre. I then lived in Hammersmith, London for a while, spending my free time in sketching 
the Thames at Battersea Bridge, going to galleries and museums until I met Brian, a Cardiff man.

It was exciting to have the early sight-
seeing trips of Cardiff: the gleaming 
white City Hall and Law Courts,        
the National Museum, Cardiff Castle, 
Castell Coch, the parks and in contrast 
the Docks and The Valleys which paid 
for all this building.  We settled in 
Roath (this includes Penylan for 
convenience) and I have lived here ever 
since, in three different houses in one 
road! I raised a family and continued 
doing art through this time as most 
women artists blessed with children do. 
I usually love sketching children. 

Adamsdown School
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Globe Cinema 
Albany Road, Roath, Cardiff

 
A reconstruction based on 

sketches and photographs of 
how the cinema might have 

looked in the 1920’s. 
It opened in 1913 and was a 

listed Grade II building 
that was demolished to build 

The Pear Tree Cafe. 

Roath Brook Gardens, from Westville Road

          I have spent many happy years living in Roath – and here are some of my favourite 
places: firstly busy Albany Road and the network of streets surrounding it; the Mackintosh 
Institute or ‘The Mac’ an early 19c mansion in Plasnewydd Square, a thriving community 
centre and Farmers’ Market, not forgetting the arts centre opposite in the former Presbyterian 
Church where I much enjoyed dance performances by the young people of the Rubicon. There 
is a gruesome side to this as the Albany and Richmond Road crossroads is where Cardiff’s 
hanging field was!  It is very sad that Grade 2 listed Globe Cinema was replaced and The 
Gaiety in City Road is making way for yet more student flats - how unnecessary is that?

Top of my list of favourite Roath buildings is Edwardian Roath Church House with its 
central panel elegantly carved with the name and 1914 which says it all. Opposite is Grade 
1 listed St Margaret’s  Church with the polychromatic interior that makes it so special. I felt 
that I should have painted the interior but the drawing does show the patterned brickwork 
and different stones. I must go down after Covid-19 is over and subtly paint the shadowy 
interior. I enjoyed doing the front and back in their leafy settings. Nearby I like Willie 
Seager Cottages, a modern version of the original ones on Newport Road. Charming as they 
were, it must have been very noisy for the retired mariners living there.
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House in Ninian Road
Pen and Watercolour

Facing the Roath Recreation Ground, 
the houses in Ninian Road 

date from 1891 and completed 1910

The East Cardiff Conservation Area which takes in the area encircling the parks starts at St 
Margaret’s and ends at the top of Roath Park Lake.  As a representative of The Victorian Society 
I was on the advisory group.  We helped keep the character of the area by vetting detrimental 

planning applications to both large and smaller houses, 
sometimes for extensions, more often for new 
inappropriate windows in the front or as dormers on the 
front roofs. One application was for another of my 
favourite buildings - listed Roath Park Primary School- 
to have replacement windows. We opposed this and the 
school remains as it was. I did a painting of it as a 
retirement gift from the school to its Headmistress 
enjoying putting in the proper windows and children in 
the playground.  Roath Park, said by experts to be one of 
the country’s finest urban parks is of course of on my list.     
Scott’s Memorial Lighthouse was done in the raging 
blizzard of my imagination, instead of from outside! 
Finally, St Andrew’s United Reformed Church, its 
elegant spire marking Wellfield Road, the parks and 
playing field; is for me a reminder of Constable’s 
paintings of Salisbury Cathedral.

          Artists don’t retire if they can help it and I keep 
painting and drawing from my sketch books and photos 
during Covid -19.  I am proud to be one of a group of at 
least five artists living quite near.  For a few years an 
enterprising group of artists organised ‘Made in Roath’, 
taking place in October when artists, including me 
opened their studios to anyone who wanted to see them.

          When I first started in the late ’60s and ’70s there were a lot of changes going on in Cardiff, such 
as the building of Boulevard de Nantes, the demolition of the houses at Dumfries Place and the 
splitting of the civic centre from the city centre.  There was even talk of driving a road through Cathays 
Cemetery.  Painting is what I do, so I would go and sketch buildings I knew were going to disappear - 
but I didn’t think I would still be doing it 50 years later.  In January 2003 the Central Hotel was lost, 
when a huge fire swept through the derelict building. It was demolished in 2006 to make way for a new 
high-rise hotel.  I have mixed feelings about the redevelopment of Cardiff over the years, some things I 
love - like the walkway around Cardiff Bay and the Millennium Stadium, which I think is fantastic - 
but other things I’m not so sure about.  There does seem to be a bit more sensitivity now though in the 
way historic buildings are treated.
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          In June 2014 Glamorgan Archives received a very interesting and unique deposit, when Mary gifted 
her collection of sketchbooks and loose works.  They form an invaluable record and resource, both for 
researchers and as the basis for many exhibitions.

          The climax of my work to date has been the writing of ‘Creating Cardiff’ done alongside my painting 
and drawing. The illustrations are taken from work done over many years and especially for the book. Now 
it is published I shall return to my latest project which is a very challenging commissioned painting of 
Roath Brook Gardens and then continue recording the different styles of the houses of Roath and Penylan.

E-mail: roathhistory@gmail.com  

 Telephone: 029 2048 2658 * Mobile/Text: 07801 544 823                                   

R.L.H.S. Web Site: www.roathlocalhistorysociety.org 

• ISBN: 9781845242961
• Mary Traynor
• Publication June 2020
• Format: Paperback,                             

150x155 mm, 168 pages 
• Price : £8.95

Cardiff became a city in 1905 and the 
capital of Wales in 1955. It has a castle, 
civic buildings and extensive parklands, 
docks, two cathedrals, three universities, 
concert halls and theatres and museums. 

A new rugby stadium and arts centre 
marked the millennium.

Author Biography:
Mary Traynor is an artist with a vivid 
interest in architectural and historical 

subjects. She has spent a lifetime 
recording Cardiff buildings, many of which 

have been threatened and has 
campaigned to save them. All the images 
in this book have been sketched on site. 
Sadly, some have been demolished over 

the years. This book brings the memory of 
them back to life in the company of her 

present day images of the capital.

It is hard to believe that only about a 
hundred and sixty years ago this vibrant 
city was not much bigger than a medium 

sized market town.

The launch of Mary’s new book has been delayed by Coronavirus.  However, she has kindly agreed to offer it 
directly to us, while making a generous donation to R.L.H.S., for all copies sold.  As Mary is currently shielding, I 
will act as her agent and by arrangement, you can obtain copies through me - I’ll either deliver locally to you, or 
you can call and collect from my house: Flora Corner, 1, Colchester Avenue, Pen-y-lan, Cardiff.  CF23 9BN.

To me, this beautiful book, honed over many 
decades, represents a love letter from Mary to 
Cardiff, for all to cherish.        

Elizabeth Morgan.                                                                                                                        
R.L.H.S. Honorary Secretary.


