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Committee Officers & Members for 2018 
 

 

Chairman Glyndwr Prideaux, Vice Chairman Alan Walters 

 

General Secretary Stuart Jones, Asst Secretary Brian Perkins 

  

Treasurer David Browell, Asst Treasurer Dennis Greenall 

 

Administrator Nigel Lock Asst Administrator Paul Grey       

  

Recruitment Officer Alan Kelly, Transport Officer Alan Jones 

        

Web Administrator Norman Whomes Patrons’ Secretary Kevin Fitzgerald 

Magazine 
 

Photography Barry Evans B2, Norman Whomes B1 

 

Magazine Editor Pete Stewkesbury B1 

 

Choir Archivist Dewi Morgan T2
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Dear Patrons and Friends, 

This is the first time as Chairman that I have the pleasure  
to welcome you all to read the 41st edition of our Annual 
Magazine covering 2018. 

The Choir has had a busy schedule again starting with  
a Concert at our ‘Home’ Ebeneser Dunvant in January  
featuring Martin Lloyd, Charlotte Gibbs and Compere  
Roy Woodward. 

Our St David’s Day Concert  was held at Capel y Crwys with 
Parti Llwchwr, Erin Jones and Rhys Whatty. March also  
witnessed a Choir ‘Flash-mob’ at Oystermouth Square which 
again gave us the opportunity to showcase the ‘Fun side’ of the 
Choir.  

We were invited to take part in the RAF Centenary Concert 
at the Brangwyn Hall in April where we sang with our good 
Friends from Morriston RFC Choir, Gwawr Edwards and the 
Three Welsh Tenors. 

May saw the Final of our Welsh Musical Theatre Young 
Singer of the Year Competition at Taliesin Arts Centre which 
was won by Emily Barrett. We also took part in the Dylan 
Thomas Concert in St James, Uplands.   

June saw us welcoming our Friends from Swindon Male Choir 
together with artists Bronwen Beckett, Jonathan Lycett and 
John Davies, Accompanist in a joint Concert at All Saints 
Church Oystermouth. In the middle of the month we took 
part in a further ‘Flash-mob’ - this time in Cardiff to coincide 
with the launch of a new Car. 

July saw us entertaining in an NHS Award Ceremony at 
Margam Park. Our 39th Patrons Concert took place at the 
end of the month in St Mary’s Swansea when our Guest 
Artists were Elin Manahan Thomas and Callum Howells 

On the first Sunday in October we took part in the Annual 
Harvest Thanksgiving Service at Ebeneser Dunvant. Later in 
the month the Choir was part of the 2018 London Welsh  
Festival of Male Choirs held at the Royal Albert Hall,  
London.On the last Saturday in October we took part in the 
Remembrance Concert at the Lyric Theatre, Carmarthen. 

Saturday, 10th. November saw us joining in the Annual Civic 
Festival of Remembrance at the Brangwyn Hall. 

At the end of November we held our Annual Christmas 
Lunch at the King Arthur Hotel, Reynoldston when our 
faithful and loyal President Mrs Penny Ryan was able to  
present 60 year Service awards to Geoff Evans and Peter  
Osborne and a 25 year Service award to David Mountfield. 

 

In December we went on our Bi-annual visit to the Rotary 
Club of Winslow in Buckinghamshire where we shared the 
stage with Ellen Angharad Williams and Elgan Llyr Thomas 
and this was followed a week later by our Annual Christmas 
Concert held at St Mary’s Swansea featuring Lleisiau Hardd 
and Lleisiau Hardd Bach from Llanelli. 

Recruiting has been foremost in our mind this year again and 
we are delighted to be able to welcome the following  
new members to the Choir namely:- Chris Wood T1,  
Colin Davies and Christopher King T2 and David Beynon 
and Robert Griffiths B1. 

During 2018 we were saddened to lose two huge characters 
from the choir family Bill Davis T1, famous for his Elvis  
impersonations and John Watkins B1 a faithful chorister and 
Committeeman. Their service to the choir is greatly missed. 

May I take this opportunity to thank Jonathan, Huw and 
Tony our exceptionally talented Musical Team for their  
commitment, patience and understanding throughout the 
year. 

My sincere thanks to you our Patrons for your loyal support in 
all our Concerts and events. 

Diolch o galon i chi gyd am eich cefnogaeth dros y flwyddyn 
a aeth heibio. 

 

Glyndwr Prideaux 
Chairman / Cadeirydd   

Chairmans Address
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FEBRUARY Sat 17th Preliminary Young Musical Theatre Singer - Gowerton School. 

 

MARCH Sat 3rd St Davids Day at  Crwys Chapel 7pm 

 

APRIL Fri 20th 100 RAF Festival with Morriston RC Choir 

 

MAY Sat 5th Young Musical Theatre Singer Final - Taliesin Centre Swansea Uni. 

Mon 14th Dylan Thomas Concert DMC & Actors St James’s  
or Dylan’s TheatreTBC. 

JUNE Sat 2nd Joint Concert with Swindon All Saints Mumbles 7pm 

Sat 9th Sara & Damian Wedding St Catherines Gorseinon 

Sun 24th Tabernacle Morriston Lon/Welsh RAH Re-hearsal 

 

JULY Thur 5th ABMU Chairman & Board Awards - Orangery Port Talbot  
5:30pm - 6:30pm 

Sat 28th Annual Patrons Concert St Mary’s 

 

AUGUST Sat 11th National Eisteddfod Cardiff. 

 

SEPTEMBER Sun 16th Tabernacle Morriston Lon / Welsh RAH Re-hearsal 

 

OCTOBER Sun 7th Harvest Festival - Ebenezer Chapel  Dunvant. 

Fri / Sat 12 / 13th Royal Albert Hall  London Welsh Concert 

 

NOVEMBER Sat 10th End of WW1 Remembrance Festival Brangwyn Hall  
with Morr. RFC Choir 

 

DECEMBER Sat 1st / 8th Winslow(TBC) 

Sat 15th / 22nd Annual Christmas Concert - St. Marys Church Swansea. 

Dunvant Male Choir - Diary of Events 2018
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Choristers - 2018

Albert Bridle* 
Gerry Hopkins#  
Peter Mitchell  
Glyndwr Prideaux  

Tony Tucker* 
Bill Davies 
Dave Horsman 
Terry Morgan#  

Ray Restall* 
Ron Draisey* 
Mark Jones  
Maurice O’Brien  

Steve Richards 
Kevin Fitzgerald 
John O’Malley 
Jeff Ripton 

Les Griffith  
Howard Lloyd 
Brian Perkins 
Brian Treharne

Tenor T1

Brian Bevan 
Geoff Davies 
Royston Davies 
Ewan Forrest 
Graham Funnell 
Paul Grey 

Tim James 
Gwyn Jones 
Dewi Morgan* 
Chris Jones 
Arnold Phillips* 
Colin Jones 

Stan Phillips* 
David Llewellyn Jones 
Ted Phillips* 
Stuart Jones 
Ken Pickard* 
Nigel Lock 

Robert Rose 
Geoff Thorburn 
Alan Tosdevin 
Clive Wilson* 
Glyn Williams

Tenor T2

Eric Jones 
Mario Di Francesco 
Howard Johnson 
David Browell 
Dennis Greenall 

Alan Lee 
Alun Bryant* 
Bert Grunhut 
Jim Lenette 
Bernard Cottey 

David Jeffreys* 
Noel Davies 
Alan Jones 
John Daniel Jones 
Martin Luckwell 

David Vaughan* 
Alan Walters 
Dave Mountfield*  
Bill Reynolds 
Norman Whomes 

Peter Stewkesbury 
Robin Williams

Bass B1

Nigel Binding 
Alan Conibear* 
Peter Gambold* 
AlanKelly 
Dafydd Roberts 

Norman Burgess 
Ken Graves* 
Peter Osborne# 
Wendell Roberts 
Mike Chapman 

Barry Evans* 
Ken Jones*  
Dave Thomas"‘ 
Geoff Evans 
Martin Lloyd Jones 

Tony Phipps 
Peter Thomas 
Fred Cooper 
Richard Keene 
Alan Rohan 

Huw Richards

Bass B2

* Life Member # 50+ Year Membership
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Some of our new Choiristers
From the left:  

Paul Grey T2,  

Steve Richards T1,  

Huw Richards B2,  

Mike Chapman B2,  

Robin Williams B1,  

Fred Cooper B2,  

Gwyn Jones T2,  

Cerith Coates B2.

2018 saw the baton of chairmanship change hands. This is a four yearly 
event and Dewi has fulfilled the duties of Chairman with conscientious 
flair during his time in Office. He is succeeded by Glyndwr Prideaux who 
will surely maintain the tradition

Chairman Handover
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2018 saw the retirement of several committee  
members who between them had racked up not far 
short of 200 years with the choir and many years on 
the committee. They have retired to the back 
benches, so to speak. Huge credit and thanks is  
extended to them. Without such dedication the choir 

would not be able to function and DMC is fortunate 
to have in their ranks people of such dedication. 

As well as the Chairman whose term of office expired 
the committee also lost Tony Tucker, Ray Restall and 
Dai Vaughan

Ray Restall and Dewi MorganTony TuckerDai Vaughan

Retirements

This unsubstantiated story recently appeared on  
Facebook. 

A young Gowerton Grammar School girl started work as 
a Saturday girl in Islwyn’s Chemist Shop 

She was very shy about having to sell condoms to the 
public, but Mr Stanford was going on holiday for a  
couple of days and asked if she would be willing to run 
the shop on her own on a particular weekend when he 
didn't have cover for the sale of over the counter goods. 

She had to confide in him her worries about selling  
condoms....  “Look” he said. “My regular customers 
don’t ask for condoms; they either ask for a 310 (small); 
a 320 (medium); or a 330 (large). The word condom is 
never mentioned”. 

The Friday was fine, but on the Saturday a large man in 
overalls came into the shop, put out his hand and said 
“350” please. 

The girl panicked, she urgently phoned Mr Stanford the 
Chemist and told him of her predicament. 

“Go back in and check if he has a bucket hanging  
between his legs,” Mr Stanford told her. 

She peeped through the door, and saw the bucket  
hanging between the man’s legs.  “Yes! Yes!” she shouted 
down the phone “He’s got one hanging there!” 

Islwyn replied, “Well, go back in there and give him 
£3.50, he’s the window cleaner!” 

This may be a true story. The Grammar School girls 
name has been omitted to protect her innocence. Only 
she and the window cleaner will know! 

Reaction: Brilliant. Is this a true story? The writer was a 
South Wales detective so I leave it to you!! 

Islwyn, was also a talented artist and we attach his 
sketch of our now Vice-President, ex-accompanist and 
friend, Jeffrey Howard.          

Baritone, Raymond Day writes 
of Islwyn - he was a lovely friend 
and his company is still missed 
in the baritone section of the 
choir that he loved so much. 

 

Dewi Morgan T2

Local character and a proud and valued longstanding  
ex-chorister, Islwyn Stanford was the local Gowerton Chemist.
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For a number of years I worked on a space project and 
was lucky enough to be invited, on two occasions, to 
view the launch of satellites.  

These satellites were built and launched by the  
European Space Agency (ESA). I should point out at 
the outset that ESA, of which the UK is an active and 
productive founder member, is NOT part of the EU 
and so our membership is, fortunately, not directly  
implicated in the current political debate, although 
there are indeed some difficulties for the UK - which 
are outside the scope of this article! 

ESA’s role is to organise and coordinate the  
resources of its member states in building advanced  
instrumentation and facilities for the various  
civil applications of space. These include  
telecommunications, meteorology, astronomy and  
remote sensing, i.e. Observing the Earth from Space, 
which is my personal interest. ESA has no role in  
military programmes.   

ESA’s launch facility is located in French Guiana, near 
the city of Kourou.  One may well ask ‘why launch  
European satellites from French Guiana?’ It seems an  
awfully long way from Europe!  However, as a Space 
launch site it has a huge geographical advantage 
which can be seen from the map in figure 1. 

The answer is that it can be seen from the map that 
French Guyana, (Guyane) is an almost ideal location  
for launching objects into Earth orbit.  It offers a full 
90 degree range of angles without launching over  

populated areas, but also the speed of The Earth’s  
natural rotation, about 1000 miles per hour at the 
equator, provides a useful boost to the power of  
the launch system.  

 

The launch Site 

The trip to the launch site began with a flight from 
Paris to Cayenne, the capital of  Guyanne, followed 
by a lengthy coach-ride, much of through jungle  
territory, to a hotel in the town of Kourou.  The next 
morning a further coach ride through the jungle took 
us to the entrance of the launch range. 

The Main Entrance to the European Launch Facility 
(Centtre Spatiale Guyane, CSG) near kourou in 
French Guiana. 

It should also be pointed out that Guyane has the  
status of a ‘French Overseas Territory’, so that in a 
sense it can be regarded as a safe site for this large  
European investment.  

Within the launch site we were given a tour of the 
very impressive facilities, including the Assembly 
Building (our French guide had to correct himself 
after describing it as ‘the largest building in Europe !)  

 

 

 

 

Visit to a European Space Launch
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This view of the main launcher assembly building, where the 
rocket and its satellite payload are put together, shows, at the 
bottom of the picture, the railway tracks upon which the 
rocket will travel to its launch-pad. Notice the human forms 
near the base of the rocket, which give an idea of scale.  

A rocket nearing the end of its final terrestrial journey,  
approaching the launch-pad.  

An hour or so before the launch, which was due to 
take place at 10.30 PM, we were taken to the main 
VIP Viewing Platform where the rocket could be seen 
at a distance of about 4 kilometers brightly floodlit 
against the night sky. We had been issued with gas 
masks in case of mishap, again these proved  
unnecessary. We then settled down to listen to the 
commentary. The final countdown was simply a 
French language lesson of what we hear before the 
NASA launches: “dix, neuf, huit..... trois, deux,  
un - Allumage! Decollage!!” 

At this point the base of the rocket was a brilliant 
flame and great clouds of smoke were billowing  
up. We saw the rocket gently lift off accelerating  
immediately - and then the deafening sound reached 
us.  We could hear it with our ears and feel it with our 
feet! 

Photo: CSG 

The moment of lift-off ‘Decollage!’ 

The rocket rapidly became a small dot in the sky and 
the commentary told us as the spent stages of the 
rocket were discarded. Then came the best news so 
far - a perfect injection into the planned orbit! 

Celebration time began with a champagne reception, 
with a song and dance entertainment from the  
indigenous folk.  The launch had been successful and 
a new space mission had begun! 

David Llewellyn Jones 
T2



10 D U N VA N T  M A L E  C H O I R  -  S I N G I N G  T H R O U G H  T H E  G E N E R A T I O N S

And Then It Is Winter

I first started reading this email and was reading 
quickly until I reached the third sentence. I stopped 
then and started again, reading more slowly, and  
thinking about every word... it makes you stop and 
think.  

You know time has a way of moving quickly and 
catching you unaware of the passing years. It seems 
like yesterday that I was young, just married, and  
embarking on my new life with my mate. Yet in a way, 
it seems like eons ago, and I wonder where all those 
years went.  

I know that I lived them all. I have glimpses of how it 
was back then and of all my hopes and dreams. But, 
here it is... the winter of my life, and it catches me by 
surprise... How did I get here so fast? Where did the 
years go and where did my youth go? I remember well 
seeing older people through the years and thinking 
that those “older people” were years away from me 
and that winter was so far off that I could not fathom 
it or imagine fully what it would be like.  

But, here it is... my friends are retired and getting 
grey... they move more slowly and I see an older  
person in myself now. Some are in better and some 
worse shape than me... but, I see the great change... 
Not like the ones that I remember who were young 
and vibrant... but, like me, their age is beginning to 
show and we are now those older folks that we used to 
see and never thought we’d be.  

Each day now, I find that just getting a shower is a real 
target for the day! And taking a nap is not a treat any 
more ... it’s mandatory! Because if I don’t on my own 
free will... I just fall asleep where I sit!  

And so... now I enter this new season of my life  
unprepared for all the aches and pains and the loss of 
strength and ability to go and do things that I wish I 
had done but never did! But, at least I know, that 
though the winter has come, and I'm not sure how 
long it will last... this I know, that when it’s over on 
this earth... it’s over. A new adventure will begin!  

Yes, I have regrets. There are things I wish I hadn’t 
done... things I should have done, but indeed, there 
are also many things I’m happy to have done. It’s all 
in a lifetime.  

So, if you’re not in your winter yet... let me remind 
you, that it will be here faster than you think. So, 
whatever you would like to accomplish in your life, 
please do it quickly! Don’t put things off too long! Life 
goes by quickly. So, do what you can TODAY, as you 
can never be sure whether this is your winter or not!  

You have no promise that you will see all the seasons 
of your life... so, LIVE FOR TODAY and say all the 
things that you want your loved ones to remember... 
and hope that they appreciate and love you for all the 
things that you have done for them in all the years 
past!!  

“Life” is a GIFT to you. The way you live your life is 
your gift to those who come after. Make it a fantastic 
one.  

 

Remember: It is Health that is real Wealth and not 
pieces of gold and silver.” 

• Your kids are becoming you...... but your  
grandchildren are perfect!  

• Going out is good... coming home is even better!  

• You forget names... but it’s OK, because other  
people forgot they even knew you!!!  

• You realize you’re never going to be really good  
at anything.... especially golf.  

• The things you used to care to do, you no longer  
care to do, but you really do care that you don’t  
care to do them any more.  

• You sleep better on a lounge chair with the TV  
blaring than in bed. It's called "pre-sleep."  

• You miss the days when everything worked with  
just an “ON” and “OFF” switch..  

• You tend to use more 4 letter words...  
“what”...”when?”...???  

• Now that you can afford expensive jewellery,  
it’s not safe to wear it anywhere.  

• You notice everything they sell in stores is  
“sleeveless?!”  

• What used to be freckles are now liver spots.  
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• Everybody whispers.  

• You have 3 sizes of clothes in your closet....  
2 of which you will never wear.  

 

• But “Old” is good in some things:  

Old Songs, Old movies...  

and best of all, our dear... OLD FRIENDS!!  

Stay well, “OLD FRIEND!”  

Send this on to other “Old Friends” and let them 
laugh in agreement! 

Submitted by Raymond Day B1

The South Wales Evening Post article “Diamond 
Billionaire eyes new tin mining venture” 
(Sat.16/09/18) brought back memories.  

It took me back to a chance meeting with Dr D. 
Grenville Thomas with fellow Director of Aber  
Diamond Corporation, Bob Gannicott in Toronto in 
March 1998 whilst on a Dunvant Male Choir tour of 
Canada/ USA. We had just sung at the Roy  
Thompson Hall, Toronto and the following day we 
were travelling to Kitchenor. 

Photo L-R; Dewi Morgan, Bob Garracott, Arnold Phillips, Gren 

Thomas. (Photographer Ray Restall). 

I was with fellow choristers Arnold Phillips and Ray 
Restall enjoying a quiet drink in downtown Toronto 
when we were approached by a smiling gentleman. 
“What part of Swansea are you boys from”? was his 
initial greeting and when Arnold mentioned  
Morriston, the enquirer was delighted as he  
mentioned that he’d started his working life in the 
Clydach Merthyr Colliery - it was none other than 
Gren Thomas... Early the following morning he had 

to return to his main office in Vancouver but Bob  
Geracott would be coming to our “Centre in the 
Square Concert” in Kitchener,  making Gren most 
jealous.  

Dunvant Male Choir next caught up with Gren when 
he was a major sponsor of the 2003 North American 
Festival of Wales in Vancouver. The Gala Concert was 
at the Orpheum Theatre and featuried Dowlais  
Baritone Jason Howard and Miriam Bowen. Gren 
joint us and and sang alonside us at the Sunday  
Cymanfa Ganu. 

The Evening Post article was most interesting as Gren 
has had interests in Copper mining in the Avoca  
Valley, Wicklow, Ireland and is now turning his  
attention to  resurecting Cornish Tin production. A 
commodity which has heavily used in the steel  
coating industry, generally in South Wales including 
Gren's former stomping ground, Clydach. Now the 
only remaining Tinplate production in the UK is not 
far away at TATA Steel (UK), Trostre Works,  
Llanelli.  

How pleased Gren would be to be completeing the 
worldwide circle and be supplying back to his South 
Wales roots and close to the Principality Stadium 
where he has been known ro spend some leisure time.  

Hopefully he'll have both the time and the inclination 
to touch base again with Dunvant Male Choir. 

 

Dewi Morgan 

T2

“What part of Swansea are you boys from”?
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Dunvant Male Choir is extremely proud of it’s  
Presidents and Vice-Presidents, especially when one 
receives a prestigious award. 

With Bryn at the Calon Lan Centre on 27th May 2016 

Bryn - 1987 Canada Tour Brochure 

We were all delighted to have met and recorded with 
Bryn again in May 2016 and many old stories were  
related. Then in the 2017 New Years Honours List we 
were thrilled when it was announced that he had been 
awarded a Knighthood,  

Initially through the foresight of Dennis Rees, his  
and our frienship with Bryn goes back to 1984.  
Documentation shows.  

 

 

Sir Bryn Terfel Jones CBE, Opera singer, for services to music. 

Bryn Terfel Jones sang with us last November; we were 
so pleased with his performance that we immediately 
invited him to join us on this tour. Having dominated 
the National Eisteddfod with eight sucessive victories, 
he is now a first-year student at the Guildhall School 
of Music, London, having embarked on a four year 
performers course. He made a noteworthy appearance 
as a Bass soloist at this year’s St. David’s Festival in 
London’s Royal Albert Hall. Bryn hails from  
Garndolbenmaen, North Wales and is never happier 
than when singing in his first language “yr hen iaith”. 

Bryn, with Huw Rhys Evans, the Tregaron Tenor and 
his co-artiste on earlier choir tours joined us once 
again in the Brangwyn Hall in June 1988 for the 
recording of a Charity Christmas album. Other  
contributors were narrator, Vice-President, Gilbert 
Bennett, Conductor T. Arwyn Walters and  
Accompanist Clive Phillips. The unsubstantiated 
story goes that one of Bryn’s college tutors enquired of 
him, “Have you any concerts over the weekend?” 
Bryn mischieviously replied “I’m recording “Jingle 
Bells” with Dunvant Male Choir” The tutor thought 
it was a modern composition, but Bryn put him right 
when he sang a few of the well-known lyrics. Another 
memory of the occasion was our singing of “Snow is 
falling...” in shorts and T shirts in the Brangwyn heat 
of the 1988 summer. 

Bryn then graced our Centenary Celebration Concert 
with the Italian Soprano Nuccia Focile at the  
Brangwyn Hall in May 1995.

Congratulations - Sir Bryn Terfel Jones
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Just a few words spoken by a father to his daughter. 

“I wouldn’t mind doing a trip like that”. The trip in 
question was taking a Mercedes SL 350 from Swansea 
to Torremolinos. So, several days after having said 
those words my daughter asked me if I was serious  
because it would help the owner out. There followed 
a few days of planning then on Sunday the 10th of 
June 2018 the car, with me in, it left home to travel to 
Plymouth to catch the 15.45 Ferry to Santander.  

I had been on ferries before, usually from Neyland to 
Pembroke dock and of course from Dover to Calais 
but this was overnight through the Bay of Biscay. A 
slightly different proposition. I arrived at the  
Plymouth ferry port in plenty of time and joined the 
queue to board the ship. What a sight for a petrol 
head, there were several Porsche Boxster’s, some 
lovely Jaguar F types a smattering of Aston Martins 
and 2 Ferraris. We eventually parked our vehicles and 
headed for our cabins. As I had booked late my bed 
was in the bowels of the ship and was I glad not to be 
sharing as there was barely enough room for me (a 
quick tip, always ask for extra pillows as the one they 
give you is so thin it could be slid under a door).   

Once settled in it was back on deck to see us leave 
Port, I got chatting to a group of Motor bikers who 
were heading for the Barcelona GP. One of the guys 
was originally from Abergavenny but now lived in 
Rugby. They were looking forward to a stimulating trip 
through the mountain ranges. 

A few drinks a meal and bed, then wake early  
breakfast and a turn around the deck, the Bay of  
Biscay had been kind. By 12 noon Spanish time we 

were docking alongside the impressive harbour of  
Santander with its colourful houses and spectacular 
Centro Botin Art gallery designed by the renowned 
architect Renzo Piano. 

Leaving the ship was a joy as so many beautiful sounds 
reverberated through the car decks as the cars started 
up, once out it was a queue in the sunshine until the 
cursory passport check was complete then follow the 
Sat Nav out of the port and head up into the hills. 
With the top down I was enjoying the warmth of the 
sun until I started to feel cold. On with the heat but 
still I got colder (was I getting old). I looked up at the 
mountains and all was explained. The tops were snow 
covered so time to put the top up. 

I was now travelling along the motorway system  
heading for my night’s stay at Salamanca. It’s worth 
mentioning that their motorway system made it so 
easy to travel. Their speed limit on the motorway was 
120Km (approx. 82 miles an hour). I arrived at  
Salamanca at about 4pm however finding my hotel 
proved difficult, after going around the streets for ten 
minutes I stopped and asked some waiters enjoying a 
cigarette if they knew where the hotel was. Turned 
out they worked there and I had passed it several 
times without realising that it was an hotel. Once  
settled in it was a short walk to the centre of the town 
and some beautiful architecture. The central square 
seemed a hub of activity and I eventually found out 
that I had arrived the evening before a large music  
festival.  

Salamanca 

Chance words that led to a 4 day trip
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After enjoying a meal and a drink I settled down for 
the night only to see and hear a magnificent firework 
display. 

Next day it was back in the car and head for Seville 
where I had booked a hotel for the night. This one 
proved easier to find but when I later went walkabout, 
I realised 2 things. The first was that although the city 
was picturesque it was much bigger than Salamanca 
(Oh my aching feet). The second thing was how the 
hell do I find my hotel again after walking for 4 hours.  

Seville 

Wednesday dawned and after a proper hotel breakfast 
it was back on the road, destination Torremolinos via 
Gibraltar. I arrived at Gib (my first visit) about noon. 
It was hot. It was cramped and it had a Marks & 
Spencer and Debenhams. Unfortunately, I had only a 
short time to look around before back on the road to 
Torremolinos. Once there it was find the address, 

hand the car over, have a swift beer and get a lift to 
the Airport hotel at Malaga. 

My flight the following morning meant that I was up 
at 4 for breakfast and then I could either dodge the 
traffic on the busy airport duel carriageway or get a 
17-euro taxi. I chose the taxi which I shared with an 
American business man who kindly paid the fair (On 
expenses) so I bought the coffees.  

Back in Cardiff by nine am I was met by my daughter 
for the trip home (via Bristol for her to shop).   

Land miles covered:  
Swansea to Plymouth 195 miles. 

Santander to Salamanca 226 miles  

Salamanca to Seville 287 miles 

Seville to Gibraltar 123 miles 

Gibraltar to Torremolinos 76 miles 

Total land miles 907  

 

Sea Miles: 
Plymouth to Santander 478 nautical miles  

(as the gull flies) 

Air Miles: 
Malaga to Cardiff 1019 miles. 

 

Norman Whomes B1
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Me, getting ever more decrepit my lady decided it was 
time for action (she’s good like that). East Europeans 
have a different view of medicine than we do. The 
Health Spa in that part of Europe is not the overtly 
hedonistic establishment that ladies in this country 
enjoy, the main purpose of which seems to be staving 
off old age wrinkles and getting your nails done. It is 
a place where various alternative medical treatments 
are practised in strictly controlled conditions to  
rejuvenate the system. 

I had been having trouble with my knees and for  
this, radio active baths were prescribed. To get this 
treatment we had to go to Czechia ...the old 
Czechoslovakia. 

Bristol to Prague and a car waiting at the airport to 
take us to the spa... a 50 min drive... in the small town 
of Jachymov. In Soviet times the Ore mountains in 
which the town nestles were the source of Uranium 
for the USSR nuclear programme. Prisoners were sent 
there as miners and rarely lasted more than two years 
due to the high radiation levels. Now the mines are 
closed but the water that drains through the mines is 
channelled to the several spa hotels in the town and 
used to rejuvenate ageing Brits. among others. I must 
admit it is the first time I have had a bath with a 
Geiger counter ticking by my feet. 

On arrival a full medical check up was conducted by 
a Russian doctor. (a doctor is available 24 hours a day 
probably because the clientèle is largely elderly and 
the establishment never knows when a death  
certificate might be needed) and my treatment chart 
was then produced. This of course had to be approved 
by Maryna (my partner) who discussed it in great  
detail with the doctor, in Russian naturally. 

The establishment was build in the 70’s by the  
Russians when they were in control. The architecture 
is what I refer to as Brutalism in style but came with 
the highest rating for medical treatment from the 
Ministry of Health in Czechia. 

As well as having my body dunked in radio active 
water for 20 mins a day ...no more no less... I was also 
prescribed hot wax dips for my hands (dip at 55C, 
wrap in towels and wait 20 mins before peeling the 
wax off) to stave off rheumatism... hot bubble baths... 

Electric induction coil treatment for the joints  
involving a smaller version an MRI scanner that gave 
off a buzzing noise into which my legs were placed. 
(All a bit James Bond) 

Massage was also prescribed on a daily basis. This is 
where I perked up a bit. Ladies having their way with 
my body sounded more fun than the other treatments. 
How wrong can you be. The first lady was small  
and Turkish, largely ineffectual and sporting a fine 
moustache. 

The second was a waste of time not reaching the parts 
that I felt should have been reached but the third was 
a vision of beauty that gave me hope that all would 
be well. Tall, slim, blonde with a stern look that could 
make a chap tremble. I submitted willingly to the  
application of oil and then the pleasure started but 
not for long. From being an object of desire she turned 
into a torturer trained by Torquemada. Fingers like 
steel rods probed muscles that I had forgotten existed. 
This was not pleasure and I was glad to escape. How 
appearances can be deceptive.  

Was this experience worth the travelling? Did it do 
any good? Good question. I certainly felt invigorated 
but that could just have been the relaxation with good 
food and excellent Czech beer. We met elderly  
regulars who went twice a year and they looked pretty 
fit. Certainly the wax treatment on my hands was  
beneficial to the extent that we bought a home  
version wax treatment which has kept rheumatism at 
bay. That, I can recommend.  

The radio active baths? Who can say? Would I have 
felt as I do now had I not had the treatment? But the 
experience was fun and I would do it again given the 
opportunity. And for those of you who enquired, no, 
NO part of me glowed at night. 

The town of Jachymov is a cab ride from Karlovy Vary, 
the old German town of Carlsbad. This beautiful town 
built by the Emperor Franz Joseph for his wife as a 
place to get away from it all, nestles in the hills and is 
a spa town (without the radio activity) most famous 
for its Bohemian Crystal Cut Glass. Having visited the 
Moser factory and viewed the glass making process we 
had a stroll around the little town.  

January 2018 - The Search for Everlasting Life
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It was there that something caught my eye that  
demanded further investigation; A Beer Spa. Down 
the narrow stairs to a basement... The pictures say it 
all. Two huge tubs of beer with a table between from 
which protruded two beer pumps. This was obviously 
the spa that dealt with your health both internally and 
externally. On the right a massive rustic bed covered 
in fresh smelling straw. The idea of the bed is clearly 
illustrated as you see. Obviously an establishment that 
is best sampled when in the prime of life rather than 
when one is approaching the end when such activity 
as suggested in the brochure is more likely to kill than 
give pleasure. Oh, the missed opportunities of life.... 

FAQ 

1. Did I try it... No, I was being closely supervised  

2. Price for two people is approximately £100 

3. Is the young lady included... No, bring your own 

That’s what I call I proper roll in the hay 

Pete Stewkesbury B1

Indulge yourself at the genuine BEER SPA and drink 
as much beer as you want! THE FIRST KARLOVY 
VARY BEER SPA offers a unique spa procedure  
that is based on the use of ‘exclusively natural raw  
materials and ingredients, as well as traditional  
old-Bohemian healing practices. 

THE BEER BATH takes place in hand-made, 100 ltr 
whirlpool tubs made of Royal Oak and at Incorporates 
natural extracts. from which beer is brewed, i.e.  
brewing yeast, selected varieties of hop, and malt grist. 
The high content of hop essential oils contributes to 
purging the pores and to revitalizing the whole body, 
while the brewing yeast, with its high content of  
vitamin B and active enzymes, has a soothing and  
regenerating effect on the skin. Thanks to this one of 
a kind combination of natural ingredients with the 
magical effects of the royal oak, which has been a  
symbol of longevity and endurance since time  
immemorial, the bath procedure boosts your 
metabolism, washes out harmful substances from your 
body, relaxes internal and external tension, fatigue, as 
well as stress, thereby offering you moments of  
absolute mental and physical relaxation. 

The 20-minute bath in the oak tub is followed by 20 
minutes of RESTING (?? Ed) ON A BED MADE OF 
GENUINE WHEAT STRAW, which aids your body 
in absorbing all the vitamins and extracts from the 
previous procedure. While relaxing, you may taste  
our fresh HOME-MADE BEER BREAD.  

THROUGHOUT THE (1 hour) PROCEDURE 
YOU WILL HAVE THE ENTIRE BEER SPA  
EXCLUSIVELY TO YOURSELF and you will be  
able to drink AN UNLIMITED QUANTITY OF  
LIGHT AND DARK BEER.

Brochure Legend - THE ‘FIRST’ BEER SPA
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From the Past - The choirs visit to Canada 1987 
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Lifeline in the Pacific 

Tim Richmond felt a surge of exhilaration as the 60 
foot yacht Taeping ploughed through the stormy  
Pacific night. It was 4.30 am, February 5th 1999, and 
the monohull, with it’s crew of 11, was running before 
the wind on the Hawaii-Japan leg of the Clipper  
Ventures Round the World Race. 

A keen amateur yachtsman, the stocky 40 year old 
northerner was enjoying the thrill of his first ocean 
race. Recently divorced, Richmond had quit  his job 
on an oil rig and sold his flat to pay to join the 
Taeping. He  would use the experience to build a new 
career as a sailing instructor and professional skipper. 
His voyage was in every sense a fresh start. 

Suddenly his thoughts were interrupted by a series of 
loud cracks from the bow. The foresail had been 
loosened by the wind and was billowing out like a big 
white flag. 

“We need to take that down or we’ll loose it”  
Richmond shouted to a fellow crewman. Inching their 
way along the drenched, plunging deck was like  
walking on the roof of a speeding train. As they 
hauled the ropes, the angry crackling of the sail  
ripping was almost deafening. 

Without warning, the wind changed direction and 
slammed into Taeping. The boom swung violently and 
smashed both men to the deck. 

Flat on his back, Richmond felt something squeezing 
his left ankle. Looking down, he saw that the rope 
they had been hauling had wrapped around his leg like 
a boa constrictor. As he sat up,  Tim thought he had 
broken a bone. He had no idea that the rope had all 
but severed his foot, leaving it attached by just a strip 
of flesh. 

Now the skipper, 30 year old Nick Fleming, was 
crouching next to him, “What’s happened?” then he 
saw Richmond's foot. “O my God!” 

Fleming knew his next move was critical. He and his 
crew had only basic first aid. Going back to Hawaii 
was out of the question: Richmond would bleed to 

death before they got there. He needed expert help, 
now. 

Thirty miles away on a rival yacht Serica, the  
graveyard watch was almost over, Paul Stableforth, a 
64 year old orthopaedic and trauma surgeon, was 
lookingh forward to his bunk. Recently retired, he saw 
the race as the high point of a lifetime's passion for 
sailing. 

He loved the clear ocean skies with their vast  
constellations. But tonight the stars were  obscured 
by cloud  and Serica wallowed in heavy swell. A squall 
was on the way.  

“Paul?” Rupert Dean,  Serica’s  skipper, called up from 
the radio room, “I’ve got Nick on the blower from 
Taeping. It’s urgent.” 

Stableforth remembering Fleming, one of his pre-race 
instructors. On the radio, he instantly noticed the  
depression in his voice, “I’ve got a badly injured  
crewman. Tell me what to do!”  

During 30 years at Bristol Royal Infirmary Stableforth 
had been woken countless times by junior doctors 
seeking advice. Calmly and clearfly he told Fleming 
how to apply a tourniquet and inject morphine, “You’ll 
need to splint him as well,” he added. 

“How do I do that?” 

“You tie his legs together!” Stableforth caught Dean’s 
eye and grimaced, Taeping's crew were clearly out of 
their depth. 

Dean got on the radioto appeal for  emergency  
medical help from any ships in the area. “Pan Pan 
Medico! Pan Pan Medico! This is the yacht Serica. 
We are in urgent need of assistance, Over.” 

Save for the hiss of static, there was silence. Well away 
from the main shipping lanes, Serica was on her own. 
And with Taeping  out of range of coastguard  
helicopters on Hawaii Paul Stableforth was the only 
doctor within 1,000 miles. 

This article involving Paul Stableforth, a former Chairman of Dunvant Male Choir  
was  written by Ian Cunningham, published in Readers Digest in January 2001 and is  
reproduced with permission. 
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Serica’s sole option was to rendezvous with Taeping, 
where Stableforth  could treat the injured man as best 
he could and then get him to the nearest land,  
Johnston Atoll, where there was a US Army medical 
unit. It was at least 36 hours sailing away. 

Paul, steering the yacht 

Paul, steering the choir 

Fleming and his crew fought to keep their balance as 
they painstakingly manoeuvred Tim Richmond  
towards the narrow hatch that led to the cabin. Every 
time Taeping reeled under the onslaught of towering 
waves, Richmond closed his eyes and tried to push the 
white-hot shafts of pain into a far corner of his  
concsciousness. 

It took them an hour and a half to get him below 
deck. They laid him, pale and drenched, on a sodden 
pile of sails. His blood stained the white fabric scarlet. 
Following Stableforth’s instructions, the crew  
attached a tourniquet and makeshift plastic splint to 
the foot and leg and swaddled them in bandages. 

Richmond grunted in pain as the storm threw Taeping 
violently from side to side. Throughout the night, two 
of his fellow crewmen held him tightly every time she 
crested a wave, anticipating the inevitable slam down 
into the next trough, 

Around dawn, there was a shout from the deck:”  
Serica’s here! Hang on, Tim!” He wondered if he 
could. 

Coming alongside Taeping was out of the question in 
a storm like this, the yachts’ masts would tangle.  
Secured to the guard rail in his life-jacket, Stableforth 
uneasily surveyed the 25 foot swells of grey water  
between the two yachts. He was going have to board, 
but how? 

A large cannister thrown into the sea inflated  
automatically into a six foot life raft. Displaying a  
nonchalance he did not feel, Stableforth unclipped his 
safety harness and dropped into the bobbing boat. 

“Just let it drift you over to Taeping,” Dean shouted 
from the cockpit. “You won’t even get your feet wet,”. 

But the raft wasn’t going anywhere. Its sea anchor was 
tangled around Serica’s rudder. In the heaving swell, 
the yacht reared up 25 feet in the water, about to 
plunge down onto the small life raft. 

“Paul, get out now,” Dean yelled down at him. You’ll 
have to swim for it!”. There was only one problem. 
Paul Stableforth couldn’t swim. Though he had  
once been an accomplished swimmer, arthritis had  
destroyed his ability to kick his legs in water. 

For a few seconds Taeping was blown nearer to Serica. 
The two yachts were just 60 feet apart. Stableforth 
noticed a whipping motion in the air. It was a line 
thrown by one of the crew, Stableforth stretched out 
over the side and managed to grab it. He hurriedly 
tied it around his body. Even though he was in  
enormous danger, Stableforth filled his lungs with air 
and jumped into the sea. 

How warm it is, was his first thought. Then what 
seemed like gallons of salty water flooded into his 
mouth.Turn over, Stableforth told himself, Turn on to 
your back or you’ll drown! He was now speeding 
through the waves. Not only were the crew of Taeping 
pulling the other end of the line, the yacht itself was 
dragging him from behind. Spluttering and half 
blinded by spray, he felt his body bump against  
something solid - the hull of the Taeping a minute 
later he was on her deck like a landed flounder. 
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In the dim light of the small cabin, Stableforth saw a 
grey faced man in his early forties, lying on a pile of 
bloodstained sails. “Oh, it’s you!” he blurted out. He 
and Richmond met when Serica and Taeping docked 
alongside each other in Hawaii. 

Even though he was inured to the sight of battered 
limbs, Stableforth had to suppress a gasp as he  
removed the last of the bandages. Gazing at  
Richmond’s obscenely dangling foot, he felt suddenly 
helpless and depressed. What the hell can I do with 
this?  

To make matters worse, the tourniquet had been  
almost completely ineffective in stopping the  
bleeding. Richmond had already lost perhaps 20 per 
cent of his blood supply. Stableforth spoke with brisk 
reassurance as he went to work, “OK, Tim. It’s a bit of 
a mess, isn’t it? I’m sure it’s not as bad as it looks.” First 
he injected more morphine to keep the pain at bay. 
Next, he wrapped the battered leg in every bandage 
and towel he could lay his hands on. He dispatched a 
crewman to saw up part of the galley bench to fashion 
a more sophisticated splint. Raiding Taeping’s medical 
chest, Stableforth put together a drip to pump fluids 
and antibiotics into Richmond’s body. It wasn’t much 
- his system had taken a terrible battering - but it was 
all he could do. 

With his patient now dozing thanks to the morphine, 
Stableforth lay down on a matress and fell  
immediately into an exhausted sleep. 

When Stableforth woke up, the cabin was sweltering 
and the yacht was pitching violently. It was now on 
course for Johnston Atoll. But progress was  
frustratingly slow, as it was headingstraight into the 
storm.  

Stableforth had lashed Tim Richmond’s splint to a 
vertical bar in the narrow cabin, pilling duvets  
underneath to reduce the pain. But everytime the 
boat tacked or was thumped by a wave, the splint and 
leg had to be carefully repositioned. 

Even with the morphine, this was fresh torture for 
Richmond. The tropical heat was making him sweat 
like a man in fever - dangerous for someone who’d  

already lost so much fluid. Stableforth wondered how 
much more his body could stand. 

Deeply worried about Richmond’s foot, he pressed his 
finger against the sole.“Can you feel that?”. “No,” 
Richmond mumbled. No sensation was ominous:  
it meant that the nerves had been severed. While  
Stableforth was upbeat, encouraging Richmond to 
talk about his two young daughters, he knew he had 
to prepare him for what might lie ahead. “I think 
there's a chance that your foot can be saved,” he said. 
“But I have to be honest, Tim. There’s a strong  
possibility it will have to be amputated. We won’t 
know until we get you to hospital.” Richmond lay 
back and stared at the swaying ceiling.  

Tim Richmond opened his eyes. Stableforth was  
sitting by his bed. After 36 hours at sea he had finally 
delivered his patient to Johnston Atoll. Without his 
emergency treatment, the doctors agreed that  
Richmond would almost certainly have died from 
clinical shock and loss of blood. An aeroplane was 
ready to fly Richmond to a hospital in Hawaii. He 
stretched out his hand. “You risked your life for me.” 
Stableforth laughed self-deprecatingly. “You’re in  
expert hands now, Good luck.” 

For his bravery, Paul Stableforth was awarded a gold 
medal by the Association of Retired and Persions over 
50 and a bronze medal from the Royal Humane  
Society. Although Tim Richmond’s foot proved  
impossible to save, he joined Stableforth at the Gold 
Medal award ceremony, walking easily on his artificial 
limb.  

Richmond has returned to sea, teaching young people 
to sail on the Clyde estuary. 

Stableforth is currently (Jan 2001) preparing for the 
Tall Ships Race. 

October 2018 - Paul now sings with the Wycombe  
Orpheus Male Voice Choir,. We joined him and the 
choir at the 2018 London Welsh Festival, Royal  
Albert Hall. We send him our greatest admiration on 
his immense bravery and our best wishes.
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Comment by Rob Rinder: 

The virtue-signallers who want to ban male-only 
choirs are missing the point about discrimination. 

It was suggested to me recently by somebody fairly 
well known (who I had previously thought of as mildly 
intelligent) that before writing about discrimination I 
really ought to “be very mindful of intersectionality”. 
Apparently, the fact that I am a short, gay Jew with a 
receding hairline means I am only qualified to  
comment on “issues affecting my communities”. 

I offered the absurd person who gave me their  
kind advice the same virtue signal I give to all virtue-
signallers. It involved the use of my middle finger. The 
fact that, under sympathetic lighting, I have a great 
deal in common with Matt Lucas has no bearing 
whatsoever on whether I am qualified to comment on 
anything. My education and my experience are what 
matter. 

For weeks I have held back from weighing in on  
issues that I really care about for fear that my cis male  
status (the fact that I was born with a penis)  
disqualifies me from having a valid opinion. That 
ended last week when a mob of first-world  
poblem-finders came after my favourite thing in the 
world: male-only choirs. 

For more than 60 years the Derbyshire Constabulary 
Male Voice Choir has represented the force at events 
across the country. But its talented members -  
civilians with links to the police - were informed days 
ago that they were “no longer wanted” because they 
are a male-only group. 

Now, I get that my interest in ageing boy-music isn’t 
cool. What matters to me is fairness. As the  
grandson of a Holocaust survivor (the part of my  
identity that matters most to me), I loathe any form of 
discrimination. But being forced to listen to people 
waste their time decrying the evil of male-only choirs 
is where I draw the line. 

There are places where it is OK to limit a group to 
one gender - and it is not OK to start unpacking these 
just in the name of an entirely abstracted drive to 
equality. When they came for equal pay, I cried: “You 
go, girl.” We need to solve the fact that work done by 

women is often paid less and respected less - I’m in. 
When they came for male-only clubs, I nodded. 
Today’s snaggle-toothed Wykehamists clearly have no 
right to select members on the basis of gender - away 
with the lot of them. 

But when they came for my singing men I refused to 
stand by in silence. Nothing delivers such unbridled 
rapture as an all-male choir. The opening number at 
my funeral will be a rousing chorus of Rachmaninoff ‘s 
Vocalise, so keep your grubby, uncouth hands off. 

There are clearly times when it is utterly fine to have 
all-male or all-female spaces. London has many  
gay- and lesbian-only establishments. I don’t think 
anybody would argue they are doing any harm. Quite 
the contrary - they act as a safe space for a historically 
marginalised group. 

We seem to live in an age rapidly abandoning any  
desire to consider nuance. Show me a policy and 
demonstrate the harm it’s doing and I’ll dig out some 
comfy shoes and protest by your side. Otherwise, keep 
your gob shut and let me listen to the sublime voices 
of the Dunvant Male Choir.

London Evening Standard - Friday 13th April 2018 
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“The Peacemakers” 

Dunvant Male Choir is honoured to have Sir Karl Jenkins 
as one of its Vice Presidents, and in this significant year  
of remembrance it is apt to publish some notes of his  
composition “The Peacemakers”. 

A quote by Terry Waite CBE - 

“Music has the capacity to breath harmony into the soul The  
Peacemakers breathes the harmony of peace” 

The composers description - 

“The Peacemakers is dedicated to the memory of all those who 
lost their lives during armed conflict: In particular,  
innocent civilians. When I composed The Armed Mon: A Mass 
for Peace for the millennium, it was with the hope of looking  
forward to a century of peace. Sadly, nothing much has 
changed.” Karl Jenkins CBE 

Preface: “The Peacemakers is a work extolling peace. One 
line from Rumi (the 13th century Persian mystic poet whose 
words I have set) sums up the ethos of the piece: “All  
religions, all singing, one song: Peace be with you”. Many of 
the ‘contributors’ are iconic figures that have shaped  
history, others are less well known. I have occasionally 
placed some text in a musical environment that shapes 
their origin or culture; the bansuri (Italian flute) and tabla 
in the Gandhi, the shakuhachi (a Japanese flute associated 
with Zen Buddhism) and the temple bells in that of Dalai 
Lama, African percussion in the Mandela and echoes of the 
blues of the deep American South (as well as a quote from 
Schumann's Traumerei (Dreaming) in my tribute to  
Martin Luther King. ‘Healing Light; a Celtic prayer’ is just 
that with uilleann pipes and bodhran drums. I have also 
presented some odd combinations, such as ‘monastic chant 
meets ethnic’ in ‘Let there be justice for all’ and ‘Inner 
peace’. 

Karl Jenkins (September 2011) 

“The Peacemakers” - An Addendum 

The Meditation section of the Karl Jenkins composition is 
based on a special composition “Peace is....” by Sir Terry 
Waite” 

Peace is the fragile meeting of two souls in harmony. 
Peace is an embrace that protects and heals. 
Peace is a reconciling of opposites. 
Peace is rooted in love, it lies in the heart waiting to be 
nourished, blossom and flourish until it embraces the 
world. 

May we know the harmony of peace. 
May we sing the harmony of peace. 
Until in the last of days we rest in peace. 

 

Terry Waite CBE (b 1939) was a special envoy to the  
Archbishop of Canterbury when, in January 1987, he was 
captured by terrorists in Beirut while attempting to secure 
the release of hostages. He was held captive for nearly five 
years. Among his many present interests he is President of 
Llangollen International Eisteddfod. 

Have you noted the mention of the use of the Uilleann Pipe 
in the “He had a dream section”. You may remember this 
unusual instrument being expertly played by Troy  
Donockley at our BOSE recording of “Remember  
the Voice” at the Brangwyn Hall in June 2007.  
The Peacemakers is also the theme of the popular  
choral composition of Eric Jones (Pontarddulais)  
“Y Tangnefeddwr”, based on the words of Waldo Williams 

 

“Blest are they, when war shall cease, 
God’s own children, doves of peace.”
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An introduction 

Walking into the church hall on that grey afternoon 
in Winslow was one of the most terrifying experiences 
of my life. My initial reaction was that it smelt like a 
primary school birthday party. There were sandwiches 
cut into triangles; fairy cakes; and a range of crisps laid 
out on a long table with paper plates to serve as  
crockery. This was the location of my first encounter 
with Dunvant Male Choir: a Welsh male-voice choir 
based in a village just outside of Swansea. Considering 
Dunvant is a ten-minute drive from my house but I 
had driven three and a half hours to see a concert of 
theirs in Winslow, there was certainly no turning back 
at this point. However, in stark contrast to a primary 
school birthday party, I was greeted by “a sea of white 
hair and pink scalps” as described by Jude Rogers 
when she observed the choir. To translate this into less 
poetic terms, the Dunvant Male Choir has an almost 
exclusive demographic of white men over the age of 
60. Whilst I am white, I am a 20-year-old woman, so 
in that room I stuck out like a sore thumb. Little did 
I know that this would be the first of many incredibly 

pleasant, interesting, and downright fun meetings I 
would have with this group of men. 

Wales has long been known as “the Land of Song”. A 
Norman cleric from the l2th century, named Giraldus 
Cambrensis, said “the Welsh do not sing in unison like 
the inhabitants of other countries, but in many  
separate parts, so that in a company of singers, one 
hears many different harmonies” 

Cambrensis was English so this recognition of the  
musicality of Wales from another nation contributed 
greatly to their musical reputation. Statistics, too, 
comparatively reveal Wales to be “the Land of Song”: 
Scotland has 24.7 choirs per million people, England 
has 49.4, whilst Wales trumps both with 62.3‘  
Dunvant Male Choir, like many others, was formed 
when a group of men working in manual labour united 
to sing. The tradition is closely associated with the  
industrial revolution and the comradeship that 
evolved when men were forced to work together 
under such harsh conditions. 

 

Normally the magazine would not carry an article as long as Anna’s dissertation however it is rare that any choir 
is put under the microscope of academic analysis and in this DMC is honoured. I have removed the  
bibliography which backed this article as being of little interest to the generality of the readership. Dewi  
Morgan once told me that one of the functions of the magazine is to act as an historical record. This piece from 
Anna is so perceptive that it deserves to be recorded for posterity and the magazine is the only outlet for this.    
Ed 

 

Hi 

I’m Anna and I’ve just finished my second year studying Music at the 
University of Cambridge. Last year, as part of my Ethnomusicology course, 
I was required to conduct an ethnographic project on a musical culture. 
After being advised that London was a hotspot for potential subjects, I 
was determined to demonstrate Wales’ musical heritage. I could not have 
been luckier than to have Dunvant Male Choir on my doorstep so I  
followed them around for a few weeks to conduct first hand research. My 
project came to discuss exactly what it is that makes Welsh male voice 
choirs so special. 

“The Rolls Royce of Choirs” 
Pride; Respect; and belonging in Welsh male voices choirs
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Ebenezer Chapel was where Thomas Coslett Richards 
(1870-1962) was inspired to form a choir which was to 
thrive for 124 years and counting. 

My central research question when embarking on this 
project was, “What is the relationship between Welsh 
male-voice choirs and members?” What I expected to 
find was a tight-knit community based around a 
shared love for music-making.  

Music has long been identified as having a profound 
effect on many peoples. Evidence has been discovered 
of an “innate need” within humans to produce music  
Music releases pleasure hormones in the brain and is 
strongly associated with creating a sense of identity 
and community and so helps to shape a group.  
Mutual facets universally create connections in 
human beings and the innate need to make music and 
the consequent power that music holds over us  
amplifies the connection felt in a musical group such 
as a choir more so than in other groups with  
common interests. Music aids in generating a sense of 
belonging in the choir as the members can associate 
themselves with one another, however, my research 
was targeted at discovering what else the bond of 
Welsh male-voice choirs is based on. It could not be 
just music because, in that case, every music group  
in existence should have the same tight-knit  
reputation. It was therefore imperative that I looked 
to extra-musical factors as sources of the relationship 
between the choir and the members. I discovered 
three central themes that I have identified as the  
contributors: pride; respect; and belonging. In this 
essay, I aim to use my findings from spending time 
with the Dunvant Male Choir to discover which of 
the features specific to the Welsh male-voice tradition 
are responsible for the three central themes. To do 
this, I will draw on three areas: sociability, musicality 
(outside the sheer love of it), and performance  
(including external influences and reception). 

Before I begin, historical significance and how it  
contributes to the cultivation of the present culture 
cannot be ignored. One of the choir’s main sources of 
pride is its longevity.  

The choir can boast an unbroken stretch since its  
conception in 1895 and, to quote researchers  
Mainwaring, Richards, and Evans, “Longevity is  
everywhere regarded as a fair definition of good 
health, longevity which continues on through  

succeeding generations implies an even deeper 
worth”. It is documented that, even during wartime, 
choristers would walk to rehearsals in the blackout 
from miles away to keep the choir alive. And from this 
pride grows respect. To neglect the sacrifices that  
earlier generations had made would lack respect and 
this respect can be traced back to earlier instances of 
extreme commitment and the legacy that the earliest 
members of the choir left. 

Thomas Coslett Richards would often conduct 
evening rehearsals at the chapel vestry already dressed 
for the night shift at the tin plate mills, whilst T.J.  
Roderick, the choir’s second conductor, would  
rehearse underground during meal breaks as most of 
the choristers were miners . This demonstrates the 
rooting of the pride; respect; and belonging in history: 
we shall now discuss the choir’s present existence. 

 

Sociability 

Dunvant Male Choir visited Winslow on 8th  
December 2018 to perform a Christmas concert.  
Following the concert, the choir sat in the pub into 
the early hours of the morning. 

One of the main aims of my research at this early stage 
was to discover why various members of the choir 
were there and a social setting seemed like the most 
organic context in which to undertake this research. 
Sociability in choirs is a topic widely discussed in 
academia. In a similar study, Jennifer Johnstone found 
all of the singers in the choirs she researched listed 
“friendship” as a reason for joining their choir whilst 
Folkestad purports that music strengthens the social 
bonds within a group. In similar ethnographic  
research, Colin Durrant discovered how inherent  
sociability can be singing and how similarity in age and 
interest was central to this, and says this was one of 
the most important discoveries in his research. Due 
to the largely similar demographic of the Welsh  
male-voice tradition, Dunvant Male Choir is an ideal 
location in which to test out this hypothesis. 

The variety of motivations described for joining the 
choir was expansive. Two men had moved to Swansea 
at certain points in their lives and had joined the choir 
to have immediate access to a social group. Both men 
noted Wales and its affinity with music, and on  
moving to Wales they were keen to get involved with 
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the male-voice tradition. Other members are there for 
purely circumstantial reasons: one member joined  
because the gym was closed one night two years ago so 
he needed something to do with his evening and has 
been a member of the choir ever since, whilst another 
joined because the choir’s recruitment officer drinks 
at the same pub as he does and continually pestered 
him to join. Whilst some of these men had fairly  
trivial reasons for being in the choir, there were a few 
men I spoke to who were there for profound reasons 
which speak volumes about the gravity of the choir’s 
impact on the lives of its members. Having said that, 
it is important to bear in mind that whilst the  
previous reasons may have been trivial initially, the 
bond that these members have formed has been 
strong enough to keep them coming twice a week for 
years now; the choir is no longer a trivial matter in 
their lives. 

As I can imagine is the case with several of the men, 
one man joined because he is a widower: he needed a 
new focus and an escape, and the choir brought this 
to him. Another of  the members had joined because 
he had been in a terrible marriage and, he too, was 
seeking a new focus. The choir saved his life. For  
certain members, the choir helps them cope with  
difficult personal situations as the environment  
provides a release for them. This passion and release 
are communicated through their singing and serve as 
an important expressive force, and are therefore  
partially accountable for the tradition’s extraordinary 
success. They are also partially accountable for all 
three of the central themes in question: members take 
pride in their work; they respect one another because 
they are so grateful to be there and also understand 
how much the choir means to other members; and the 
sense of belonging is inherent and inescapable to 
those members for which the environment serves as a 
release. 

Additionally, having an environment in which they 
can be open and honest to their peers, as many of 
them are going through similar problems, maximises 
that sense of belonging. 

In musical history, the development of the  
conductor’s role is relatively recent. It was only in the 
last few centuries that “conductors became  
interpreters of music rather than merely time beaters”. 
But now, conductors’ responsibilities have stretched 
far beyond those regarding musical matters. In  

Durrant’s study he found that choristers believed that 
integral to the conductor’s role, was “making singers 
feel good” 

The relationship with the conductor is now so  
important, and in an amateur choir like Dunvant 
Male Choir, the stronger the relationship, the stronger 
the sound: both because the singers feel better about 
themselves which naturally translates into their vocal 
quality, and if they have respect for the conductor a 
desire to please him grows. 

Jonathan Rogers, the current conductor, does not  
assert praise liberally, but he will assert praise fairly 
and when he believes it is truly deserved. This instils 
motivation in the choir to do well for him. Jonathan 
can be very encouraging but he can also take a  
patronising tone and make fun of them. At one point 
he imitated their nasality and corruption of vowel 
sounds to an extreme degree. Everyone laughed. 
Jonathan responded, “You laugh but that’s what I’m 
hearing.” This delivery of criticism is particularly 
prevalent in the male-voice tradition and has been  
established in this choir for many years. Ambrose 
Miles (conductor 1945-1970) would greet latecomers 
with, “Hold it boys, the night shift has arrived”. This 
tone simultaneously makes a joke out of the lateness 
whilst demonstrating how serious he is by drawing 
such strong attention to it. On the whole, the  
conductor is an integral player in promoting respect 
both between him and the choir, and between the 
members of the choir. 

The conductor also has a duty of care and is therefore 
fundamental in generating a setting of inclusivity and 
belonging. In an interview, Jonathan explained the 
pastoral role required of him as the conductor of this 
choir, and this is very telling in terms of how evenly 
weighted music and sociability is here. Multiple  
members are not as pristine as others but he would 
never kick them out because the choir is so important 
in the lives of those individuals. 

Whilst Jonathan’s main concern is the music, he must 
also pay regard to the individuals, and this is a balance 
that as the leader of this choir he has to strike. 
Jonathan’s relationship with the choir lies not only 
with the choristers, but with the followers; the  
chorister’s wives; and the membership. This choir is 
special and clearly means the world to Jonathan: 
when asked if it is something he would ever look to 
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move on from, he replied, “I’ve got no plans to. I 
handed in my resignation [from Dunvant Male Choir] 
two years ago now and it broke my heart. It was really 
weird. I kept hold of [the choir] and I’m glad I did. I 
don’t see it as a stepping stone onto something else”. 

 

Musicality 

Music is the central stimulus drawing this group of 
people together. But what makes musicality in Welsh 
male-voice choirs different to musicality elsewhere? 
One answer is the sol-fa system. The system was  
developed by John Curwen (1816-80) to increase  
efficiency in learning as it would allow singers to know 
which pitch to sing without having to hear it first. 

Musical literacy increased enormously and was no 
longer restricted to those who were able to afford  
extensive training. The development of this system 
and the conception of Welsh male-voice choirs went 
hand-in-hand. Working-class men were now able to 
sing music that would never have been obtainable to 
them previously. It is documented that Thomas 
Coslett Richards, the founder and conductor  
(1895-1920) of Dunvant Male Choir, used his own 
money to pay for lessons for choristers’ training in the 
system, so not only is it ingrained in the male-voice 
tradition but more specifically in Dunvant Male 
Choir. Jonathan, the current conductor, continues to 
rehearse using sol-fa and the music is often notated 
with sol-fa equivalents. In 2011, out of the  
eighty-eight members in the choir, just nineteen could 
read traditional music. It is a testament both to the 
system and the choir, that the choir is so successful 
despite this lack of traditional musical literacy. The 
system fosters inclusivity, historically  and presently. 
It is so ingrained in the conception of the male-voice 
tradition, and therefore so are inclusivity and  
belonging. 

In my limited amount of time with the choir, I  
experienced the group at full speed, in anticipation of 
Christmas, any choir’s busiest season, and in January; 
a time which allowed them to put the brakes on 
slightly, and to relax and enjoy the rehearsal process 
slightly more without the pressure of imminent  
concerts. In a January rehearsal, a new song was  
introduced, “Pure Imagination”, which gave me  
insight into their learning process. Jonathan would 
initially teach the notes by singing them himself first 

and getting the choir to repeat afler him and much of 
this teaching was based on sol-fa. There was an  
impressive amount of attention to detail paid “even 
at this early stage”. This pedagogical approach (rather 
than distributing music pre-rehearsal and expecting 
the members to learn the notes, or allowing them to 
sight read) to conductorship creates a greater  
distinction between the conductor and the choristers 
as there is a higher level of dependence: consequently 
respect is created from the conductor’s authority. In a 
rehearsal prior to this, a member had voluntarily  
offered his opinion that Jonathan could be slightly 
“teachery” but also mentioned how much respect  
he has for him due to his high level of ability.  
Maintaining that distinction between the conductor 
and the members and the consequent level of respect 
is imperative for generating efficiency in rehearsal by 
discouraging the members from becoming too  
comfortable in the conductor’s presence. 

 

Performances 

“To describe [Wales] as a mountainous region on the 
western shores of Britain, populated by people with 
short legs and long memories is helpful but  
inadequate. In these days of fast cars and automatic 
gear shifts, an unsuspecting traveller could quite  
easily take a wrong turning and end up in England; an 
appalling mistake”. This quote is taken from a book 
published for the centenary celebration of the choir 
and captures the spirit of Welsh pride found in Welsh 
male-voice choirs. I found whilst following the choir 
that a very strong self-awareness prevails, and this 
awareness particularly lies in its cultural roots.  
Interestingly, in Jennifer Johnstone’s study of choirs 
from north Wales, she discovered that the sense of 
“Welshness” was the most prevalent in the men she 
studied, compared to the women and the teens. ‘This 
sense of Welshness largely exudes from the brand that 
Welsh male-voice choirs have made for themselves. 
Jonathan Rogers, the current conductor, said, “You 
can go over the Severn bridge, sing things that are not 
particularly challenging but are part of the Welsh  
tradition and people will fall about because we are  
satisfying that expectation”. We can therefore  
justifiably conclude that, not only are these choirs  
emanating Welshness and the passion for the heritage 
is inherent, but also, the Welshness is spurred on by 
outside influences. 
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Personally, I would say that on a scale of Welshness, I 
am not particularly Welsh?  I live in a very Anglicised 
area of Wales; I go to university in England; and much 
of my family live in or are from England. However, the 
patriotism I feel when Wales win the rugby, or  
when Gareth Bale scores a goal for Real Madrid is  
absolutely inescapable. The camaraderie and feeling 
of togetherness are undeniably enticing. This same 
patriotism engulfed both me and the English audience 
in Winslow when the choir sang O Gymru. The a 
tmosphere in the church was tangible and so was  
the passion felt by the choristers with regards to  
the words; the music; and the choir as a unit. An  
English member of the audience commented on the  
immersive experience of the concert saying,  
“Somehow Welsh male-voice choirs are different to 
any normal church choir, for example, but I can’t quite 
put my finger on why.” 

Patriotism was explicit in this concert (as it is in all 
the concerts the choir perform but it was more  
evident here due to the external context): Welsh flags 
were on display; certain verses of the carols were 
translated into Welsh; and a large proportion of the 
repertoire was Welsh. 

Durrant discovered when studying Finnish choirs how 
important singing in the native language was,  
particularly when outside the country, and this is  
certainly echoed in these Welsh choirs when they go 
to England or elsewhere. It was here that I first started 
to discover the “brand” that these choirs create for 
themselves. The unity found from shared national 
identity contributes enormously to the sense of  
belonging in the choir.  

Additionally, the patriotism and unique culture that 
they are able to display outside Wales is a huge source 
of pride for the group. 

 

 

 

 

 

Conclusions 

The pride; respect; and belonging found in Welsh 
male-voice choirs are deeply rooted in historical and 
cultural significance, and have been replicated  
consistently, generation after generation. Whilst these 
qualities can be found in other musical groups, it is in 
Welsh male- voice choirs that they can be held largely 
accountable for success. Dunvant Male Choir has a 
special bond and a profound effect on its members. 
This effect is harnessed a great deal by the Music but 
the pride; respect; and belonging manifest themselves 
in many other important areas: the choristers’  
motivations; the conductor’s role and approach; the 
historical inclusivity of sol-fa; and the patriotism 
unique to Welsh choirs. It is these areas that make the 
tradition unique and bolster its phenomenal success. 
But, more importantly, they are what keep the  
tradition alive and thriving with the same level of  
enthusiasm bursting from the choristers as at the time 
of conception of these choirs in the nineteenth  
century. 

In a weekly rehearsal, a chorister from the back row of 
baritones stood up during the announcements (Bob 
Morse). The chorister was retiring and gave a speech 
to thank the choir for his time there. In the speech he 
relayed a story of when he went to an eisteddfod in 
mid-Wales and was asked which choir he was with. 
He said the Dunvant Male Choir and the other man 
replied, “Ah, Dunvant Male Choir: the Rolls Royce of 
choirs.” The speech was deeply poignant, and this 
story captured the pride; respect; and belonging of  
the choir all at once. In that moment, beyond  
any competition success; ticket and CD sales; or  
international recognition, what was most important 
was that ineffable bond between the hearts of the 
white-haired men in a school hall on a Wednesday 
night. 

 

Anna Cooper 

Anna is the sister of choir member Fred Cooper B2   
Ed 
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Sad news I am afraid, I have been informed that Brian 
“Buzzer” Bevan has passed away overnight in Llys 
Twysog Nursing Home where he had been resident for 
the last few months. Brian was a former member of 
the Dunvant Male Choir and was Conductor of the 
afterglows, always a real character, he was also sponge 
man, jersey collector and all round worker for the 
Dunvant Rugby Club 1st XV, popular with everyone 
he had wholehearted commitment to which ever  
organisation he was involved, our thoughts are with 
his daughter Jane and her family on this very sad  
occasion.  

RIP “Buzzer” you will be sorely missed,  

Stuart Jones (Sec. Dunvant Male Choir).

Brian “Buzzer” Bevan 
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Graham Ryland Treharne 

Graham was born at number 30 Brondeg, Manselton, 
Swansea, on 14th June 1933.  

In school, he proved himself early on, passing his 11 plus 
and then attending Swansea Grammar school. There, 
he passed his exams ahead of the time he was supposed  
to, completing his “A” levels at the age of 16. Afterwards, 
his aptitude for maths took him down the path of trainee 
accountant with Swansea City Council.  

Outside of school, Graham belonged to St. Michael’s 
Church in Manselton. It was through taking part in a 
stage pageant about the life of Jesus that he met his  
future wife, Thelma, who was from St. Mark’s church, 
Waun Wen 

Also from St. Mark’s were Eric Thomas and his late wife, 
Barbara. The four became close friends. Indeed,  
Graham and Eric both received their call-up papers on 
the same day and, in 1951, they went to join the Royal 
Air Force. 

Graham was passed A1 medically fit to begin aircrew 
training as a pilot and, after months of training, he flew 
solo in a chipmunk aircraft. Before he could be awarded 
his “wings”, however, further training exercises were  
required. On one such exercise, he had to land a twin 
engine aircraft using only one engine. This required 
keeping full opposite rudder as he approached the  
runway. The exercise didn’t go well and so a de-brief was 
called to ascertain why it was he had gone around in  
circles and had been unable to land the aircraft in the 
manner required. Only then was it discovered that his 

legs were too short and that he should never have begun 
pilot training at all. Soon afterwards, he was presented 
with some star charts and the RAF began re-training 
him as a navigator! 

Some time later, and after successfully navigating to 
Tripoli, he gained his one navigators wing and was 
promptly demobbed six days later!  

In 1955 Graham and Thelma became engaged. The  
following year they were married and in 1963 they 
moved from Manselton to Killay with their two young 
sons and a Morris Minor.  

By this time, Graham was again working in the  
treasurer’s department at the Guildhall where he  
completed his accountancy exams on a part time basis.  

In 1967, he joined Dunvant Male Voice Choir. He  
regularly rehearsed twice a week and enjoyed very many 
years as a second tenor singing alongside his fellow  
choristers.  

Graham retired in 1987 and enjoyed a long retirement 
before his death in April, 2017, having survived Thelma 
for almost exactly ten years.  

Graham was a stalwart of the choir travelling with them 
on trips to Canada and Singapore as well as normal 
choir engagements  throughout the UK. In 2017 he was 
recognised for his 50 years membership at the Annual 
Presentation Lunch in November but unfortunately was 
unable to attend due to poor health. 

His presence is the choir is sadly missed.

Graham Trehearn
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Big John Watkins as he was affectionately known was 
a larger than life character both in stature and  
personality; even his favourite tipple was a LARGE 
port.  

He was born in the Sandfields area of Swansea and 
attended Sunday School at the Salvation Army. There 
he learnt to play the cornet and his love of music 
stemmed from there. 

John and his late wife Joan were married on  
Christmas Eve in 1966 and bought a house in  
Dunvant where their two children Gail and Richard 
were born. His great love was rugby and an old friend 
encouraged him to join Gowerton Rugby Club where 
he played for many seasons before becoming club  
captain.  

John was a hard, tough, uncompromising second row 
forward who was greatly respected by his team mates 
and especially by his West Wales opponents. 

After his playing days were over he joined Dunvant 
Rugby Club and soon became the coach for the youth 
team. He continued in this position for over 20 years 
and his team became the giant killers. Nothing was 
too much trouble for him to do for his team; he took 
a younger team to Manchester where they had been 
booked into Youth Hostel. Unfortunately it was not 
in a very salubrious area, so John was having none  
of that and the team got back on the bus. They  
eventually came to a Marriot Hotel and during the 
course of a pleasant chat with the Manager he  
intimated that youths were all orphans which resulted 
in them having two nights accommodation; free  
of charge. It is testimony to the high regard and  
affection in which John was held by everyone that one 
of the younger club members, Chris Bridle, flew back 
from Dubai for John’s funeral to pay his respects. 

By this time he had set up in business in building and 
property development but he still found time to help 
others with charity fund raising. John was the person 
everyone went to if they needed anything done. If he 
couldn’t do it himself, he invariably knew someone 
who could. 

 

Sadly in 2007 Joan, his wife of 40 years passed away 
and he never really got over it. At Mr. Dai Vaughan’s 
insistence he joined the Dunvant Male Voice Choir 
and he also joined the Rugby Club Singers. He took 
pleasure in all the choirs activities, whether big  
concerts and tours with the main Choir, especially the 
tour to Singapore when even there one of his old boys 
came to hear him sing; but also the weddings and  
funerals with the Singers. The choir gave John a 
meaning to his life. In recent years he had a few bouts 
of illness but he always managed to bounce back but 
suffered a further blow last year when his daughter 
Gail died suddenly.  

In February John underwent heart surgery and was 
making a good recovery after a month’s convalescence 
at his son Richards’ home. He seemed to be coping 
well and he was looking forward to going on a trip to 
Ireland with the Singers, but sadly this was not to be. 

Known everywhere as ‘BIG JOHN WATKINS’ he 
loved life and certainly lived it to the full.  

Bernard Cottey  B1

John Watkins
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A much loved figure in Dunvant well known for his 
Elvis routines has died after a fall.  

Tributes have been paid to 89 year old Dunvant 
Rugby Club and Dunvant Male Choir Life Member 
Bill Davies who passed away at Morriston Hospital 
after suffering a brain trauma following a fall. 

Bill had worked for Morriston Tinplate Works and 
served in the Army before he began working at 
Swansea Docks where he ended up as Docks  
Superintendent Foreman. Everybody who had a job 
in the docks went through Bill, with many gaining  
immense respect for him. 

Life Patron of Dunvant RFC, David Vaughan said: 
“Everywhere we would go people would say what a 
great man he was as a man manager. He didn’t have a 
bad bone in his body”. 

Bill started singing with Manselton Choir, which then 
became Swansea Male Choir. He later moved to  
Dunvant where he became involved with Dunvant 
Male Choir and Dunvant Rugby Club and was a 
member of both until the day he died. Bills superb 
contribution to the DMC on tours to Canada, USA 
and more recently to Singapore are spoken about by 
those who where there with laughter and fond  
remembrance whenever choir history is reminisced 

over. Bill roomed up with Les Griffiths the two oldest 
Choristers on the tour but undoubtedly the two 
youngest at heart. The pair set a fast pace that left far 
younger members in their wake. 

Bill was married to Mary, who passed away in 1988 
and had one son, Peter, who sadly died of cancer aged 
36. 

“Despite what happened to him in his life he was  
always the life and soul of the party”, Dai Vaughan 
said. 

“At the age of 88, he was our principal singer! He 
would get up to give Elvis numbers, his speciality was 
I can't help falling in love with you. Many a bride 
would have to decide to stay with her husband or to 
run off with “smoothy” Bill. 

Bill had moved to Scurlage to live with his daughter 
in law and in the last few months had a number of 
falls, leading to him cracking his ribs and spending 
time in hospital for a short while before he passed 
away. 

A special tribute was paid to Bill before the Ireland v 
Wales game, where occupants of the Dunvant Rugby 
Club Lounge held a minutes silence and sang his 
favourite Elvis song before raising a toast in his  
memory. 

Bill had four grandchildren, Katie, Dan, Kelly and 
Connor and three great grandchildren, Coco Bella, 
Tillie and Sunny. Bill’s daughter in law, Helen 
Furneaux, who regarded herself as Bill’s daughter, said 
“He was a real family man and was always singing and 
smiling. He has the biggest smile in the world. “He’s 
going to be totally missed”. 

That sentiment is echoed by every member of DMC 
who was lucky enough to have known him. 

 

RIP Bill

“Bill Davies - life and soul of the party” 
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A Year in Pictures 

Back to the choir’s alma mater for the first concert of 
the year. A great way to start off 2018 with the musical  
talents of Martin Lloyd and Charlotte Gibbs.

Grand Concert at Ebeneser Chapel    20th January
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Our annual competition once again turned 
up a wealth of talent with the preliminary 
round held at Gowerton School and the 
Final at Taliesin Theatre as usual. The final 
four competitors that emerged somewhat 
unusually were all women, I think the first 
time that this has occurred. 

Young Musician of the Year - 2018    17th February 
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One of our favourite concerts of the year, this year shared with Parti Llwchwr and fine soloists. The weather was 
particularly unpleasant with snow forecast which lead to a rather small audience but that did not spoil the evening 
infused as it was with national fervour.  

St Davids Day Concert                           3rd March
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The Welsh links with military aviation go back to David 
Lloyd George who as Prime Minister made the decision 
to create a separate and independent air force to  
challenge the enemy in this new dimension. It was  
fitting therefore that the Royal Air Force chose to  
commemorate and celebrate its Centenary with a  
series of events beginning in Wales starting with a  
concert in the Brangwyn Hall on Friday 20th April 
2018 which attracted a packed audience. 

The combined Dunvant and Morriston RFC choirs 
were privileged to commence the programme with the 
band of the RAF College, Cranwell which brought out 
the best of both RAF and Welsh music. Guest soloists 
Gwawr Edwards and the Three Welsh Tenors also made 
major contributions, though it was a pity that the  
latter did not include Rhys Meirion whose pure tenor 
voice adds so much to the Trio’s quality. 

Gwawr’s programme started nostalgically with “Could 
have danced all night”, “We’ll gather lilacs” and “I vow 
to thee my country” and she joined the chorus in “The 
Holy City”  

The choirs continued with “Eli Jenkins Prayer”,  
“Y Tangnefeddwyr” and the very popular “First World 
War Medley”. The patriotic theme naturally followed 
with the Three Welsh Tenors rendition of a “Patriotic 
Medley”, “Rho I’m Y Hedd and “Gwinllan” before the 
first half of the programme was bought to a close with 
the 215 City of Swansea ATC drum display. 

The host for the evening was the highly experienced 
Brian Sullivan who coped well with the multiplicity of 
RAF ranks that he had to introduce. The second half 

of the programme was exclusively filled by the Band of 
the RAF College and at a suitable point the Musical 
Director called for all ex RAF personnel to stand. Many 
hundreds did so, but there was one exception who had 
to be wheeled into the central aisle; he was Chief  
Technician Lawrence Edward Cook who was  
celebrating his 101st birthday that day. He served from 
1935 to 1965 much of it in No1 Air Defence Squadron. 
He was heavily involved in the testing of missiles in 
Australia in the 1960’s in the Woomera Range and as 
a result the product became the Bloodhound Air  
Defence missile. 

Interestingly, Chief Technician Cook remains a year 
older than the RAF by celebrating his 102nd birthday 
this year 

 

Geoff Thorburn 

T2

RAF Centenary Celebration
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The choir were honoured to be part of the Centenary 
Celebrations of the RAF. It was a wonderful occasion 
involving the Dignitaries and people of Swansea who 
turned out to honour RAF personnel, past and present. 

The evening concert was magnificent with DMC  
playing a full part.

RAF Centenary Celebrations                  20th April

Ch. Tech Lawrence Cook - age 101

Dunvant and Morriston choirs in Joint RehearsalRAF Banner

RAF College Band
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Officers in charge

On parade

Geoff, Tim and Pete

Cadet Band
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A brilliant Final again this year with the four finalists giving it their all. The 
“experts” in the choir couldn’t agree on the winner so the adjudicators surely 
had a very difficult task. In the end, from the all female competitors, Emily 
Barrett emerged as a worthy winner. We wish her well in the future 

The Final Young Musician of the Year  5th May

All lady finalists

Presentation The adjudicators

Jon

Winner Emily Barrett
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This is becoming an annual event 
for the choir when we join with the 
Dylan Thomas Society for an 
evening of poetry and music to  
celebrate Swansea’s most famous 
son. 

Dylan Thomas Concert                            14th May

Christine Byrne

Poetry Readers

Waiting for the off
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This was the return visit of our friends from Swindon. A very good concert 
at All Saints, Oystermouth. It was mentioned to me by one of the  
Swindon choristers after that the church was a great place to sing in, a  
sentiment that echoes the feeling of our choir. To Mumbles Yacht Club  
after for the afterglow.

Concert with Swindon Male Choir           2nd June 

Swindon Male Choir

Jonathan and Bronwen
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On a coach to Cardiff to help with the launch of the 
new Volksagen. We must be good for an International 
company to have us travel for 50 miles. I wonder what 
was wrong with the local choirs? Jon started off the  

performance as is usual at these events and shoppers 
were suitably impressed. As far as I know there has been 
no feedback as to the effect our singing had on sales.

Flash mob in Cardiff                                 16th June

Screenshot
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To the idyllic setting of Margam Park on a perfect summer 
day to sing at the presentation of the Health Board 
awards.  

Surrounded by ancient ruins the choir members blended 
in perfectly to their background. A wonderful afternoon. 

Swansea University                                      5th July 
Health Board Awards 

Getting ready

Margam ruins

The Orangerie
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Our 39th such event. As usual we were blessed with superb soloists to  
compliment the choir. The event serves two purposes, to showcase the 
choir’s contribution to the musical life of the City and to thank our Patrons 
for their support for yet another year. A really fine event rewarding the 
music team for all their efforts in preparation for the concert.

Patrons Concert                                         28th July

Jon and Elin

Music Team - Tony, Jon and Hew

Gwyn and Sue - The Sales Team
Jeff and Artistes
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It is my opinion that elderly male legs are best left covered up, especially at a livestock show where animals could 
be spooked however it is my duty to report choir activities, putting personal prejudice aside. I apologise to any of 
our more sensitive readers for the inclusion of certain photos...   Ed 

The Gower Show                          15th August

Pin up boys

Just relaxing

Only a fiver!
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After months of practice the great 
day dawned. Having travelled to 
London the day before the choir 
was ready for what is always a very 
strenuous day. Several hours of 
practice with a meal before the 
evening concert. The experience is 
unparalleled especially for choir 
members who have not been  
involved before. Musically powerful 
the concert was worth all the effort 
that had been put in by the choir’s 
music team. 

London Welsh Festival 2018              15th October 

The Stage

Accompanist Annabel Thwaite

R.A.H.
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As the choir was already in London 
we were able to attend the Welsh 
Chapel for morning service on the 
Sunday morning following the  
concert at the Royal Albert Hall. 
The afterglow at the hotel the  
previous evening had been long and 
successful as not only was DMC in 
good voice but another of the  
participating choirs was staying at 
the same hotel. 

These worthies were from the  
Australian Welsh Choir and the 
evening had been rent with colonial 
accents. Great fun, with some  
bravery the choir hauled itself out of 
bed in time for the 10.00am service 
though the atmosphere was  
subdued broken only by the  
occasional groan from those with a 
headache. 

It was an honour to sing in such a 
beautiful building whose existence I 
was unaware of in spite of my 50 
years living in London. 

Welsh Chapel, London                       14th October 

Welsh Chapel of Central London

Welsh Chapel - Interior
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As usual held at the King Arthur 
this is the yearly chance to socialise 
as well as to recognise those of our 
members who have rendered long 
service to the choir. With such  
service comes fame, as well as in 
some cases notoriety. Such is the 
case with Mr Geoff Evans (Effi) who 
has reserved his space in the B2  
section for an incredible 60 years. 
The Grandfather Clock is still  
ticking to the delight of us all.  

Dave Mountfield a lover of choir 
singing with our choir and others 
was honoured for sharing his  
talent with us for 25 years. To them  
both the choir offers their  
congratulations and thanks.

Annual Presentation Lunch              25th October

The Chairman with Family

L to R Joyce, Effi, Chairman, President, David and Pat

Effi and Joyce with Family Neil and Rhian



After having had the privilege of being part of the choir 
and performing at the Albert Hall, Principality Stadium 
and Brangwyn Hall I was delighted to hear that we 
were to join with another choir and a number of solo 
artists in a Remembrance Concert at the Lyric Theatre 
in Carmarthen on Halloween weekend. A real live  
theatre. 

I remember visiting Carmarthen as a child and seeing 
the livestock market, (this has now moved to the show 
ground) but never imagined that I would ever perform 
in the Theatre. 

I investigated on the internet and discovered that  
although the building dates from the 1700’s it wasn’t 
opened as a theatre until the 80’s 

After much rehearsal the day arrived and dressed in our 
No 2 uniform of choir blazer, we boarded the coach to 
Carmarthen. We arrived early to allow for final  
preparation and staging and awaited the call to to take 
our places. 

How wonderful to have the curtains open and start the 
performance. We sung our hearts out. Then came the 
moment of the finale where both choirs and all the 
artists sang together while the poppy petals fell all 
around us, fluttering down from the ceiling. The main 
event was over. 

 

 

 

Our guide arrived to show us the way out through the 
maze that exists below the stage so that we could  
rejoin the concert for the finale but we got lost. We 
could hear the band strike up. The finale had begun 
without us. We hurriedly arrived on the stage as the 
final notes were played and the final poppies drifted to 
the floor. It seemed as hough they realised that we were 
late and had waited for us. 

In spite of the slight organisational hiccup the concert 
was a great success. 

As is usual we made our way to a local establishment for 
the afterglow. Upon arrival we discovered that the place 
was full of ghouls, witches and monsters. Of course, 
Halloween. We were told it was against company  
policy to allow singing on the premises but once the 
whole choir had gathered it was a policy that was soon 
forgotten and the afterglow began. It was a special time 
with the staff and assorted zombies joining in with a 
mixture of traditional Welsh hymns and rugby anthems. 

Time to leave, so after much hugging of young ladies 
with green faces and Dracula teeth we departed for 
home. 

With the concert and afterglow it was a memorable 
evening even if the trip back was interrupted by certain 
choristers needing a “comfort stop”, the sign of a good 
afterglow.   Ciao 

Mario De Francesco 

B1

DMC visit to Carmarthen                  27th October
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Silence as the poppies fall

On Stage
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A particularly poignant year’s Remembrance being 100 
years since the end of WW1. DMC joined forces with 
our friends from Morriston RFC Choir and the City’s 
representatives of the Armed Forces. A stirring event 
full of emotion.   

Lest We Forget

Remembrance Day                         10th November

Pipers entrance

Army CadetsThe Choirs
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I don’t know what it is about Winslow but it always seems to bring 
out the best in the choir. The warm welcome? The excellent tea 
laid on by the church ladies on our arrival? The packed house? 
Whatever it is it is always a pleasure to get together with our friends 
there. This atmosphere seems to spill over to the afterglow in the 
hotel which is always the best of the year. 

Winslow Christmas Festival              8th December

Home from home in Winslow

Our Music Team O Holy Night

Our Soloists

Ellen
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Our annual December concert is a great favourite with both choir and audience. A packed house again this year 
already in the Christmas spirit as the congregational singing demonstrated. 

Christmas Concert                     15th December

Congregation Singing

Combined Choirs



MARCH Sat 2nd St Davld s Concert St Peter’s, Newton 

 

MAY Sat 11th Mllford Haven Muslc Festlval St Katharlnes 

 

JUNE Sat 1st Wedding St Paul s Church, Sketty " 

Sat 29th Male Voice Competltlon - Cardlgan Elsteddfod. 

 

JULY Thurs 4th Corporate Functlon - Great Hall, Bay Campus  

Sat 6th Patrons Concert St Mary s Church, Swansea 

Fri 26th Wedding Caersalem Newydd Church, Treboeth 

 

SEPTEMBER Sept Concert for Dunvant Soclal Centre 

 

OCTOBER Sun 6th Harvest Festlval Ebenezer Chapel, Dunvant 

31st Oct-3rd N W England Tour (Lancash1re/ Cumbrla)  

NOVEMBER Fri 8th Swansea Rotary Annlvers Dlnner - Brangwyn 

 

DECEMBER Fri 6th Weddlng, Oldwalls, Gower 

Sat 14th Christmas Concert St Mary s Church, Swansea

DUNVANT MALE CHOIR PATRONS APPLICATION FORM  
SUBSCRIPTION INCLUDES: A TICKET FOR THE “ANNUAL PATRONS CONCERT” AND A 
COPY OF THE “ANNUAL MAGAZINE”.  

Application & renewal - Cheque payment (payable to Dunvant Male Choir)  

I enclose cheque for £................ (being £18 per patron for my / our annual subscription)  

PERSONAL DETAILS  

Print Name(s): ..................................................................................................................................................  

Address: ............................................................................................................................................................ 

............................................................................................................................................................................  

Post Code: .................................................................. Tel No: ........................................................................ 

Signed: ........................................................................ Date: ............................................................................ 

Email:..................................................................................................................................................................  

Send to: Stuart Jones, Choir Sec, 21 Walters Row, Dunvant, SA2 7TB

Dunvant Male Choir - Provisional Diary 2019
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Choir Secretary: Stuart Jones 
01792 429516 

Stuart.jones627@ntlworld.com 

Recruitment: Kevin Fitzgerald 
07935 424085 

kevin.fitzgerald@hotmail.co.uk

For more information contact us here:



St James Funeral Home
in Private Ownership

Main Office and Chapel of Rest 
31 St James Garden, Uplands, Swansea  

Other Offices at: 462 Gower Road, Killay, Swansea 
3 Gorwydd Road, Gowerton, Swansea 

24 Hour Service  

Telephone: 01792 643840 
Email: info@stjamesfuneralhome.co.uk  

Partners: S.J. Lee - P. Garland Thomas

Golden Charter Prepaid                                                                                     Funeral Plans Available


