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Neges y Gweinidog    Minister’s Message. 
Do you like challenges? I really like a challenge that stretches me, mind, body and spirit. There is 

no better time to accept a challenge than during Lent, when we think about our situation and our 
relationships, and ‘try to do better’. 

Recently a challenge was placed before a meeting of the Congregation at the Church, following 
the question asked by a regular attendant - ‘Where do we want to be as a Church in five and ten years’ 
time?’ This is a good question, but I would like to adapt it to ask ‘Where does God want us to be as a 
Church in five and ten years’ time?’ I hope that you can see the difference between these two 
challenges. 

But to get back to the question itself, the question of moving forward, of evolving as a Church. 
One answer that was suggested was to raise our awareness of the needs of society and the community 
around us, and move forward as a missionary church, a church of outreach. This is a noble cause, it is 
certainly what we believe to be what God asks of us. BUT is it enough? Is this the starting point? I would 
suggest not. 

I would suggest that we should not expect any institution to survive, let alone become a mission 
church, without starting in worship, the place to learn how to work together. By praying together, by 
meeting God face to face together, THEN we can move forward and evolve as God wishes us to do. If 
we are serious about the vision and mission of Christ’s Church, we MUST come together and worship, 
come together and learn how to serve together. 

One day you may decide to accept the challenge of working for Christ and realize that the best 
place to start is at the Church, and on that day you may come to Church and find the front door closed – 
permanently.  

And so I come to the Challenge. I challenge you to attend services. Every member of every 
church must ask themselves what their priorities are. The only reason for not putting church service 
attendance as a priority should be a VERY good reason. Not an excuse, but a reason. My challenge to 
you who do not attend regularly, if at all, is ATTEND. WORSHIP. SERVE. 

Before we can even think of serving others, I challenge you to create a situation where the 
attendance at this church is doubled. Do not expect the few, the elderly, the infirm, to carry the torch on 
your behalf.   Are you up to this challenge?          

                                                                                                     Bendithion, Deian 



     Saint David and Saint David's Day 
 
If you were lucky enough to be in Wales on March the first, you would find the country in a festive mood. Every 
self-respecting man, woman and child would be celebrating St. David's Day in one way or another. But who was 
St. David, and why is he so important to the Welsh?  
Well, Saint David, or Dewi Sant, is the patron Saint of Wales. He was a Celtic monk, abbot and bishop, who lived 
in the sixth century. During his life, he was the archbishop of Wales, and he was one of many early saints who 
helped to spread Christianity among the pagan Celtic tribes of western Britain.  
For details of the life of Dewi, we depend mainly on his biographer, Rhigyfarch. He wrote Buchedd Dewi (the life 
of David) in the 11th century. Gerallt Gymro (Giraldus Cambrensis), who wrote a book about his travels through 
Wales in the 12th century, also gives some information about Dewi's early life. Dewi died in the sixth century, so 
nearly five hundred years elapsed between his death and the first manuscripts recording his life. As a result, it isn't 
clear how much of the history of Dewi's life is legend rather than fact.  
However, both sources say, so we can be relatively certain, that Dewi was a very gentle person who lived a frugal 
life. It is claimed that he ate mostly bread and herbs - probably watercress, which was widely used at the time. 
Despite this supposedly meagre diet, it is reported that he was tall and physically strong.  
Dewi is said to have been of royal lineage. His father, Sant, was the son of Ceredig, who was prince of Ceredigion, 
a region in South-West Wales. His mother, Non, was the daughter of a local chieftain. Legend has it that Non was 
also a niece of King Arthur.  
Dewi was born near Capel Non (Non's chapel) on the South-West coast of Wales near the present city of Saint 
David. We know a little about his early life - he was educated in a monastery called Hen Fynyw, his teacher being 
Paulinus, a blind monk. Dewi stayed there for some years before going forth with a party of followers on his 
missionary travels.  
Dewi travelled far on his missionary journeys through Wales, where he established several churches. He also 
travelled to the south and west of England and Cornwall as well as Brittany. It is also possible that he visited 
Ireland. Two friends of his, Saints Padarn and Teilo, are said to have often accompanied him on his journeys, and 
they once went together on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem to meet the Patriarch.  
Dewi is sometimes known, in Welsh, as 'Dewi Ddyfrwr' (David the Water Drinker) and, indeed, water was an 
important part of his life - he is said to have drunk nothing else. Sometimes, as a self-imposed penance, he would 
stand up to his neck in a lake of cold water, reciting Scripture. Little wonder, then, that some authors have seen 
Dewi as an early Puritan!  
He founded a monastery at Glyn Rhosyn (Rose Vale) on the banks of the small river Alun where the cathedral city 
of St. David stands today. The monastic brotherhood that Dewi founded was very strict, the brothers having to 
work very hard besides praying and celebrating masses. They had to get up very early in the morning for prayers 
and afterwards work very hard to help maintain life at the monastery, cultivating the land and even pulling the 
plough. Many crafts were followed - beekeeping, in particular, was very important. The monks had to keep 
themselves fed as well as the many pilgrims and travellers who needed lodgings. They also had to feed and clothe 
the poor and needy in their neighbourhood.  
There are many stories regarding Dewi's life. It is said that he once rose a youth from death, and milestones during 
his life were marked by the appearance of springs of water. These events are arguably more apocryphal than 
factual, but are so well known to Welsh-speaking schoolchildren that it is worth mentioning them here.  
Perhaps the most well-known story regarding Dewi's life is said to have taken place at the Synod of Llanddewi 
Brefi. They were to decide whether Dewi was to be Archbishop. A great crowd gathered at the synod, and when 
Dewi stood up to speak, one of the congregation shouted, 'We won't be able to see or hear him'. At that instant the 
ground rose till everyone could see and hear Dewi. Unsurprisingly, it was decided, very shortly afterwards, that 
Dewi would be the Archbishop...  
It is claimed that Dewi lived for over 100 years, and it is generally accepted that he died in 589. His last words to 
his followers were in a sermon on the previous Sunday. Rhigyfarch transcribes these as 'Be joyful, and keep your 
faith and your creed. Do the little things that you have seen me do and heard about. I will walk the path that our 
fathers have trod before us.' 'Do the little things' ('Gwnewch y pethau bychain') is today a very well-known phrase 
in Welsh, and has proved an inspiration to many. On a Tuesday, the first of March, in the year 589, the monastery 
is said to have been 'filled with angels as Christ received his soul'.  



Dewi's body was buried in the grounds of his own monastery, where the Cathedral of St. David now stands. After 
his death, his influence spread far and wide - first through Britain, along what was left of the Roman roads, and by 
sea to Cornwall and Brittany.  
St David's Day, as celebrated today, dates back to 1120, when Dewi was canonised by Pope Callactus the Second, 
and March 1st was included in the Church calendar. After Dewi's canonisation, many pilgrimages were made to St. 
David's, and it was reported that two pilgrimages there equalled one to Rome, and three pilgrimages one to 
Jerusalem. March 1st was celebrated until the Reformation as a holy day. Many churches are dedicated to Dewi, 
and some to his mother Non.  
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 
                                                                St. David's Day Celebrations. 

We are just recovering here in Toronto after a marathon, four day St. David’s Day celebration.   

The Toronto Welsh Male Voice Choir started the series of events on February 26th with a live performance at the 
Canadian Broadcasting Corporation’s Concert Hall.  This drew the attention of GTA listeners of,  this Classical 
Music channel to the significance and importance of March 1st. 

The elegant Racquet Club was the venue for the St. David’s Society’s grand banquet on Friday, Feb 27.  Two 
delightful young girls in Welsh costume led in the honoured guests, who were introduced by President, Peter 
Williams.  Betty Cullingworth gave an eloquent toast to our adopted land, Canada. Peter Williams honoured 
Myfanwy Bajaj with a presentation to thank her for her many years of service as president of the Saint Davids 
Society. 

Guest speaker, Ifan Davies of Carmarthenshire, Wales, kept us in gales of laughter.  Ifan is better known in Wales 
as Jac Codi Baw - because he’s a building contractor!  He is very much a favourite with the Welsh community 
here and this was his second appearance at the St. David’s Society’s annual banquet.  Ifan is one of the best joke 
tellers I have heard, but under the hilarity there is a seriousness, as all his speaking fees are donated to Cancer 
Research back in Wales. He has been instrumental in raising thousands of pounds for the cause. West Wales now 
receives far greater cancer care thanks to his tireless efforts. 

The St. David’s Day concert took place at the Metropolitan Church on Saturday evening.  The Toronto Welsh Male 
Voice Choir and Merched Dewi , along with soloists Gwyndaf Jones and Sheryl Clay, delighted the audience with 
their performances.  Kudos to everyone. 

Sunday began early at Dewi Sant Welsh Church with a 9.30 AM service presented by the Welsh learners.  
Teachers John Otley and Annette Evans had prepared their students well and it was wonderful to hear them take 
charge of the service.   At 11 AM the Rev Deian Evans conducted the English service, which ended with the 
singing of Hen Wlad Fy Nhadau.  

 Time for a quick cup of tea and some Welsh cakes and Bara Brith before racing down to City Hall where 
Councillor Cliff Jenkins awaited us.  After a reception at which Councillor Jenkins, the Rev Deian Evans and Peter 
Williams spoke, we trooped out to the roof where the Draig Goch (the Red Dragon) was waiting to be hoisted, 
aided by four of Dewi Sant Welsh Church’s young girls in Welsh costume .  What a thrill to see the Welsh flag  
flying high over City Hall in this, the largest and most multi-cultural city in Canada.  

A truly super weekend!   The only negative aspect was that the Welsh rugby team failed to beat the French.  Oh! 
Well.  We can’t have everything, I suppose.                                                Hefina Phillips 

     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

                                                                     UCW           Spring Bazaar. 

We have decided to change the format slightly. This Spring we are concentrating mainly on baked goods, jams 
preserves etc. Gaynor Mc Connell will once again coordinate this stall. We are asking for gently used china, 



figurines etc, knitted goods, Welsh goods including CDs and DVDs, not tapes please. Tables are available for a 
small fee. 
We do not want any clothes or electrical goods. There will not be a white elephant stall this time.  
When you bring in your donations please put your names on the bags, boxes etc. 
It is very labour intensive and frustrating to have to take car loads of damaged goods etc to the dump 
There will be a raffle, so if you have something to donate for that we would be thankful. 
The Spring Sale coordinator  will be Nina Smith Morris Tel: 416 488 6445 
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 
 
                                     What Are You Doing on Good Friday This Year? 
 
As I was choosing the hymns for this year’s Good Friday Gymanfa Ganu, my mind wondered back to the Good 
Fridays of my youth. Our family never missed one of these special days, as Dewi Sant’s Gymanfa Ganu was a 
highlight of the year for the Welsh in southern Ontario. Busloads of Welsh from outlying areas would arrive late in 
the afternoon (before the advent of the afternoon service) in time for the dinner. You had to buy your dinner ticket 
early to assure yourself a place at one of the two seatings although tickets were also available at the door for 
latecomers. Many people preferred to eat at the first seating so they could stake out prime seats upstairs in the 
sanctuary for the singing. As the time for the Gymanfa neared, chairs were placed in the aisles and in front of the 
first pews since seats were at a premium. Occasionally extra seats were even placed in the narthex. (The fire 
marshal would probably not have approved but Welsh singing can cloud the senses of even the most level-headed!)  
Does this reminiscence sound like a plea for a return to the “good old days”? Well, perhaps in some ways, it is. 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have the church filled to overflowing so that the sound of Welsh hymn singing would 
rebound from the rafters! I still hear, in my musings, the thrilling sound of the four part harmonies being sung so 
vibrantly in the small chapel on Clinton Street and later on Melrose Avenue. 
You are all invited to come out this Good Friday and continue to make musical memories at Dewi Sant. Please 
bring along your Gymanfa book if you have one; of course music will be provided for those who do not have 
their own book.  
In the afternoon service, Reverend Deian Evans will be conducting the bi-lingual service along with Glenys 
Huws. It will be a special treat to hear the message from one of the ‘children of the church’. 
So here is a suggested timetable for a special Good Friday: 
Afternoon Bilingual Service -               3:30 P.M. 
Delicious dinner  – prepared by the UCW                 5.00 P.M. 
Evening Gymanfa Ganu –     7:00 P.M. 
Hope to see you there…..                                                                                               Betty Cullingworth 
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 
                                                                          Good Friday 
The U C W ladies will be serving a hot home cooked dinner between the afternoon worship service and the Annual 
Gymanfa Ganu. We will be making all effort to see that you get a good hot meal, and plenty of it. There will also 
be a delicious Sherry trifle afterwards! 
We are charging $12 for the meal, which you would not be able to get in the local restaurants at that price. We are 
encouraging you all to eat with us that afternoon. Know that you are also supporting Dewi Sant when you do so. 
Tickets are being sold in advance to help us cater realistically for you. Get your tickets from Maureen Davies, 
Myfanwy Bajaj and the church office. Please support us rather than the local restaurants that may be open. Our 
need is greater and the cause may be worthier! 
    ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~* 

              Dear Welsh societies in Australia, Canada, New Zealand and the USA.  

I take it that many of you have read the news that Ninnau is reducing its distribution from 11 to 6 editions per year. 
Ninnau has been a stalwart in the North American Welsh community for a generation, it has been a strong 
supporter of all our Welsh groups and is one of the first places that all of us turn too to share our stories of what we 
are doing and publicise our events.  



I strongly believe that we need a print publication such as Ninnau and find the news about its new bi-monthly 
publication disconcerting.  Websites do not have the great feel of a newspaper, nor can you hand out a website at a 
festival, it would be a great loss to all of us if Ninnau were to fail.  
I sincerely hope that everyone keeps up their subscriptions and continues to encourage your members to 
subscribe. However I do believe this reduced distribution is going to be detrimental to Welsh societies wanting to 
publicise their events.  
I know that many of you have already joined AmeriCymru, and that many of you use the site regularly.  For those 
of you that haven’t, I am hoping that you will start viewing AmeriCymru as sort of an online version of Ninnau for 
the 21st century.  AmeriCymru greeted it's 1,000th member just before St. David's Day this year, it's members are 
found all over the world, but are  mainly located in Australia, Canada, the USA & Wales.  
AmeriCymru is an excellent way to reach out to a new audience and publicise your events to a new generation of 
readers. The site is very easy to use, but if you are not proficient with computers or are not comfortable with adding 
your events, please feel free to email either myself (David Parry – welshchicago@gmail.com) or the site’s owner 
(Ceri Shaw – americymru@gmail.com) and we will add your event listing within 48 hours.  
Approximately 140 Welsh events around the globe in the next few months alone are currently listed on 
AmeriCymru.  Aside from all the event listings, the site also features hundreds of Welsh interest stories, opinions, 
public forums, articles, interviews, videos, photos, and much, much more besides.  
The site can be found at http://americymru.ning.com                                                    David Parry. 
Diolch David. It is good to know that there will still be a very strong Welsh presence in North America.. For those 
with computers this is encouraging news. The regular Ninnau will be greatly missed. Myfanwy.  
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 
 “If I sold my house and my car, had a big garage sale, and gave all my money to the church, would that get me 
into heaven?” I asked the children in my Sunday school class. 
“NO!” the children all answered. 
“If I cleaned the church every day, mowed the yard, and kept everything neat and tidy, would that get me into 
heaven?” 
Once more they all answered, “NO!”  
“Well, then, if I was kind to animals and gave candy to all the children and loved my wife, would that get me into 
heaven?” I asked them again.   Once more they all answered, “NO!”  
“Well,” I continued, thinking they were a good bit more theologically sophisticated than I had given them credit 
for,“Then how can I get into heaven?”  
A five-year-old boy shouted out, “YOU GOTTA BE DEAD!”                                                    Vaughan Lewis                

Paddy’s pregnant sister was in a coma after a car accident. After being in the coma for six months she awakens 
and realized that she was not pregnant. Frantically she asks the doctor what happened to her baby.. The doctor 
explained that twins were delivered by caeserian section and were doing very well. Due to the situation the little 
boy and girl were Christened straight away and Paddy came in to name the babies. “Oh no, not me brother he is a 
clueless idiot,” she cried. Expecting the worst she asks the doctor the name of her daughter. “Denise,” replied the 
doctor. “I really like that,” she replied, “what did he call my son?”  Denephew,” replied the doctor.                           
(This my friends is a true groaner!).         M   

     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~~*~**~*~ 

     Cornel Fach Y Gegin----------Kitchen Corner.This is as yet is an untested recipe, but it sounds like decadent 
fun.  Five Minute Chocolate Cake in A Mug  4 tablespoons flour:  4 tablespoons sugar:  2 tablespoons of cocoa:  
1 egg:  3 tablespoons of milk:  3 tablespoons of oil:  3 tablespoons of chocolate chips (optional):  a small splash of 
vanilla extract:  1 very large microwaveable mug!   Method  Put the dry goods in the mug and mix well. Add the 
egg and mix thoroughly. Add the oil and milk and mix well. Add chocolate chips if you are using them and the 
vanilla. Mix well. Microwave for 3 minutes at 1000 watts. The cake will rise well over the top of the mug but don’t 
be alarmed. Allow the cake to cool. EAT and share if you really want to!                                                                              
This is said to be the most dangerous cake recipe in the world because NOW we are 5 minutes away from 
chocolate cake day or night. Myfanwy and all Dewi Sant personnel declare that they are in no way responsible 
for any weight gained or burns sustained, microwave explosions or any other detrimental occurrences related to 
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this cake. Partake at our own risk!!  ENJOY!  M                                                                                                                  
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*                                                                
Now that Spring- hopefully is here it is time to start thinking about the barbeque. Not everyone cares for beef so 
here is a tasty…………………………    Lamb Burger.                                                                                                        
Ingredients.   2 teaspoons of oil:  1 cup of finely chopped mushrooms:  ½ a cup of finely chopped onions:  2 oz 
feta cheese crumbled:  1 pound of lean ground lamb:  ¼ cup of finely chopped fresh chives or green onions:  1 
teaspoon of dried oregano:  2 tablespoons barbeque sauce:  3 tablespoons of dry breadcrumbs:  1 egg:  2 teaspoons 
of minced garlic:  3 tablespoons of black olives:  a dash each of salt and pepper:  1/3 of a cup of hummus.                          
Method.  Preheat the grill. Spray with cooking oil.  In a non stick frying pan, add oil, cook mushrooms and onions 
over a medium high heat for 6 minutes or until cooked and is no longer wet.In a bowl, stir together lamb, chives, 
oregano, barbeque sauce, bread crumbs, egg, garlic, black olives, salt and pepper. Stir in the fried onion mixture. 
Form into patties. Grill patties over medium high heat for 8 minutes per side, or until cooked through. M                        
( Rose Reisman of the Post City Magazine.) 

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~   

A 98 year old woman in the UK wrote this to her bank.  The bank manager thought it amusing enough to have it 
published in the Times.                                                                                                                                        “Dear 
Sir, I am writing to thank you for bouncing my cheque with which I endeavoured to pay my plumber last month. 
By my calculations, three nanoseconds must have elapsed between his presenting the cheque and the arrival in my 
account of the funds needed to honour it. I refer, of course, to the automatic monthly deposit of my Pension, an 
arrangement, which, I admit, has been in place for only thirty eight years. You are to be commended for seizing 
that brief window of opportunity, and also for debiting my account £30 by way of penalty for the inconvenience 
caused to your bank.  
My thankfulness springs from the manner in which this incident has caused me to rethink my errant financial ways. 
I noticed that whereas I personally attend to your telephone calls and letters, when I try to contact you, I am 
confronted by the impersonal, overcharging, pre-recorded, faceless entity which your bank has become.  From now 
on, I, like you, choose only to deal with a flesh-and-blood person. My mortgage and loan payments will therefore 
and hereafter no longer be automatic, but will arrive at your bank by cheque, addressed personally and 
confidentially to an employee at your bank whom you must nominate.  Be aware that it is an offence under the 
Postal Act for any other person to open such an envelope. Please find attached an Application Contact Status which 
I require your chosen employee to complete. I am sorry it runs to eight pages, but in order that I know as much 
about him or her as your bank knows about me, there is no alternative.  Please note that all copies of his or her 
medical history must be countersigned by a Solicitor, and the mandatory details of his/her financial situation 
(income, debts, assets and liabilities) must be accompanied by documented proof. In due course, I will issue your 
employee with PIN number which he/she must quote in dealings with me.  I regret that it cannot be shorter than 28 
digits but, again, I have modelled it on the number of button presses required of me to access my account balance 
on your phone bank service. As they say, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery. Let me level the playing field 
even further. When you call me, press buttons as follows:  
1. To make an appointment to see me. 2. To query a missing payment. 3. To transfer the call to my living room in 
case I am there. 4. To transfer the call to my bedroom in case I am sleeping. 5. To transfer the call to my toilet in 
case I am attending to nature. 6. To transfer the call to my mobile phone if I am not at home.  
7. To leave a message on my computer (a password to access my computer is required. A password will be 
communicated to you at a later date to the Authorized Contact.) 8 To return to the main menu and to listen to 
options 1 through to 8.  9. To make a general complaint or inquiry, the contact will then be put on hold, pending the 
attention of my automated answering service. While this may, on occasion, involve a lengthy wait, uplifting music 
will play for the duration of the call. Regrettably, but again following your example, I must also levy an 
establishment fee to cover the setting up of this new arrangement. May I wish you a happy, if ever so slightly less 
prosperous, New Year. Your Humble Client.”       (Remember: this was written by a 98 year old woman;)                          
                             DOESN'T SHE MAKE YOU PROUD                                 Meriel Simpson 
    ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~                                                               
If you don’t stand for something you can fall for anything:::: Courage does not always soar. Sometimes it is the 



quiet voice at the end of the day saying, “I will try again tomorrow.”::::Keep your face toward the sunshine and 
you will not see the shadows. 

     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

THE ABBOTT LOST HIS LAND".   A Story about Saint Beuno of Wales 
  
The great day had finally arrived. This was the day when King Cadvon was to give land to Abbott Beuno and his 
monks to build a church. The monks had gathered piles of stones to build it. 
A hymn had been sung by the crowd gathered in the beautiful field. Then King Cadvon gave a long speech telling 
everyone about his "so generous gift of land" to Abbott Beuno and his monks. From out of the crowd, stepped a 
young woman who carried a baby in her arms.  
"Stop the ceremony !" she said firmly. Everyone turned to look at her.  
"Who dares interrupt this sacred service?" growled the king, as he reached for his sharp sword. 
"King Cadvan, this land was bought by my father. I've just come back home to claim it for myself and my son." 
said the young woman, her eyes flashing in anger. 
"And who are these old people," said the king, pointing to the elderly men and women who huddled close to her. 
"They can testify that they saw my father buy this land. You know, King Cadvan, that this is our custom," she said. 
King Cadvan took his sword in his hand and strode to the group. His eyes flashed angrily. Blood would be spilled 
and he would have his way. "Stop, in the name of the High King of Heaven, stop" 
This time is was Abbott Beuno who spoke. He had worked long and hard to form his Christian Community and 
now, this wonderful day, he was being given land to build a church. "If it's legally her and her son's land...so let it 
be."  
Abbott Beuno said sternly. 
 At the same time, his heart was breaking. Where would he build his church now ? All that time and energy  wasted 
! Now he had to begin again. He felt sick.  
The king turned to Abbott Beuno: "If that's what you want, then you won't get any more help from me." He strode 
away followed by his Princes and men-at-arms. "God bless you, my sister-in-Christ...and bless you in your work on 
this land."  Abbott Beuno said. 
"Thank you dear Abbott. You’re a real Christian !" she said. "Come Brothers, let us leave." said Abbott Beuno. 
With heavy hearts, they left the beautiful field. They knew that Abbott Beuno had done the right thing...but it was, 
so hard a decision." "Wait, my friends !" said young Prince Gwyddeiant, King Cadvan's cousin. 
"You are truly men of God. Come and live and work in my area. I can give you land too, for your church.  
Prince Gwyddeiant was as good as his word. Abbott Beuno, and the Brothers built a church on the Prince's land 
where people worshipped and the sick and poor were cared for. 

                      Gerlinde Kennedy-Jones  BA  BACNeil Kennedy-Jones  M.Ed  MTS  RRP 
  ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*J 
                                Judas Asparagus                                                                           

A child was asked to write a book report on the entire Bible.                                                                                                
This is amazing and brought tears of laughter to my eyes. I wonder how often we take for granted that children 
understand what we are teaching??? Through the eyes of a child: The Children's Bible in a Nutshell                                 
In the beginning, which occurred near the start, there was nothing but God, darkness, and some gas. The Bible 
says, 'The Lord thy God is one, but I think He must be a lot older than that. Anyway, God said, 'Give me a light!' 
and someone did. Then God made the world. He split the Adam and made Eve. Adam and Eve were naked, but 
they weren't embarrassed because mirrors hadn't been invented yet. Adam and Eve disobeyed God by eating one 
bad apple, so they were driven from the Garden of Eden.....Not sure what they were driven in though, because they 
didn't have cars. Adam and Eve had a son, Cain, who hated his brother as long as he was Abel. Pretty soon all of 
the early people died off, except for Methuselah, who lived to be like a million or something.                                              
One of the next important people was Noah, who was a good guy, but one of his kids was kind of a Ham. Noah 
built a large boat and put his family and some animals on it. He asked some other people to join him, but they said 
they would have to take a rain check. After Noah came Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. Jacob was more famous than 
his brother, Esau, because Esau sold Jacob his birthmark in exchange for some pot roast. Jacob had a son named 
Joseph who wore a really loud sports coat.                                                                                                                               



Another important Bible guy is Moses, whose real name was Charlton Heston. Moses led the Israel Lights out of 
Egypt and away from the evil Pharaoh after God sent ten plagues on Pharaoh's people. These plagues included 
frogs, mice, lice, bowels, and no cable. God fed the Israel Lights every day with manicotti. Then he gave them His 
Top Ten Commandments. These include: don't lie, cheat, smoke, dance, or covet your neighbour's stuff.                             
Oh, yeah, I just thought of one more: Humour thy father and thy mother. One of Moses' best helpers was Joshua 
who was the first Bible guy to use spies. Joshua fought the battle of Geritol and the fence fell over on the town. 
After Joshua came David. He got to be king by killing a giant with a slingshot. He had a son named Solomon who 
had about 300 wives and 500 porcupines. My teacher says he was wise, but that doesn't sound very wise to me. 
After Solomon there were a bunch of major league prophets. One of these was Jonah, who was swallowed by a big 
whale and then barfed up on the shore. There were also some minor league prophets, but I guess we don't have to 
worry about them.                                                                                                                                                                     
After the Old Testament came the New Testament. Jesus is the star of The New. He was born in Bethlehem in a 
barn. (I wish I had been born in a barn too, because my mom is always saying to me, 'Close the door! Were you 
born in a barn?' It would be nice to say, 'As a matter of fact, I was.') During His life, Jesus had many arguments 
with sinners like the Pharisees and the Democrats. Jesus also had twelve possums. The worst one was Judas 
Asparagus. Judas was so evil that they named a terrible vegetable after him. Jesus was a great man. He healed 
many leopards and even preached to some Germans on the Mount.                                                                                        
But the Democrats and all those guys put Jesus on trial before Pontius the Pilot. Pilot didn't stick up for Jesus. He 
just washed his hands instead.                                                                                                                                                
Anyways, Jesus died for our sins, then came back to life again. He went up to Heaven but will be back at the end of 
the Aluminum. His return is foretold in the book of Revolution.                                                       Frances Silburn.          
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~  

       The Pastor and his Son 

Every Sunday afternoon, after morning service at the church, the Pastor and his eleven year old sun would go out 
into their town and hand out Gospel Tracts. This particular Sunday as it came time for them to go to the streets, it 
was very and pouring with rain. The boy bundled up in his warmest and driest clothes and told his dad that he was 
ready to go. His dad asked him what he was ready for. The little boy said that he was ready to go out to deliver the 
tracts. His dad’s response was that the weather was much too bad and that there would not be anyone out on such a 
day. The boy gave his dad a very surprised look and asked, “but dad aren’t people still going to hell even though 
it’s raining?” His father replied that even so he just was not going out in that weather. The little boy insisted on 
going out alone. With that the little boy went door to door handing out the tracts and handing them to anyone that 
he met on the street. After two hours of walking he was soaking and chilled to the bone and was down to his last 
tract. The streets were deserted. As he started to go home he stopped at the first house that he came to. He rang the 
door bell but there was no answer. Finally the eleven year old turned to leave when something stopped him. He 
went back and rang the door bell. He rang and rang and something still stopped him leaving. Eventually a little old 
frail lady open the door a crack. ”What can I do for you son?,” she asked with a radiant eyes and a smile that lit up 
her face. The little boy answered, “ ma’am I’m sorry if I disturbed you, but I just wanted to tell you that JESUS 
LOVES YOU and I gave you my last Gospel  tract .which will tell you of his great love” he handed her the tract 
and turned to leave. 

On the following Sunday the Pastor was in the pulpit and asked if anyone had a testimony or want to say anything.  
Slowly in the back row an elderly lady stood. As she began to speak a look of glorious radiance came from her 
face. “No one in this church knows me here as I have never been to this church before You see last Sunday I was 
not a Christian. My husband had passed away leaving me totally alone in the world.  

Last Sunday on such an inclement day I no longer wished to live. I had come to the end of the line where I no 
longer had hope or the will to live. I took a rope and a chair up to the attic. I fastened the rope to a rafter and 
fastened the other around my neck. Standing on the chair so lonely and broken hearted I was about to leap when I 
heard the door bell ringing. I thought that if I waited a minute the person would go away. I waited and waited, but 
the person who was ringing started knocking loudly. I thought to myself  ”who on earth could this be, No one ever 
calls me”. I loosened the rope and went down to see who it was. 



 When I opened the door I could hardly believe my eyes for there was the most radiant angelic little boy I had ever 
seen. I could never describe his smile to you. The words that came from his mouth caused my heart, that had been 
long dead to leap to life as he exclaimed, “ma’am I just came to tell you that JESUS REALLY LOVES YOU.” 
Then he gave me the gospel tract. As this little angel left my door I went back upstairs to get the rope and the chair. 
I would not be needing them any more 

You see now I am a Happy Child of The King. Since the address of your church was on the back of the Gospel 
Tract I came here personally to say thank you to the little angel. He came just in time to save my soul from an 
eternity in hell. There was not a dry eye in the church as the pastor came down from the pulpit to hug his son. 
Probably no church has seen such a glorious moment or a prouder father except one. Our Father also allowed His 
Son to go out into the cold and dark world He received His son back with unspeakable joy and all of heaven 
shouted praises and honour to he King.. The father sat his Beloved Son on a throne far above all principality and 
power and every name that is named.                   John  W Coombs.                                                                     
    ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~  

                    Gadwyn Donors.                                                                           

Our thanks go to:-Bill Davies:  Phyllis McLeod: John and Debbie Baxter, Vancouver. Diolch yn fawr iawn. 

                       Cosher Bailey’s Engine 

I wonder how many of our readers have heard the traditional Welsh ditty about Cosher Bailey’s engine? The 
following words of the first verse and chorus are as follows. 

     Cosher Bailey had an engine,                                                                         
                That was always needing mending,                                                                
                And according to the power,                                                                           
                It could do four miles an hour. 

                                                            Did you ever see?   Did you ever see ?                                                                          

                                                            Did you ever see?     Such a funny thing before                                 
                             

Cosher Bailey’s proper name was Crawshay Bailey. He was a Yorkshire man who managed an iron foundry at 
Nant-Y-Glo in South Wales. As his name indicates he was related to the Crawshay  the iron-masters from Merthyr, 
who lived in Cyfarthfa Castle. The Bailey family bought the Nant- y- Glo foundry and the furnaces at nearby 
Beaufort and in 1821 built a tramway from Nant-y- Glo to Govilon and Abergavenny. At first, horses were used for 
traction. Trains loaded with products of the iron foundries as well as coal from local mines were allowed to run 
down by gravity towards Abergavenny. Coming back up, the horses pulled the trains loaded with limestone for the 
furnaces. After a trip up North, Crawshay Bailey experimented with steam engines. The trials were not successful 
and the unreliable engines probably inspired the song mentioned above. In the1850’s there were plans to construct 
a railway from Abergavenny to Merthyr. Constuction started in1860 and for the first few miles the route of 
Bailey’s tramway was used. Bailey was in fact the chairman of the Merthyr, Tredegar and Abergavenny Railway 
Company but regrettably he died in1872, whereas the railway did not reach Merthyr until June 1879. The route of 
the line took it through Clydach, Brynmawr, Beaufort, Nantybwch and Dowlais Top to Merthyr. This route crossed 
the most exposed and bleakest countryside in South Wales and there are many stories of trains stranded for days by 
snow drifts. After the second world war the line was getting run down. The passenger service was withdrawn 
in1958 and by the mid 1960’s the line was completely abandoned. Parts of the route however, for the “Heads of the 
Valleys” road (A -465). There is not much of the old line to be seen these days, but near Nantwych, on the north 
side of the     A-465 is a beautiful, 9 arch limestone viaduct that once carried the tracks across the shallow valley.              
The route that the railway took included many steep grades as well as sharp curves and several tunnels that had 
restricted clearances. It was impossible therefore, to use large powerful engines, so most of the lines were worked 



by small tank engines known as “Coal Tanks.300 of these engines were built by the London and North Western 
Railway in the 1800’s. They were so well built that some of them lasted until the early 1950’s, just before the line 
closed.                                                                                                                                                                        
Happily one of the class has been preserved, in fact it is the same loco that worked the last passenger train over the 
line on Sunday, January 5th. 1958. This loco is now on the latter stages of restoration at Ingrow in Yorkshire and 
will soon be back in steam to the delight of “Railfans.” This descendent of Cosher Bailey’s engine is being well 
cared for.                                                                                                                Hadrian Evans. Vernon B.C 

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~                                                                        
In Memoriam.     Er Cof. 

It is with regret that we announce the passing of  Richard Trefor Jones of Aurora last week in his late nineties. He 
had been in indifferent health for quite some time, but battled on valiantly. Although he had left Wales many many 
years ago and raised a family here in Canada he was a staunch Welsh man until the end. There was nothing that he 
enjoyed more than a chat in Welsh on the telephone especially with North Walians. He was quite partial to Welsh 
cakes! .Our prayers and thoughts are with his family during this time of grief. 

      ~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

On March 10th Elizabeth (Bet) Ann Morris, of Gaerwen, Sir Fôn, the mother of Elwyn Jones, passed away aged 
95 years. Our condolences are extended to Elwyn, Nancy, Angela and the family in their loss and grief. 
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 
                                                                         “Help Sought. 

Friends, I am hoping you can be of help to me. After finding a contradiction as to the author of the quotation on the 
Ottawa Peace Arch on the internet, I have spent three days trying to not only prove which man is author but, more 
importantly, to find the poem "The Returning Man". 
       As for the contradiction, in case it interests you, an article at Wikipedia ascribes the poem and quotation to one 
John Coffin Jones from America via Hawaii. I am sure you already know the story of it belonging to John 
Ceredigion Jones. 
       My wish and hope is that you can either send me the poem or tell me where I might find it. I have a library full 
of poetry books, both English and Welsh and I cannot find that poem. Nor can I find more than one poem by John 
Ceredigion Jones (Tydu) in publication. Can you advise me, please? Thank you. H M White        ( Please contact 
Hazel White through Dewi Sant Church office.)                                                                                                                     
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~* 
                                                    University of Washington chemistry mid term. 

The answer by one student was so "profound" that the professor shared it with colleagues, via the Internet, which 
is, of course, why we now have the pleasure of enjoying it as well 
Bonus Question: Is Hell exothermic (gives off heat) or endothermic (absorbs heat)? Most of the students wrote 
proofs of their beliefs using Boyle's Law (gas cools when it expands and heats when it is compressed) or some 
variant. 
One student, however, wrote the following: First, we need to know how the mass of Hell is changing in time. So 
we need to know the rate at which souls are moving into Hell and the rate at which they are leaving. I think that we 
can safely assume that once a soul gets to Hell, it will not leave. Therefore, no souls are leaving. As for how many  
souls are entering Hell, let's look at the different religions that exist in the world today. Most of these religions state 
that if you are not a member of their religion, you will go to Hell. Since there is more than one of these religions 
and since people do not belong to more than one religion, we can project that all souls go to Hell. With birth and 
death rates as they are, we can expect the number of souls in Hell to increase exponentially Now, we look at the 
rate of change of the volume in Hell because Boyle's Law states that in order for the temperature and pressure in 
Hell to stay the same, the volume of Hell has to expand proportionately as souls are added. This gives two 
possibilities: 
1. If Hell is expanding at a slower rate than the rate at which souls enter Hell, then the temperature and pressure in 



Hell will increase until all Hell breaks loose. 
2. If Hell is expanding at a rate faster than the increase of souls in Hell, then the temperature and pressure will drop 
until Hell freezes over. 
So which is it? 
If we accept the postulate given to me by Teresa during my Freshman year that, "It will be a cold day in Hell 
before I go out on a date with you," and take into account the fact that I went out on a date with her last night, then 
number two must be true, and thus I am sure that Hell is exothermic and has already frozen over. 
The corollary of this theory is that since Hell has frozen over, it follows that it is not accepting any more souls and 
is therefore, extinct......leaving only Heaven,                                                                                           Huw Jones, 
         ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

Jon Kabat-Zinn defines "Mindfulness" as "Paying attention to what is happening, moment by moment, 
without judgement". Here are some of my  “ Mindfull Moments" of the 2009 SCAW (Sleeping Children 
Around The World) distribtution in Mumbai. 
The Smells of India: The aromatic scents of  incense as we were greeted as honoured guests at the start of some of 
the distributions - the arti swagat. The jasmine and marigold flowers that some of the children and adults wore in 
their hair.  You would get a waft of their perfume as they passed by you. The unmistakable odour of open toilets. 
 The Sights of India: The children dressed in their new SCAW outfits for their photographs.  Polo-type shirts and 
shorts for the boys and the girls in polka-dot and flowered dresses.  The girls often had braided hair decorated with 
barrettes and school-colour ribbons, and wore borrowed jewellery, as they were determined to look their "best" for 
this most important day. The sparkle in their eyes when they realized that the bedkit that was in front of them for 
the photograph was actually going to be THEIRS when they went home. 
 The Taste of India: The food and fruits that we were  offered were a sensory delight.  New flavours and spices 
had some of us coughing, spluttering and almost gasping for relief (HOT! SPICY!) - but - mmmmmmmmmm. The 
gallons of bottled water we needed to drink to keep our selves hydrated. (Hot, dry days - approx. 35 degrees C - all 
of us working hard in the bright sunlight). The freshness of clear air when we went into the country after the 
pollution of the city. 
 The Touch of India: When the children had been photographed, we drew a "smiley" on their thumbs :) This kept 
us on track that THIS child had had their photograph taken.  Holding small, grubby, gentle hands in yours made me 
feel very privileged to be doing this kind of work. As the children said "Namaste" to us and held their hands 
together in a prayer-like manner, I held their hands too. Some of the children gave us very confident hand shakes 
and their "Thank you" and some got confused and said "You're welcome" rang strong and clear.  When our eyes 
met - there was such a connection between us - that language was not needed. 
  
These are some of my observations - and I liked this quote from Mr. Patel at one of the distributions. "SCAW 
passes rocks - not ice cubes!' I did not understand what he meant and so I asked him to explain. Some charities you 
start with a block of ice and by the time it is passed around and arrives at where it is SUPPOSED to go - all you 
have left is a small ice cube. SCAW starts with a rock - $35.00 from our fantastic donors - and by the time it is 
passed through our office, to the Rotarians in Mumbai, the SCAW team, the photographic developers, the ladies in 
the office and then BACK to the donor - you STILL have the same size rock - $35.00 worth of bedkit. 
Dewi Sant. I first came to give a presentation to the U.C.W. in 1998 and Myfanwy President of the UCW at the 
time, took such good care of me. Imagine my surprise and delight when I came to the service after the 100th 
Anniversary celebration, and found that the children in the Sunday school were collecting pennies for SCAW. I 
bought Pam and the Sunday School children's supply of bookmarks at the Christmas Bazaar last year, and took 
them to Mumbai. The children I gave them to, loved them and I have asked Pam for a repeat order for when I 
return to Mumbai, as Team Leader in January 2010! Lynette Jenkins                                                                                   
   ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~                                                                        
Please mark on your calendar the following church activities.   ********** 
On Sunday, May 24th at 11 a.m., there will be a ‘Special Service at Dewi Sant Church, a service of the ‘Blessing of 
Animals’. Bring your pets along to the Church and, weather provided, we will have an outdoor service on the East 
side of the Church which will be centred on our four-legged, furry, scaled, or feathery friends. What a fun way to 
celebrate God’s Creation. So note in your diary – Sunday May 24th at 11 a.m.’ 



Welsh classes Friday evenings 7-9 p.m. and Saturday mornings 9 a.m. - noon  
Sportball classes Thursdays 3:30-5:15 p.m. and Friday afternoons 12:45-2:15 p.m. and Sat.  9-11 a.m.  
Hope Korean Church Friday evenings 7:00 –9:00 p.m. and Saturdays 7:00 –8:00 a.m. and 3-5 p.m. 
and Sundays 2:00-05:30 p.m.   
Bible Study Class is held every Tuesday morning at the Church from 10:00 – 11:00 a.m. 
TWMVC practices every Wednesday evening 7-10 p.m. 
Merched Dewi practices every Thursday evening 7:00-9:00 p.m. 
Welsh language services resume to their normal time at 7.00 pm as from the first Sunday evening 
in April 

Good Friday.       Bilingual worship service 3.30.p.m ,UCW dinner 5.00 pm,  Gymanfa Ganu  7 p.m.                 

Easter Sunday    Communion  9 a.m.,  Breakfast. 9.30 am, Regular morning worship  11.00 am 

May 24th               Blessing of Animals Service    11.00 am 

    ~*~*~*~~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*   

Tu ol i’r dorth mae’r blawd 

Tu ol i’r blawd mae’r felin 

Tu ol i’r felin draw ar y bryn 

Mae cae o wenith melyn.  

Uwch ben y cae mae’r haul 

Sy’n t’wynnu ar bob twysen 

Uwch ben yr haul mae Duw sy’n rhoi 

Y gwynt a’r glaw a’r heulwen. 

                                                           Sent in by Geraint Roberts. 

    ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

 Gadwyn deadline April 19th. 

 Thanks to all who wrote in. It makes a world of difference. In fact this time I have several small 
things ready for the next issue! That is the first time in years!! 

Again, diolch yn fawr. Myfanwy 905 737 4399    myfanwy@rogers.com Please note that the 
deadline is a little later due to the Easter activities, therefore no late articles etc. will be accepted. 
Diolch M 

    ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~~*~*~* 

The heart that gives gathers. 

Change your thoughts, change your world. 

Enjoy the little things, for one day you will look back and realise that they were the big things 

It’s choice not change that determines your destiny 

Sometimes in the wind of change we find the true direction. 

Joy is a light that fills your heart with, Faith, Hope and Love. 
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