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Gadwyn Greetings from the Minister’s Desk  

I hope that this finds you healthy and happy in the joy of our beautiful 

summer weather.   

Summer in Canada is precious and long awaited: flowers and warm breezes 

remind us of the beauty of Creation. 

It is August now and time marches forward. We enjoy fruits and vegetables 

fresh from trees and fields. Perhaps you have been able to grow and pick your own to enjoy and 

preserve for the colder weather.  This again is a tangible experience of God’s bounty and our great 

blessings.  

Whatever  your plans for travel, rest and recreation, may you be safe and happy, blessed by the many 

gifts of God.   

Bendithion,  

Rev. Anne      
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~* 

I apologise to the Rev. Anne and all of you for the delay in sending out.Y Gadwyn 

There have been several incidences distracting me eg. My whole house being renovated. That is a 
long story,  seeing us sleeping on sofas with nary a bed in sight. Nervous break downs were 
imminent, but somehow we pulled through. I eventually managed to find my bed and my computer, 
both in working order! The next Gadwyn will come out at the end of September, with all September’s 
news I hope!! It is getting to be a gargantuan task producing this with hardly any input from readers, 
with the exception of a couple of ladies. 

If all my readers wrote one article it would keep me going for a year. I hate to keep, what is now, 
nagging, but I must say that the end is in sight if there is no cooperation. I enjoy writing Y Gadwyn so 
much, but it needs to be a joint effort in order to make it more interesting. Put your thinking caps on 
and surprise me                                                                                                                         

Myfanwy 

 

Summer Issue         2015 
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Frances Silburn 

In 1923 Cwmbran, my birth place, was a small village on the 
Monmouthshire and Brecon canal. Since the 50’s it has developed into to 
large urban area with a shopping centre rivaling Cardiff.   My earliest 
memories are of going to the Primary School, dressed in a Mac, So’wester, 
gloves and gaiters. When I was about seven we moved to Blackheath 
London. We lived within walking distance of Greenwich Park. As a 7 yr old 
was taken to see the unveiling of the General Wolfe statue in the park, my 
first link with Canada 
 

 My school chums laughed when I spoke as I had a Monmouthshire 
accent. However, I gradually picked up the local vernacular,  When we 
went for holidays to my grandparents in Cymmer and Pontllanfraith I was 
teased again for my London twang.    I think I had a fairly normal 

childhood. I was keen on Brownies and Girl Guides and had dancing and piano lessons. When I was 
eleven I went to Woolwich Central Girls school. At Christmas time we’d be taken up to the West End [ 
London ] to see dress rehearsals of selected plays and pantomimes. A good school with patient and 
understanding teachers. 
 

My parents sometimes took us on trips around London . Besides the usual London sights, I recall 
going to Chrystal Palace, prior to the fire. My brothers loved to go to Croydon Airport where we’d see 
the planes coming in from Europe. One day Winston Churchill walked passed us. From Observatory 
Hill in the Park we saw some of the great air ships, the R100 and the Graf Zeppelin. The R101 
passed overhead shortly before it crashed in France a few hours later. 
 

The family later left London and lived in Portslade, a small town near Brighton. I finished my schooling 
in Sussex and planned to take the junior Civil Service exam. Then war was announced and my 
father’s work took us up to Kettering in Northampton shire [ East Midlands ]. I had to register for 
National Service and worked in the GPO [Post Office].  I was sent for training as a teleprinter 
operator. Some of the young women operators were sent to Bletchley Park [Enigma code] and 
worked with the “boffins” [British slang for scientist]. I had to return to the GPO telegraph dept. 
 

After 6 grinding years of war, peace at last.  Northampton shire has many lovely unspoiled villages. 
One summer day my girl friends and I went to a nearby village to their annual church Fete. Bert was 
there with some of his pals. I think that was the first time we’d met.   We were married a few years 
later. 
 

In the early 50s there was a great shortage of housing in Britain . The Aircraft Co A V Roe was 
advertising in the UK papers for workers for their expanding plant in Malton Ontario . Bert had 
received some experience in this work so we applied and got our passports and tickets for the New 
World .   When A V Roe and Orenda closed down in ’59.    Bert retrained in computer work, wiring 
boards, programming and key punch. He worked for an Insurance Co then for The Provincial Govt 
Treasury Dept {20 years}. 
 

Canada has been good to me although I still feel a strong affinity  
 

The above article was written by Frances and the following is an addendum to bring us up to the 
present time: 
 

Frances and Bert Silburn’s association with Dewi Sant began while Reverend Dr. Cerwyn Davies was  
minister. On a visit to the church, they placed their names on the visitor list and soon after they 
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became Associate members; Frances has been a steadfast supporter of the church now for over 35 
years. 
 

In the 80’s, Frances became a member of the St. David’s Society Committee and worked in that 
capacity for several years. She is still a loyal attendee of St. David’s events whenever possible. After 
Bert’s retirement in 1971, Frances and he joined the Rambling Society. Walking, reading and 
travelling filled their retirement years.  
 

Frances has recently left her condo of many years and has moved into a seniors’ residence. At 92, 
she attends church regularly and still enjoys a good discussion re current affairs. Frances is a very 
valued member of our nonagenarian fraternity at Dewi Sant.  

                                                                                                                                         Betty Cullingworth 
     ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

CongratulationsCongratulationsCongratulationsCongratulations are in order. 

This year we saw the graduation of two very talented people, Siobhan and Rhiannon Colleen, 
daughters of Stephen Dunets and Cathy Garside.  Siobhan graduated from University of Guelph with 
a Masters of Science degree in Environmental Sciences in February 2015.  She had previously 
completed her Bachelor’s degree at the same university.  Rhiannon Colleen graduated from Western 
University June 2015 with a Bachelor of Arts in Information and Techno culture in Media Theory, with 
a diploma from Fanshawe College in Contemporary Media, Broadcasting Television (a collaborative 
programme with Western).  All of the Dunets-Garside-Wills family are very proud of the success of 
Siobhan and Rhiannon Colleen, especially of course, Nain Olwen Dunets. 
 

Congratulations to you both!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          Anna Dunets  
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

 

Gadwyn Donors 

Ian and Brenda Thomson, Harold Rowland,  

Sincere thanks. Your contributions are gratefully received. 

 
 

 
 

Food for thought 
 

When an old man died in the geriatric ward of a nursing home in North Platte, Nebraska, it was believed 
that he had nothing left of any value. Later, when the nurses were going through his meager 
possessions, they found this poem. Its quality and content so impressed the staff that copies were made 
and distributed to every nurse in the hospital. One nurse took her copy to Missouri.The old man's sole 
bequest to posterity has since appeared in the Christmas edition of the News Magazine of the St. Louis 
Association for Mental Health. A slide presentation has also been made based on his simple, but 
eloquent, poem.  And this little old man, with nothing left to give to the world, is now the author of this 
'anonymous' poem winging across the Internet. 
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Crabby Old Man 
 

What do you see nurses? . . . . .  What do you see? 

What are you thinking . . . . .        when you're looking at me? 

tell you who I am. . . . . .             As I sit here so still,   

As I do at your bidding, . . . . .     as I eat at your will. 

I'm a small child of Ten . . . . .     with a father and mother, 

Brothers and sisters . . . . .         who love one another. 
 

A young boy of Sixteen . . . .        with wings on his feet. 

Dreaming that soon now . . . . .    a lover he'll meet. 

A groom soon at Twenty . . . . .    my heart gives a leap. 

Remembering, the vows . . . . .    that I promised to keep. 

At Twenty-Five, now . . . .           I have young of my own. 

Who need me to guide . . . . .      And a secure happy home. 

A man of Thirty . . . . .                  My young now grown fast, 

Bound to each other . . . . .         With ties that should last. 
 

At Forty, my young sons . . .    I have grown and are gone, 

But my woman's beside me . .  to see I don't mourn. 

At Fifty, once more,                  babies play 'round my knee, 

Again, we know children . . . ..  My loved one and me. 
 

Dark days are upon me . . . . .  my wife is now dead. 

I look at the future . . . . .          shudder with dread. 

For my young are all rearing .  young of their own. 

And I think of the years . . . .     and the love that I've known 

I'm now an old man . . . . .        and nature is cruel. 

Tis jest to make old age . . . . .  look like a fool. 

The body, it crumbles . . . . .         grace and vigor, depart. 

There is now a stone . . . .            where I once had a heart. 

But inside this old carcass . . . . .  a young guy still dwells, 

And now and again . . . . .            my battered heart swells. 

I remember the joys . . . . .            I remember the pain. 

And I'm loving and living . . . .   .   life over again. 

I think of the years, all too few . .  gone too fast. 

And accept the stark fact . . . .     that nothing can last. 

So open your eyes, people . . . .  open and see. 
 

Not a crabby old man . . . Look closer . . . see ME!! 
 

Remember  this poem when you next meet an older person who you might brush aside without 
looking at the young soul within. We will all, one day, be there, too! 
 
                                                ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~ 

AND now a smile 
 
Two elderly ladies were talking. “At our age, I don’t know what would be worse; Parkinson’s or 
Alzheimer’s?" one said. Her wise friend answered, “Oh I’d rather have Parkinson’s, definitely 
Parkinson’s. Better to spill half my wine than to forget where I keep the bottle." M 



 

Y Gadwyn – Summer 2015   5 

A phone call 
 

“It was so nice to speak to you on the phone today and I am including a synopsis of my cousin's book 
on the Welsh Milk Trade in London during the war. It was written in Welsh about a year ago under the 
title "Llwybr Llaethog Llundain" by Megan Hayes.  and was a great success and sold many 
copies. It is available in Welsh on Amazon 
Below is a short synopsis of the book and the English edition is due out in July.” 
 

The London Welsh Milk Trade 

The retailing of milk in the nineteenth and twentieth centuries has always been associated with 

families from Cardiganshire on the west coast of Wales – here farming was marginal, families were 

large and employment prospects poor. This resulted in an exodus of people to London. In previous 

centuries, before the advent of railways, there had been the ‘industry’ of droving cattle from Wales to 

England and from this had emerged the practice of supplying the population of London with milk. The 

practice was dominated by families from Cardiganshire and there is no old established family in this 

county that cannot claim members who followed the path to London to sell milk, my parents included. 

Sadly, memories are fading, the history is being lost as people die and ephemera disappear into 

house clearing skips and myths have grown concerning the fortunes that could be made.Something 

had to be done before this particular piece of social history relating to Cardiganshire disappeared for 

ever. The history, a time line from the drovers, through the two WW wars and up to the present day 

has been the subject of a book, first published in Welsh last year and due out in English next month I 

was gratified that the Welsh edition was well reviewed – I hope the English one will be also. 

As I mentioned my cousin Megan is planning to be in Canada and staying with us in Ajax from August 
8th to the 28th and would be available to speak to the Welsh society while she is here.  
Please let me know if your group would be interested in meeting her. 

             Margaret Wells 

If you are interested in meeting this lady and listening to her, please contact me and I will arrange a 
presentation.  M 
        ~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~* 

 

Sad News 
It is with a heavy heart that I report that our very dear friend 
Irene Hughes passed away this morning, August 24, after 
many months of suffering. There will be a private funeral 
and then a memorial in about a month. 
Irene was a member of Dewi Sant and a member of the 
Agape choir and Merched Dewi. Irene always had a smile on 

her face. One of her grandchildren told me a few years ago that the children 
had never heard  Irene raise her voice or lose her temper with them! There will 
be further news in the next Gadwyn. 

Our condolences go out to her family. 
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Cwmni da, Canu da, Chwerthin da – Canada! 
Taith Côr Rhuthun i Wyl Gymraeg Ontario, Canada Ebrill 2015 

 
 “Dwi di cael e-bost,” cyhoeddodd Robat Arwyn un 
nos Iau, dwy flynedd yn ôl, yn ystod ein ymarfer 
arferol ym Mhwllglas. “E-bost o Ganada yn ein 
gwahodd i gymryd rhan yng Nghwyl Gymraeg 
Ontario yn 2015. Ydach chi awydd mynd?!” 

Gallwch ddychmygu nad oedd angen llawer o amser i benderfynu derbyn y gwahoddiad, a chychwyn 
ar y trefniadau a’r cynilo, a’r edrych mlaen at daith arbennig. Wythnos yn Ontario oedd yr addewid – 
tair noson yn Niagara Falls ar gyfer y Wyl, yna pedair noson yn Toronto, dinas fodern fywiog a 
phrysur. Cawsom rybudd i ddod â dillad ar gyfer tywydd oer rhag ofn fod y gaeaf dal yn gafael (gall 
gyrraedd -40°C yn Toronto!) ond roedd y rhagolygon yn fwy gobeithiol. Cawsom wybod hefyd i 
ddisgwyl croeso cynnes a brwd gan bobl cwrtais a chyfeillgar. 
A son am groeso! Roedd yn wir pob gair – o’r foment y glaniodd yr awyren, ym mhob siop a gwesty, 
bwyty a bws, roedd cwrteisi a chroeso pawb yn ein taro. Wrth gyfarfod trefnwyr yr Wyl, roedd y 
croeso yn gynhesach fyth wrth gwrs wrth i’r croeso Canadaidd gymysgu hefo’r croeso Cymreig. 
Cynhelir Gŵyl Gymraeg Ontario yn flynyddol i ddathlu gwreiddiau a chysylltiadau Cymreig rai 
cannoedd o bobl y dalaith. Hefina Phillips sy’n trefnu i gôr o Gymru ymweld bob blwyddyn – ac mae 
Hefina yn drefnydd heb ei hail! Daeth dwsinau o ebyst ganddi yn egluro beth oedd disgwyl i’r côr ac i 
Arwyn ei wneud yn yr Wyl – ac os di Hefina yn dweud, rhaid ufuddhau!  
Siwrne digon diflas oedd hi o faes awyr Toronto, trwy ardal ddiwydiannol a masnachol ar lan Llyn 
Ontario, i Niagara Falls – ond roedd gwen lydan ar wyneb pawb wrth gyrraedd a gweld fod ein gwesty 
union uwchben y rhaeadrau enwog! Ond mam bach roedd hi’n oer, tua -3°C ac yn pluo eira pan 
aethom i gael swper y noson honno! Roedd taith o gwmpas Niagara wedi ei drefnu at y bore wedyn, 
a chyfle i fynd i weld y rhaeadr yn agos. Does yr un llun na fideo yn gallu gwneud cyfiawnder â’r 
profiad go iawn – uchder a lled y rhaeadrau, dwndwr cyson y miloedd o alwyni o ddŵr, arogl a 
theimlad y cwmwl o anwedd sy’n codi’n barhaol. Mae 20% o ddwr croyw’r ddaear yn llifo dros y 
rhaeadr, ac mae’r pwll o dan y ceunant ddwy waith yr uchder ar yr wyneb. Roedden ni’n synnu pa 
mor agos mae rhywun yn gallu mynd at y dŵr – uwch ei ben, oddi tano, a thu ôl. Oherwydd y talpiau 
enfawr o rew oedd dal i’w gweld yn yr afon, nid oedd y chychod yn hwylio, ac roedd gweithwyr yn 
crafu’r rhew oedd yn ffurfio o’r anwedd oddi ar y palmentydd bob bore. 
Ymlaen wedyn am ginio i bentref Niagara-on-the-Lake – rhyw Fiwmaris o le del a chefnog yr olwg – 
ac yna ar daith o gwmpas gwinllan y Reif Estate lle mae nhw’n cynhyrchu gwin rhew arbennig (a 
blasus iawn!). I ddiolch i’r tywysydd, doedd ond un dewis nagoedd – sef canu ‘Gwin Beaujolais’ yno 
yng nghanol y sied flasu (acwstics gwych!). 
Noson Lawen oedd yn agor Gŵyl Gymraeg Ontario – noson o frethyn cartref go iawn gyda aelodau’r 
gynulleidfa yn codi i roi cân, sgets neu ddweud jôc. Fersiwn mwy swyddogol o ‘Gwin Beaujolais’ oedd 
ein cyfraniad ni fel y côr llawn, a chanodd y dynion ganeuon gwerin a ‘Cymru’ Rhys Jones dan ofal 
Phil Jonathan. Braf oedd clwyed Arwyn yn canu ‘Yfory’, ac fe gawson ni bawb i glicio’u bysedd i’r hen 
Gwcw Lon. Cyflwynodd Merched Dewi, sef côr merched capel Cymraeg Toronto, fersiwn gofiadwy o 
‘Atgof o’r Sêr’ – a phob un yn dotio cael canu o flaen y cyfansoddwr ei hun! Roedd na lawer o 
chwerthin a chanu a sgwrsio yn yr ‘afterglow’ sef y cymdeithasu ar ôl y noson lawen – a sawl sgwrs 
rhwng aelodau’r côr a’r gynulleidfa i ddarganfod cysylltiadau teuluol a daearyddol! 
Erbyn y bore wedyn roedd yr haul yn gwenu ac afon Niagara yn gyfuniad o ewyn gwyn a dŵr 
gwyrddlas, yn erbyn awyr las. Mae pawb wedi dod adref hefo cannoedd o luniau o’r afon a’r 
rhaeadrau – roedden nhw mor ‘photogenic’! Cyrchfan ymwelwyr ydi tref Niagara Falls, ac roedd rhyw 
awyrgylch trip ysgol Sul wrth i ni grwydro’r atyniadau, chwarae crazy golf, bwyta hufen ia, ymweld â’r 
casino enfawr – ac ambell un ddigon ffodus i ysgwyd llaw a thynnu llun y cerddor Art Garfunkel! 
Nos Sadwrn oedd y noson fawr i ni fel côr, sef y cyngerdd mawreddog gerbron cynulleidfa o tua 300. 
Gyda Arwyn wrth y piano o flaen y côr, fe gyflwynon ni raglen amrywiol o ganeuon Arwyn ei hun, a 
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sawl ffefryn hen a newydd. Llywiodd Iwan y noson yn feistrolgar, ac fe gafwyd perfformiadau unigol 
gwefreddiol gan Kate a Mei. Roedd ymateb y gynulleidfa yn wresog a brwd, gyda nifer yn cyd-ganu 
clasuron Robat Arwyn yn dawel hefo ni. Roedd ambell ddeigryn, a llawer o wenu, a’r croeso a’r 
cyfeillgarwch fel ton gynnes. Roedden ni’n falch iawn hefyd o weld sawl wyneb cyfarwydd yn y 
gynulleidfa fel Gari Davies o Bwllglas, Dei a Jackie Jones (Denbigh Kitchens gynt), a Christine a 
David Evans, hithau’n wreiddiol o Ruthun. 
Dwy Gymanfa Ganu oedd yn ein disgwyl ar y Dydd Sul, dan arweiniad Robat Arwyn – y tro cyntaf (a’r 
unig dro medde fo) iddo arwain cymanfa! Roedd angerdd a brwdfrydedd Cymry Ontario i ganu’r hen 
emynau Cymraeg yn heintus, ac yn Gymraeg roedden nhw am ganu yn bennaf. Wedi mwynhau eu 
croeso a’u cwmniaeth, digon anodd oedd hi i ffarwelio hefo’n cyfeillion newydd ond roedd 
gwahoddiad cynnes iddynt ymweld â ni yn Nyffryn Clwyd rhyw ddydd (a Huw ac Ela Tyddyn 
Chambers yn achub ar bob cyfle i son am eu B&B!). 
Toronto oedd ein cartref am weddill y daith – dinas enfawr yn llawn adeiladau modern uchel ar lan 
Llyn Ontraio, un o’r pum Llyn Mawr. Roedd un o aelodau Cymdeithas Cymanfa Ganu Ontario, David 
Pugh, wedi trefnu i ni gynnal cyngerdd yn ei ardal o ar y nos Lun, mewn eglwys newydd sbon yn 
nhref Beaverton. Gyda’r arwydd y tu allan yn cyhoeddi noson gyda ‘Welsh Choir’ doedden ni ddim yn 
siwr sut groeso i ddisgwyl neu a fyddai unrhyw un yn dod – ac i fod yn onest roedden ni braidd yn 
flinedig wedi penwythnos mor lawn yn yr Wyl. Ond, wrth gerdded i mewn i eglwys llawn dop, fe’n 
lapiwyd unwaith eto yn ngwres y croeso Canadaidd, ac wedi i Iwan egluro “We speak Welsh” iddynt, 
fe gawson gyngerdd fythgofiadwy. Tydyn ni rioed di canu o flaen cynulleidfa oedd yn gwenu cymaint! 
Cawsom gyfarchiad swyddogol gan Faer yr ardal a gobeithio ein bod wedi gadael tamaid bach o 
Gymru yng nghalon pawb a ddaeth i’n clywed y noson honno. 
Gyda’r ymrwymiadau swyddogol drosodd, gwyliau oedd y tridiau canlynol. Cawsom daith o amgylch 
Toronto i ddysgu am ei hanes a’r ffordd o fyw (wyddoch chi fod na ddinas cyfan a 30km o strydoedd o 
dan y ddaear – lle sy’n sych a chynnes ganol gaeaf ac yn oer braf yn yr hafau poeth?). Roedd ein 
tywysydd, Eliane, yn gymeriad ac wedi’n deall ni a’n hiwmor yn gyflym iawn. Uchafbwynt llythrennol 
oedd taith i fyny Tŵr CN – adeilad talaf y byd pan y’i codwyd yn 1974. Ac ie, rhaid oedd canu i fyny 
yno hefyd! Aeth nifer ohonom draw ar y fferi i ynysoedd Toronto ar y llyn a chael cyfle i badlo yn y 
Llyn – roedd y tywydd wedi cynhesu’n arw erbyn hyn – ond roedd y dŵr yn gythreulig o oer! 
Roeddem hefyd yn ddigon ffodus i deithio i St Marie among the Hurons, pentref hynafol wedi ei ail-
greu (yn debyg i Sain Ffagan) ar y safle lle ymsefydlodd y cenhadon Ewropeaidd cyntaf yn Ontario. 
Roedd yn gyfle i ddysgu am fywyd y pobl brodorol, sef llwyth y Wendat, a chymharu eu sefyllfa 
diwylliannol a chymdeithasol nhw hefo’n hanes ni yma yng Nghymru.  
Roedd hi’n wythnos lawn a phrysur – ac yn daith fythgofiadwy. Diolch enfawr i bawb yn Ontario am y 
gwahoddiad ac am y cyfle, ac am eu croeso a’u cyfeillgarwch. Diolch i gwmni Halsbury am y 
trefniadau manwl a di-ffwdan, ac i Iwan am fod yn ‘tour manager’ amyneddgar a rhadlon (a do fe 
wnaeth pawb fihafio!). Diolch arbennig i Robat Arwyn am ei holl waith – yr ymarferion, y rhaglennu, y 
cyfeilio ac arwain ar yr un pryd! A diolch i bawb ddaeth ar y daith ac yn arbennig i’r WAGs (y 
gwragedd a chariadon) a’u holl hwyl. Reit ta, lle da ni’n mynd nesa?! 

           Bethan M. Hughes 
 
This is a rare treat for us Welsh speakers. An account of Ruthin’s choir to Ontario and their 
experiences at the Ontario Welsh Festival in Niagara Falls. Thank you Bethan very much for the 
article. Diolch yn fawr iawn.        
 

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

It isn’t the great big pleasures that count the most,   

it’s making a great deal out of the little ones. ~ Jean Webster                
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Hello, This note is to let you know that my aunt, Elizabeth Hodge, has recently moved.   
She has experienced mobility problems and has made a courageous and bold  
decision to move to a retirement community. She would like to continue receiving  
the newsletter at her new address, which is: 
                                                                                                                                                              

Mrs. Elizabeth Hodge,  Suite 104B, Sunrise of Burlington,  
5401 Lakeshore Road, Burlington, Ontario L7L 6S5           
Home Phone: 905-634-8676 
 

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

Birth of a Hymn 

 

Who wrote the song "Precious Lord"? I was very surprised to find out who it was. 
THE BIRTH OF THE HYMN "PRECIOUS LORD" 

 

Back in 1932, I was a fairly new husband. My wife, Nettie and I were living  in a little apartment on 
Chicago's south side. One hot August afternoon Ihad to go to St. Louis where I was to be the featured 
soloist at a large revival meeting. I didn't want to go; Nettie was in the last month of pregnancy with 
our first child, but a lot of people were expecting me in St.Louis. I kissed Nettie goodbye, clattered 
downstairs to our Model A and, in a fresh Lake Michigan breeze, chugged out of Chicago on Route 
66.    
                                                                                                                                                    

However, outside the city, I discovered that in my anxiety at leaving, I had forgotten my music case. I 
wheeled around and headed back.I found Nettie sleeping peacefully. I hesitated by her bed; 
something was strongly telling me to stay but eager to get on my way, and not wanting to disturb 
Nettie, I shrugged off the feeling and quietly slipped out of the room with my music. 
 

The next night, in the steaming St. Louis heat, the crowd called on me to sing again and again. When 
I finally sat down, a messenger boy ran up with a Western Union telegram. I ripped open the 
envelope. Pasted on the yellow sheet were the words: YOUR WIFE JUST DIED. People were happily 
singing  and clapping around me, but I could hardly keep from crying out. I rushed to a phone and 
called home. All I could hear on the other end was "Nettie is dead. Nettie is dead."When I got back, I 
learned that Nettie had given birth to a boy. I swung between grief and joy. Yet that same night, the 
baby died. I buried Nettie and our little boy together, in the same casket. Then I fell apart. For days 
I closeted myself. I felt that God had done me an injustice. I didn't want to serve Him anymore or write 
gospel songs I just wanted to go back to that jazz world I once knew so well. But then, as I hunched 
alone in that dark apartment those first sad days, I thought back to the afternoon I went to St. Louis. 
Something kept telling me to stay with Nettie.  Was that something God? Oh, if I had paid more 
attention to Him that day, I would have stayed and been with Nettie when she died. 
 

From that moment on I vowed to listen more closely to Him.  But still I was lost in grief. Everyone was 
kind to me, especially one friend. The following Saturday evening he took me up to Maloney's Poro 
College, a neighborhood music school. It was quiet; the late evening sun crept through the curtained 
windows. 
 

I sat down at the piano, and my hands began to browse over the keys. Something happened to me 
then. I felt at peace. I felt as though I could reach out and touch God. I found myself playing a melody. 
Once in my head they just seemed to fall into place:  
 

'Precious Lord, take my hand, lead me on, let me stand, I am tired, I am weak, I am worn, through the 
storm, through the night, lead me on to the light, take my hand, precious Lord, lead me home.' 
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The Lord gave me these words and melody, He also healed my spirit. I learned that when we are in 
our deepest grief, when we feel farthest from God, this is when He is closest, and when we are most 
open to His restoring power. 
 

And so I go on living for God willingly and joyfully, until that day comes when He will take me and 
gently lead me home. 
 

- - - -Tommy Dorsey 
 
For those too young to know who he is, Tommy Dorsey was a well-known band leader in the 1930's 
and 40's. 
 

Did you know that Tommy Dorsey wrote this song? I surely didn't. What a wonderful story of how God 
CAN heal the brokenhearted! Beautiful, isn't it? 

 

Worth the reading, wasn't it? Think on the message for a while 
 

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~* 
                                 ` 

IMPORTANT FACTS TO REMEMBER AS YOU GROW OLDER: 
 
� Death is the number 1 killer in the world. 
� Life is sexually transmitted.                                                                                                          
� Good health is merely the slowest possible rate at which one can die.                                      
� Give a person a fish and you feed them for a day. Teach a person to use the Internet and they 

won’t bother you for weeks, months, maybe a year 
� Health nuts are going to feel stupid someday, lying in the hospital, dying of nothing.               
� All of us could take a lesson from the weather. It pays no attention to criticism.                                                             

In the 60’s people took acid to make the world weird.  Now the world is weird, and people take 
Prozac to make it normal   

� Don’t worry about old age; it doesn’t last that long. 

    Nina Morris 
 

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

If you are currently receiving a printed copy of the Gadwyn and have an email address,  

please consider helping us with printing and postage costs  

by having the Gadwyn emailed to you.     

Please email info@dewisant.com to make this change.   

Thank you 

 

 

CONTACT US: 

Myfanwy Bajaj, Editor. Email:  Myfanwy@rogers.com 

Dewi SantWelsh United Church:  416-485-7583 or email:  info@dewisant.com
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          SEPTEMBER 2015
Sunday Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday 

 

 

 

  1 

 

 

2   

 

 

3 

 

4 

 

5 

 

2 pm Hope Church 

6 Pentecost 15 

11 am Communion 
Rev. Rob Metcalf 

presiding 
 

2 pm Hope Church 

7 

LABOUR DAY 

8 

 

9 

 

10 11 12 

 

2 pm Hope Church 

 

13 Pentecost 16 

11 am Worship 
Sunday School Begins 

Blessing of the Backpacks 
M & S Barbeque  

 

2 pm Hope Church 
 

7 pm Welsh Service 

14 15 

10 am Bible Study &  
Discussion Group 

 

16 17 18 

 

7 pm – 9 pm  
Beginner Welsh 

Classes 

19 

9 am – 12 pm  
Intermediate Welsh 

Classes 
 

2 pm Hope Church 

20 Pentecost 17 

11 am  Special Music 
Sunday 

Session Meets 
2 pm Hope Church 

21 

 

22 

10 am Bible Study &  
Discussion Group 

 

23 

 

 

24 25 

7 pm – 9 pm  
Beginner Welsh 

Classes 

26 

9 am – 12 pm  
Intermediate Welsh 

Classes 
 

2 pm Hope Church 

27 Pentecost 18 

11 am  Worship 
Official Board Meets 
2 pm Hope Church 

 

28 29 

10 am Bible Study &  
Discussion Group 

 

30   

 

 


