Adversity brings out the best people.

Let’s set the scene, a sunlit Sunday afternoon after a good meal at an Inn of repute near Conwy in North Wales. After the meal we drive into the lovely village of Rowen, narrow streets, well kept houses, absolutely no graffiti, in short an idyllic scene.

Now that’s where we should have stopped, admired the village, and gone away happy. …but no, I (yes, my fault) decided to drive up the hill on the ever-narrowing old Drovers Road. Where did it go? I didn’t know, but I thought the views must be great at the top, near Tal–y-Fan, the Snowdonia peak.

Well, I was right about the views, but about two miles out of the village, on the edges of the moor land, the road became first gated, then potholed, then even narrower and with very deep gullies or steep walls on either side.

That’s when I made the mistake of trying to reverse, and I did, right into a ditch, blocking the road for all but mountain bikes, and nearly so for them too.

What to do? Return to the village would do no good as nothing could pass my stranded car, calling the AA was pointless – even if they found the place (many unsigned turns to reach it)their vehicles would be simply too large to fit on the road – and for them to reverse to me would be out of the question.
The solution – a farmhouse dimly seen, two miles away up the hill, so I set off, first passing what turned out to be an empty house, its owners no doubt enjoying a meal elsewhere on this sunny day.

Then I reached the farmhouse and what happened next really made my day. The farmer and his wife were outside their house, their dogs disturbed by this hot and flustered stranger.

They were helpfulness and charm personified, the lady of the house offering commiserations whilst the gentleman (for so they were) gathered a tow rope and we set off at once.

On arrival we surveyed the scene and he quickly fitted a tow rope and extricated my car from the ditch, seemingly without the major damage I was anticipating. Next he had to reverse slowly uphill into a field to turn his car, and I followed him to his home.

At this point his wife came out offering tea and the chance of a little rest before my homeward journey, but I had a long way to travel.

My attempts to get these exceptional people to accept any kind of reward for their destroyed Sunday afternoon fell on stony ground, and not wishing to insult such generous spirit I left. 

These days we hear a lot about problem people of all kinds, neighbours from Hell the newspapers call them. Well, these two had clearly been living from a different book, where the Good Samaritan does the right thing.

During the de-ditching of the car I hurt my back slightly, so I couldn’t return at once to their farm. But I noted its position and I will be back soon with a large bottle of liquid thanks, for the kind people who showed the true spirit of Wales.

