Welsh Incident.

Recently I drove through Blaenau Ffestiniog….not an adventure in itself, despite the name and all the ways that it can be mis-spelled and mis-pronounced. It was a very dark and misty day, late afternoon, when the hills seemed to close in….and being a former Slate mining area, everything was grey; the hills, the spoil heaps, the slate roofs of the houses, even the slickly-wet roads.
Some people might have been discouraged by this, but, having spent a lot of my youth in a Welsh Mining valley further south, to me the mist was warm and even a little welcoming…and it reminded me of things long forgotten.

Of the miner coming home from work in the early morning after the night shift, for example, on a day when the pit-head baths had broken down….so he was pitch black after toiling underground and still in his working clothes…looking forward, no doubt to the tin bath in front of the coal fire and a good scrub clean.

On his way up the valley’s narrow, steep street he met one of his neighbours who we’ll call Mrs Jones. ‘Hello, Mr Williams,’ she said ‘just been in work, have you?’   At that point I thought of all the volcanic, cutting replies the man could have made, obvious as it was that he could have been nowhere else…..but his good nature shone through like a beacon. ‘Yes, Mrs Jones.’ Was all he said, without rancour, as he plodded up the hill to his bath, his breakfast, and a good days rest….

On days like that in Blaenau Ffestiniog I remember Mr Williams and the way it used to be….and the greyness doesn’t matter, nor does the run-down nature of some of the area….for the people are still the same and in that respect nothing has changed at all.

