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This year’s visit to Llanerchindda will undoubtedly be remembered for the
glorious weather. For me, in the YT, it was four days of wonderful warm,
shirt sleeve driving, and for the Y saloons their wind out windscreens and
sliding sun roofs got unprecedented use. At the farm the newly
refurbished terrace in front of the extended dining room had constant use
for morning briefings and afternoon tea, the wonderful view of the Cynghordy Viaduct valley under
cloudless blue skies with the Black Mountains in the distance had never been clearer. It was set to be
enjoyed by all.
Our group consisted of Peter and Gillie Sharp, who arrived in their YA which had undergone some
serious repairs and luckily had been ready just in time. Dave and Hazel Jones in their smart two-tone
green YA; Fran and Jan Smith in their YB with its recently rebuilt engine; Alan and Carol Chick in their
highly polished YB that always brings back memories of the well loved Allan Chick senior; Bryan and
Jill Mellam in the YA that they have owned since the 1970s and driven thousands of miles in (they
had taken Neil and Janet Cairns’s place,
who sadly decided to cancel when Neil’s
beloved YB was hit by a boy racer and is
now undergoing extensive repairs); Jerry
and Jo Birkbeck, this time in the TC as
work on the YT had had not been
completed in time; my trusty YT with
regular navigator Malcolm Burden; and
two long term guests Bill and Linda
Wakefield in their Austin A35 and Derrick
Newman in his TD with first-time
navigator Gordon Davies.
Derrick, Gordy, Malcolm and I had decided to set off early on Friday morning to follow a leisurely
scenic route which took us through The Vale of Ewyas in the Brecon Beacons on the way to Hay on
Wye, where we planned to stop for lunch. This turned out to be an excellent choice as it took us past
Llanthony Priory, originally the home of Blackfriars monks. It turned out a very interesting stop for us
as there is a Llanthony Secunda Priory in
Gloucester, where we’re from. Apparently in
1135, after persistent attacks from the local
Welsh population, the monks retreated
to Gloucester where they founded a daughter
cell, Llanthony Secunda. But of even more
interest to us was the Prior's Cellar, a vaulted
undercroft bar where real ales are served.
However, we decided to motor on to Hay for our
lunch stop. This took us over the Gospel Pass
between Lord Herefords Knob and Hay Bluff,
giving us our first of the weekend’s magnificent panoramic views. On arriving in the Hay car park we

met up with the 1953 Fergusson 35 tractor driver who we had passed a couple of times on route.
We had thought it was a farmer going shopping for the day, but it turned out to be a very brave lady
who had borrowed the newly restored tractor and set off on her own, travelling at about 20 mph to
explore Wales for six weeks. As you do with classics, we had a long chat sharing experiences.
After an excellent lunch of bacon and brie baps and some refreshing, very cheap, beer we set off on
the final leg. Then it happened for the first time, we were about to drop down on to the A487 when
the TD’s brakes locked up. The remedial work we had done before the trip had not done the trick
and it was obvious that the problem was more serious than just new rear brake cylinders. After
about 25 minutes the brake fluid had seeped back into the reservoir and the brakes were working
again. So we set off again and arrived just a little bit later than planned, but still in time for tea and
cakes on the terrace. All except Peter and Gillie and Jerry and Jo were there, but it wasn’t long
before we heard the familiar roar of an XPAG climbing the hill to the farm, which turned out be a TC
as Jerry, much to Jo’s despair, had failed to get the YT back on the road on time even though he had
worked late into the night and somehow suffered a swollen eye to boot.
Having made ourselves at home in our immaculate rooms we were all refreshed from our journeys
and went back down for the Pimms reception at 7:00. Hosts Martin, Andrew and Mark were quick to
distribute the glasses filled with the heady mixture topped with fruit and veg, no glass was allowed
to fall below half full without the top up jug swooping down on it. Fully lubricated we sat down for
the first of our three-course evening meals, four courses if you had room for the cheese board. The
meals were exceptional and would compare with any top class 4 star hotel.
After an excellent full English breakfast, or should I say Welsh, we were asked to meet on the terrace

at 9:30 for the morning briefing. Martin took us through the planned tulip route, which took in the
Llyn Brianne Reservoir, Devils Staircase, Epynt Ranges and Brecon. The route book had everything
you needed to know for the day, and points of interest noted along the way.
As we set off we were warned to build up revs and stay in first gear to get up the hill, but I have to
say one black YA had to run back and have a second attempt.

We were all soon away with Jerry bringing up the
rear just behind us. Our first stop was to check the
spill way of the dam which holds back the Brianne
Reservoir, two years ago it had been a raging
torrent but this year we saw just the flower shaped
fountain of water from the generating station at
the base.We drove on to the next viewing point
where most of the cars had stopped and took in
the fantastic views across the reservoir. Although
the water was quite low the tops of the submerged
houses were not showing. Next we took on the
descent down the Devils Staircase. The Abergwesyn
Pass is purported to be one of the most scenic
routes in Britain. The road traverses a ledge in the
hillside as it descends into Abergwesyn by a
number hairpin bends. This proved too much for
the TD’s brakes and they seized on again, luckily
when we were on the flat road at the bottom. After the usual wait for them to come back to life we
decided to head for home and cut down to Llanwrtyd Wells on the A483 and then back to the farm.
Here Andrew was able to suggest the best watering hole for lunch and we set off, all four of us in the
YT to the Castle Inn in Llandovery. Allan Chick had had to take Carol home to help with a domestic
crisis and was on his way back on his own to join us, so we phoned to let him know where we were
heading. Soon after we had settled in the front courtyard of the Inn with our lunch and drinks, his
shiny red YA appeared round the corner. It was after lunch that he famously caught us on video
trying to find our way out of the car park. It must have had about 100 views on Facebook by now.

Back at the farm for tea and cakes, we met up with the others, who had all followed the route and
enjoyed a great day out, being especially impressed with activities at the Cathedral Church in
Brecon. The temperature was rising and the cool beers on the terrace before dinner were much
appreciated. Another excellent meal of roast lamb and trimmings was followed by a rendition of folk
music by Fran on a concertina that Peter Sharp had brought to show him, whilst some watched the
second half of the Scotland Argentina rugby match.
Sunday morning and the temperature was rising again. Our start
was delayed by a mountain bike trial that was passing down the
hill, we watched as competitors raced past at break neck
speeds. Only one fell off in front of us, luckily he managed to
carry on with just a few scratches. Martin had previously given
the route briefing and
we were off to the
Brechfa Forest, The Towy Valley and the National Botanic
Garden of Wales. Once again we were going up the hill,
this time with four up, but the YT took it in her stride. We
had to arrive at the Botanic garden at about 12:00 as
Martin was to be there to remove the security bollard, so
that we could drive into the inner sanctum and park up as
part of the exhibition. We were all parked when Jerry and
Jo arrived, they had somehow found a way around the security and arrived from a completely
different direction. So we gave them a bit of a
cheer.
The cars attracted a fair bit of attention and
cameras were soon clicking away. I was even
asked to get out of the way of my own car by
one enthusiastic sharp shooter. It was now
very hot so we decided to join the Allan Chick
ice cream diet. Then after a rather warm walk
round the attractions we found the bar and
some shade to re-hydrate in.
We set off again with Allan following, as he
still did not have a navigator. However, he was following his sat nav so he should have noticed when
we took a wrong turn, which surprisingly we
didn’t notice until we came out of the Inn it
took us past. The Inn was showing the World
Cup so we watched the last 10 minutes of
England winning 6 – 1 which for some reason
seemed to upset the natives.
We set off to climb the mountain in search of
the Ice cream van that was waiting for us at
the top. Allan left us in search of a petrol
station and we slowly climbed our way up

with mad motor cyclists roaring past at stupid
speeds, one even doing a wheelie. We made the
top and claimed our ice creams and then explored
around the old lime workings. On the way back we
met up with Allan again, who had refuelled and
then climbed the wrong mountain and not found
the ice cream van - nor had he been videoed
getting lost!!
We were back home a bit late for tea and cakes so
had to raid the beer fridge to recuperate on the
terrace again. After another tasty meal of roast pork, crackling and apple sauce we said our thank
yous to Martin and his team for being the perfect hosts and he replied warmly. The evening held a
nice surprise for us as Peter produced his harmonica and proceeded to play and sing the Blues,
inviting us to join in on the chorus. The finale was an impromptu duet between Peter and Jerry
telling the Y Type story. A huge round of applause was well earned.
After breakfast there were goodbyes all round and we all set off to go our separate ways, feeling a
warm glow from friendship and a satisfying contentment at the end of a superb weekend.
The usual emails confirmed that everyone had arrived home
safely - unfortunately the TD had done so on the back of an AA
wagon. Well done the Ys for a mechanically trouble-free
weekend.
Peter Vielvoye

