GILWERN U3A NEWSLETTER
“UNSOCIAL TIMES”
Issue 7 on 1 July 2020
Dear Member,
We would love feedback from you (webmaster@gilwernu3a.org.uk) about the newsletter, what you enjoy the most and
what you would like included, and of course we welcome contributions from all of our members. Keep safe.
Best Wishes
Hilary
Hilary Lipscombe, Chair, Gilwern U3A
Memories of the US Army in Gilwern
Hilary L
The 279th Station Hospital of the US Army was built in the in the grounds of Ty Mawr in early 1943. It had 52
wards and 4 operating theatres and was staffed by 450 soldiers and nurses of the US Army Medical Dept. It
catered for those with serious injuries that the front-line field hospitals could not manage, such as skin grafts
and amputations. Casualties would arrive at Abergavenny Railway Station to be met by ambulances. There
were also two airstrips: one in a field to the south west for smaller aircraft and one to the Northwest which
was much longer and could handle larger aircraft.
Apparently during 1944 James Cagney visited on his tour of US
troops in the UK.
For nearly two and a half years the staff at this hospital carried out
their duties in Gilwern, trying their best to integrate into the community
and when the hospital closed on 20th May 1945 they moved their
operations to the Verdun and then went onto the US sector of Berlin
before going home to the USA in March 1946.
Do you have any memories or information of the American Hospital in
Gilwern during WW2? Please send to webmaster@gilwernu3a.org.uk.
Memory of American Army Hospital
Irene P
I lived in Forge Row, Gilwern throughout WW2 and was 10 years old when it ended. I was a pupil at Gilwern
Primary School and I remember that the top 3 pupils in each class were invited to attend a Christmas Party at
the American Hospital in Gilwern. It was wonderful because we had lots of different food and were given a
shoe box full of small presents.
There was a petrol garage at Saleyard then, where the Americans used to come to fill up their vehicles. If we
were playing nearby they would give us tins of fruit and chewing gum, a real treat at the time as we had
rationing and I remember the coupons. The Gurkhas and the Indian Army were camped at Cwrt-y-Gollen,
Glangrwynney and I remember seeing their beautiful horses which were so well looked after.
Anyone for a Home haircut?
David H
I just missed a haircut when the clampdown started, so after six weeks my hair was in desperate need of
attention (cartoon page 3 of previous edition, though not of me!). I chopped away at the front and sides, and
my wife attacked the back. Using a mirror to cut around the sides was distinctly dangerous. When wanting
the scissors to go back away from the ear, they seemed through the mirror to advance threateningly towards
it. Between us we managed to rid my head of a lot of hair, leaving all essential parts such as ears, eyes and
nose in tact. Then I offered to do the same for Harriet, “Not on your life” was her response. “You did it about
fifty years ago, and it's only just recovered!”

The Gilwern U3A Photographic Challenge

Three of the splendid photographs
from the Photographic Challenge,
and commented on by David
Thomas from the Crickhowell U3A
Photographic Group. It is intended
that the remaining four will be
shown in the next issue.
David's comments included: “Well
done all … …. The quality was
pretty good, just a pity there were
not many people taking part.”

Each entry received extremely
helpful notes about their
photograph.

What's the day today?
Lynda O'K
Many of us are fans of the “Downton Abbey” television series about the wealthy Crawley family, and especially
Violet, Dowager Countess of Grantham and family matriarch played by Maggie Smith. The link below leads to
the scene where, at the family dinner, the conversation turns to the subject of the “weekend”, to which Violet
asks, “what is a weekend?” https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zhfpBW-nUWk
Empty diary syndrome, the cancellation of all regular social events which gave me an indication of what day it
was, has resulted in my week morphing into a blur. On the plus side, I have had plenty of time for reminiscing
and reflection, also for prioritising what is important and what is not. On the minus side, after ten weeks of
lock down limbo, I now have no idea what the date is, have to think twice about what day it is, the weekend is
only discernible by what we are having for dinner i.e. Saturday is curry night, Sunday is roast dinner. If ever I
was taken in to A & E (and God forbid I’m not), then I would fail the “compos mentis” test miserably, although if
they asked me who was Prime Minister, then I think I’d remember Boris. Still, I suppose I should consider
myself lucky, every lock down day is a weekend!
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A Diction Corner

-

Grahame N

Find the nine letter word and as many three or more letter words
using only the letters in this grid. Grahame's score is at least 60.
Surely one of our Members can beat that!

Aerial Photos – Answers to previous Unsocial Times.
The first picture was: 'The Gherkin' and the second was 'Venice'.

Here is another problem of identification

-

Karen H

Can you identify these
two pictures? The
problem was set for us by
Karen Harris who sent us
a number of aerial/space
photographs.

Answer in next edition.

Another Cat's Tale
Lynda O'K
Do we all have jobs we wish we’d finished before lock down? My son’s wish was that he had had a cat flap
fitted.
At the beginning of 2020, my son and his family rescued two mature sister cats, and for six weeks they were
advised to keep the cats indoors until they settled in. The flat where they live has a front door and porch door
so a cat flap there was impractical. The intention was to fit a cat flap in to one of the garden windows. These
are sash windows which are currently set to open just enough for ventilation and to prevent his two small
children from climbing out.
The cats have used their initiative and found their own way of getting in and out. As you can see, Squidge is
rather well fed, but look at the smug backward glance when she’d made it through! Apparently, cats can
narrow their shoulders and chest to get through the thinnest gap as long as it’s big enough for their head to
get through. Cats can jump up to nine times their height, so it is no challenge to jump up on the windowsill to
get back in. Job done, no cat flap needed!
One of Lynda's son's cats: “Can I get
out into the garden?” Squidge can,
even squeeze through that very
narrow gap!

MICEYCLE
Mike J
Baromomouse is under pressure to determine the weather in a transparent way, whilst
The micicles just hang out to await developments, going forward.

Dingbat answers to problems posed in Unsocial Times No 6, page 4:
Below the belt, Cloud 9, Jack in the box, Dragged through the hedge backwards (red easier to read), Flat out, Blow your
mind, Hands down, Blow your mind, Hands down, Pipe dream, Fly on the wall, Elephant in the room.

Pony No 3 – Part One.
Harriet H
Finding herself pregnant after 12 years of marriage, my mother, socially ambitious for this embryo, and
convinced that she was going to have a son, chose a wealthy, aristocratic, if alcoholic, man to be my
Godfather hoping that my future would be properly supported. He confirmed her good choice by putting the
unborn me down for Eton. An equivalent girls’ school was not forthcoming and I heard nothing from him until
I was 8 or 9, when something must have reminded him of my existence, and he sent me a five pound note –
in those days a splendid flimsy thing like tissue paper.
By now, my mother’s real life included raising large white pigs for the
‘bacon factory’. A pair of weaners would be fattened up to just the right mix
of fat and lean, whereupon, in floods of tears, she would send them off. I
was encouraged to spend my fiver on this enterprise and duly doubled my
money. The exciting possession of this money coincided with the auction of
rounded up New Forest foals in Buckingham market. An expert friend came
with us and pointed out a bright chestnut foal as having potential. Bought
with the imperceptible head gestures of the expert horse coper, William
Rufus aged six months, was mine for £10.
Housebound Hugs No 7
Kay B
Shortages
At the beginning of Lockdown, panic buying caused all sorts of shortages. One wit observed that in Lockdown
Brits queued for toilet rolls while Americans queued for guns! But it wasn’t just toilet rolls.
Anything Italian like pasta and accompanying sauces were missing off supermarket shelves, and so were my
husband’s favourite – tinned plum tomatoes. In vain I put it on shopping lists only to be told ‘unavailable’.
Kind friends looked out for me – nothing. Weeks later they all turned up at intervals proudly bearing tins for
my now bursting cupboard. Then it was flour of all types – and still is – as if the whole nation had turned into
Mary Berry and were baking, baking, baking.
Last week I asked in a chemist’s if they had any hairdressing scissors, and was almost laughed at because all
their supplies went some weeks ago, along with hair dyes. I was also informed that they had no temporary
fillings. Yes, you’ve read it correctly, kits of temporary dental fillings have been flying off the shelves. Well, at
least dentists are now returning to work so that’s one job I won’t have to try.
What strange things have become vital during lockdown – pasta and hair dye; flour and toilet rolls; dental
fillings and tinned tomatoes. It’s a funny old world.
Clydach Viaduct & Station
Tony G
The station building and part of the platforms remain as a private home. On the other side of the track is the
Station Hotel (also now a private house).

Circa 1940: The station leads directly into the first of the tunnels on the route to Brynmawr. A saddle tank is
emerging from the tunnel on the UP line, the up always being the line going towards London.

A relevant poem
It came from the East:
Invisible
Unknown
Unwelcome.
It travelled quickly
By land, sea and air.
Crossing borders,
Unseen.
It’s target? Mankind.
All colours,
All creeds,
All ages.

-

Kay B
Number 10 conferences,
With graphs and experts
Plotting deaths by numbers.
Endgame? Who knows!
Lifestyles – a new ‘normal’
With increased respect for NHS
And front-line workers.
And kindness in communities,
Strengthened friendships,
Thanking volunteers
And shopping locally.

New words in our language –
Lockdown, Furlough,
Social distancing, Zoom,
Pandemic.

A Fan Tale
Lynda O'K
About five years ago, my husband, daughter and I were holidaying in wonderful Dartmouth in Devon. Our
holiday home for the week was directly on the habour side and coincided with the Dartmouth Royal Regatta.
We were treated to all things nautical by way of the colourful sailing regatta on the River Dart, as well as air
displays including flypasts and mock helicopter rescues.
Taking an evening stroll along the cobbled harbour with ancient arched walls, an enthusiastic motor biker
spoiled what should have been the gentle crashing of the waves by revving his bike just at the side of the
harbour, deafening everyone within earshot. My daughter turned to me and mouthed something which I
couldn’t hear. I shouted that she’d have to speak up, “It’s Helen Mirren!” her ear ringing voice rang out to the
astonishment of fellow strollers, just as the biker cut his engine.
Walking directly towards us, and now just inches away, was indeed a very annoyed looking Helen Mirren, she
of Prime Suspect, The Queen (God Bless Her), and Calendar Girls fame. My daughter had no time to
apologise for invading her privacy, as Ms Mirren made killer eye contact before swerving in the opposite
direction.
If you are, by chance, a member of the U3A somewhere, and you read this, we’re very sorry!
Further answers to garden questions
From Glyn
I'm a traditional vegetable gardener. Dig in as much FYM as possible. My wife wants to go with a no dig route! Am
I right in resisting? The last 5 years or so the veg patch has been covered with weed resistant membrane. I think it
needs some TLC? Also is it OK to use grey water on my vegetables?
Response
'No dig' as a principle of gardening is becoming more popular. Many people make raised beds which have access
all-round and there is never a need to step on the soil. This means the soil never gets compacted and you can
spread FYM and compost on the soil and let the earthworms do the work. I however have a full plot with no paths
on it so I regularly walk on my soil and compact it. Also I sow green manures which I have to dig in. I love digging
so will continue that practice as long as I am able. But who knows, one day I might succumb to the no dig method.
There is no problem using grey water on the crops . In some cases it might help deter pests.
From Jenny
I’ve been really enjoying growing tomatoes, cucumbers and salad crops from seed in my tiny greenhouse this year.
I’ve usually been away in early spring, so unable to grow anything from seed. I obviously won’t be going away this
year, so I could do some autumn planting...what could I try from seed over the winter please? It’s a really small
greenhouse!
Response
So pleased you are enjoying your ‘growing’ experience. The greenhouse will give you the opportunity to sow many
seeds in the autumn and harvest in the winter. It will also allow you to grow many salad crops such as radish,
spring onions and loose leaf lettuce. You can grow some tubs of carrots in there. Sow these outside in late July and

take the tubs in side in October giving you carrots over Xmas and the New Year. Try some Xmas potatoes in tubs
sown in August and taken inside before the first frosts. So you can make full use of your greenhouse in the dark
days of winter.
Three good photographs

A rose from Kay B

Gliffaes grounds

Water at Clydach – by Karen H

Wit and Wisdom from American Military Manuals.
Kay B
“Aim towards the enemy” - Instructions printed on a rocket launcher.
“If the enemy is within range, so are you” – Infantry Journal.
“It is generally inadvisable to eject over an area you just bombed,” – US Air Force Manual.
“Whoever said the pen is mightier than the sword obviously never encountered automatic weapons.” –
General MacArthur.
“Try to look unimportant, they may be low on ammo.” – Infantry Journal.
“Tracers work both ways” – U S Army Ordnance.
“You’ve never been lost until you’ve been lost at Mach 3” - U S Test Pilot.
“The only time you have too much fuel is when you’re on fire.”
“Mankind has a perfect record in aviation – we’ve never left one up there!”
“Basic Flying Rules: Try to stay in the middle of the air. Do not go near the edges of it. The edges of the air
can be recognized by the appearance of ground, buildings, sea, trees and interstellar space. It is much more
difficult to fly there.”
Lockdown playlist
Pat H
It was good to see Lynda's lockdown playlist. One missing from it keeps running through my head on our odd
forays into Abergavenny. Anyone remember Ghost Town by the ska band the Specials? This was written in
Coventry in 1981, when all the car factories were closing down and we were trying to sell our house in
Coventry to move to South Wales to follow Keith's job. It was on Radio Mercia just about every day.
Here's a taste:This town, is coming like a ghost town
All the clubs have been closed down
This place, is coming like a ghost town
A One Liner puzzle to end with
If Monoply scores 15 and Cluedo scores 9, which board game scores 14?

Hilary L

Answer in the next issue of Unsocial Times
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Unsocial Times edited for Gilwern U3A by:
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