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Version 1

There is a small town in North Wales of which I have many happy memories and one last sad
one.' There, my family spent many happy holidays when our children and grandchildren were small,
and there, Olive, my wife, found her last resting-place.’

While there, we stayed at a roadside restaurant and guesthouse, which rented out a small
bungalow on its grounds. A short distance away a footbridge, over the road and railway, provided
easy access to the shore and the sea and the children had no hesitation in playing in the water,
although the temperature would be no more than 15 degrees.

The characteristic we most liked about the situation was the hills behind the guesthouse. The
hill immediately behind was called Blueberry Hill, not surprising considering it was covered with
Blueberry bushes, which, always at the time we were there would be thick with ripe fruit’. Not
far away was a narrow road, at the end of which were a small church and an abandoned inn.* On
another farm track behind the guesthouse, there was a genuine Druids Circle’. Fifteen large stones,
there must have been many more originally, stood or lay in a circle as they had done for many
centuries.

When we moved to Hornchurch, Dwygyfylchi, for that was the name of the town, became a
memory and remained so until our children were grown and our family split between England and
Ponca City, USA. In 1984 it was decided that, together with our youngest son and his family, we
should go back to Wales for a family holiday.



o [ RRERIR— — (RE A GEERTEAER (D)

We had to seek a large house and after our daughter-in-law found one our son telephoned to
tell us about it. After he finished we asked where it was and he said “It is in North Wales at a
place with a funny name” which he spelled for us. D-w-y-g-y-f-y-l-c-h-i. “Dwygyfylchi”, my
wife exclaimed. “How delightful, but it is the village where we spent our holidays when you were
children”. We enjoyed our vacation but the house was rather small.

The next time we went to Wales it was to the village of Dduallt and a house sitting well up a
hill, accessed by a steep and winding road. It had been built in the 1500s by a family of sheep
rustlers and would, at that time, have been virtually impossible to reach unless invited.

For many years the house lay in ruins until a retired army officer, Major Campbell who
specialised in explosives, bought it and renovated it. Beside, but slightly above the house, a
narrow gauge railway built over 100 years earlicr, provided an alternative access. Major Campbell
received permission to use the line to haul the materials he needed to renovate the house, the right
any occupants of the house to use the railway for free. As a result we made many trips on that train.

The name of Major Campbell’ s magnificent house was Plas Dduallt. The fireplace was a huge
recess in the wall, with more than enough room to either stand upright or lie down in any direction".
The house walls were made of stone and were more than half a metre thick. The tiny windows had
obviously been built so that the original rustler inhabitants’ could easily defend themselves.

Our next visit was in October 1992, when my sons and my daughter joined me to scatter my
wife’ s ashes in her native Wales and a small promontory alongside the road over the Sychnant Pass
was chosen. There, with Dwygyfylchi lying below us we scattered her ashes in the presence of her
British relatives and many good friends. They had gathered with us, to pay their respects to one
who they had known, and whose qualities they had appreciated.

That was the last time I visited Wales. Indeed I have not been to Britain since that October and

I know that many changes have taken place there, but that is a different story.

For those who want to know the whole story, and those who are advanced English learners, the

complete version can be read below.

Version 2

There is a small town in North Wales of which I have many happy memories and one last sad

one. There, my family spent many happy holidays when our children and grandchildren were small,
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and where Olive, my wife, found her last resting-place.

While there, we stayed at a roadside restaurant and guesthouse, which rented out a small
bungalow on its grounds. It was well off the road’ and had all its own facilities, so the children
could play safely outside while we prepared the meals or they became bored with the inside.

A short distance away a footbridge, over the road and railway, provided easy access to the
shore and the sea. Britons and Welshmen are hardy folks (my wife was half Welsh) and the
children had no hesitation in playing in the water, although the temperature would be no more
than 15 degrees. We had a dog as well, Pluto, who delighted all as he rushed into the water to
recover anything the children threw there.

The characteristic we most liked about the situation was the hills behind the guesthouse. They
rose majestically towards the sky and were covered by small tracks along which we could walk
with care, as did the sheep that originally created most of them'. It was fascinating to turn a corner
on these tracks, and see a sheep and her lamb nestled in a small hole beside the track.

The hill immediately behind was called Blueberry Hill, which was not surprising considering
it was covered with Blueberry bushes and, always at the time we were there, would be thick with
ripe fruit. One can go a long way in life to find anything tastier than freshly picked blueberries and
fresh cream''.

Not far away was a narrow road, it was a little more than a track, which could be used by
the Morris Mini'? we had at that time. At the end of the road, set back on the hill, were a small
church and an abandoned inn. The church could hold no more than ten people but it was said that
on Sundays, the whole village population from the valley below came to this place to worship in
the morning and to drink the local beer in the afternoon, an activity that was then illegal in Wales.

On another farm track behind the guesthouse, which wound its way up and over the Blueberry
Hill, there was a genuine Druids Circle. Fifteen large stones, there must have been many more
originally, stood or lay ina circle as they had done for many centuries. Wales was a land of mystery
and even today the Druids meet to celebrate the beginning of spring and other seasons in this and
other circles around the land. Perhaps the most famous is Stonehenge, on Salisbury Plain" in the
South of England.

From the top of any of these hills, not so far in the distance, one could see the Isle of Anglesey
across the Menai Strait, which separates it from the mainland.

When we moved to Hornchurch, Dwygyfylchi, for that was the name of the town, became a
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memory and remained so until our children were grown and our family split between England and
Ponca City, USA. In 1984 it was decided that, together with our youngest son and his family, we
should go back to Wales for a family holiday. But we did not choose Dwygyfylchi rather it was
chosen for us."

We had to seek a large house, which could be rented, from the information in a catalogue sent
to us by our daughter-in-law. We made a choice and sent off the information. Some time later,
when we were preparing to buy our air tickets, arrange our rental car and arrange our itinerary,
we found that our son in England had procrastinated and the house we had chosen was gone.

At short notice, our daughter-in-law found another one and our son telephoned to tell us and
describe the house to make sure that we were to be satisfied. When he had finished the description
we asked where it was and he said “Oh it is on the North Wales coast at a place with a funny
name” which he said he could not pronounce but would spell it for us. D-w-y-g-y-f-y-l-c-h-i.
“Dwygyfylchi”, my wife exclaimed. “How delightful, but you should have remembered it as the
village where we used to spend our holidays every year when you were children”. We enjoyed
our vacation but the house was rather too small for two children, two daughters-in-law
and four small grandchildren and we never went again until a sadder occasion years later.

We did not desert Wales, however, and the next time we found ourselves in the most interesting
of houses. It was near the village of Dduallt and sat well up a hill, accessed by a steep and winding
road. It took a lot of practice to drive a car up it without many stops and manoeuvres. It had been
built in the 1500s by a family of sheep rustlers and would, atthattime, have been virtually impossible
to reach unless invited.

For many years the house lay in ruins until a retired army officer, Major Campbell who
specialised in explosives, bought it and renovated it. Beside, but slightly above the house, a narrow
gauge railway built over 100 years earlier provided an alternative access. The railway was originally
built to carry slate from Blaenau Ffestiniog to Porthmadog but fell into disuse when other methods
of transportation developed.

Like others of its kind, it had been purchased by a group of enthusiasts who, with the sweat
of their own brows, much of their own money and some in the form of gifts and grants, had converted
it, stage by stage, into a tourist attraction.” Initially, the railway carried passengers from Porthmadog
to Dduallt. Later it was extended to Blaenau Ffestiniog and Major Campbell, in return for providing

some expert assistance, received permission to use the line to haul the materials needed to renovate
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the house. He also received the right for him and any occupants of the house to use the railway for
free. As a result we made many trips on that train.

Strangely enough some years earlier my wife, accompanied by our eldest son and Debbie, a
young lady from Oklahoma, had chanced upon the station' at Dduallt. They found it because they
were lost and stopped to ask a policeman the way. “You are here to see the Princess,” he said,
much to their surprise, as their only purpose in stopping was to get on their way.

They had, in fact, stumbled on the very place where Princess Margaret, the Queen of England’s
younger sister, was that day declaring the rebuilt station open. They took lots of photographs to
show the folks in Oklahoma, including one of Debbie standing by the bareheaded policeman, while
his helmet rested on her young head.

The name of Major Campbell’ s magnificent house was Plas Dduallt. The fireplace was a huge
recess in the wall, with more than enough room to either stand upright or lie down in any direction.
The house walls were made of stone and were more than half a metre thick. The tiny windows had
obviously been built so that the original rustler inhabitants could easily defend themselves.

It was reputed that Oliver Cromwell, the leader during Britain’s civil war, slept in one of the
rooms, on his way to a battle. In addition it was rumoured that two of his soldiers were buried in
the wall beside the fireplace. No one ever heard any ghostly sounds when we stayed there, but it
is a good story to tell.

We spent a family vacation in Plas Dduallt two years in succession, the first time with our son
and his family, the second with our daughter and her family, and both times with our eldest son and
his family. We all grew to love it, and Mr. and Mrs. Evans who owned it by then. They were
potters, and I think every family household has a mug, ora pot, crafted by them. Sadly, we were

never all together again in Wales.

| Notes | |

1. There is a small town in North Wales of which I have many happy memories and one last sad
one. ZEALEUREA —AVIME, B RATRIFL FEHHIEIZ, RN, Fa—PERRFER. A, of
which B| S 2 E£iBM 4], of 4y have memories (& ACHT K, R have memories of something,

2. ..and there, Olive, my wife, found her last resting-place. find one’s last resting-place 4y die

Wik (euphemism), 124 TBUEPH “RKIKZAL .
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3. be thick with ripe fruit: (M |) S5 TR, Rge

4. Not far away was a narrow road, at the end of which were a small church and an abandoned inn.
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16. chanced upon the station: {HSREF|Z4 ¥4 |; chance on/upon: #ilf 7585, HR$LF|

| Exercises | l

I. Comprehension Questions

1. Of all the places mentioned, what are the places the author and his family have stayed in?
A. Salisbury and Anglesey.

B. Porthmadog and Ffestiniog.

C. Dwygyfylchi and Duallt.

D. Hornchurch and Ponca City.

2. What are the characteristics the author’s family most liked about the situation of the roadside

guesthouse?

A. It was a safe place.
B. It was easy to get to the sea.
C. The hills behind the guesthouse.

D. Blueberries and fresh cream.

3. What was going on when the author’s wife and her son chanced upon the station at Dduallt?

A. The policemen were standing for a show.
B. Debbie was standing by a bareheaded policeman.
C. The train was starting for Oklahoma.

D. Princess Margaret was declaring the rebuilt station open.

4. Why does the author introduce so much about the house near the village of Dduallt?

A. It had a very special history.
B. It was built by thieves.
C. Oliver Cromwell stayed there.

D. It provided free rides on the train.

5. What was the main aim when the author came back to Wales in October 19927

A. To visit the Sychnant Pass.
B. To photograph the Druids Circle.
C. To scatter his wife’s ashes.

D. To buy mugs from Mr. and Mrs. Evans.
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6. What was the original use of the railway and what is it used for now?
A. To carry slate to Portmadog and tourists today.
B. To carry miners to work and now housewives to shop.

C. To carry materials to Major Campbell’ s house but now return Mr. and Mrs. Evans’ visitors

to Portmadog.

D. To take Princess Margaret to Duallt, now to carry policemen to Blaenau.

II. Translation from English into Chinese

1. The hill immediately behind was called Blueberry Hill, not surprising considering it was covered

with Blueberry bushes, which, always at the time we were there would be thick with ripe fruit.

2. Britons and Welshmen are hardy folks (my wife was half Welsh) and the children had no hesi-

tation in playing in the water, although the temperature would be no more than 15 degrees.

3. They rose majestically towards the sky and were covered by small tracks along which we could

walk with care, as did the sheep that originally created most of them.

4. Like others of its kind, it had been purchased by a group of enthusiasts who, with the sweat of
their own brows, much of their own money and some in the form of gifts and grants, had converted it,

stage by stage, into a tourist attraction.

5. The fireplace was a huge recess in the wall, with more than enough room to either stand upright
or lie down in any direction.
111. Topics for Discussion and Writing

1. Why does the author say *..we did not choose Dwygyfylchi rather it was chosen for us”?

2. What have you learned about the house Plas Dduallt from the introduction of the author?



