                     Merch y ‘Ffeirad    - The Vicar’s daughter
Many of ‘Pobl Dewi’ readers (including our Bishop) know the extent of the privilege and responsibility of being brought up in the Vicarage. Looking back at my childhood, especially after losing very dear parents, I have many sweet, strange and interesting memories.

It’s amazing how the Church, as well as religion and faith, can have such a profound effect on a person. This is very true for our family, almost without realising it. My sister and I have both been Churchwardens and have been regular churchgoers throughout our lives.
I came across an old diary recently, 1969, and I had written in it every night during that year.  I was in the sixth form at Grammar School and a lot of the content is about school, about boyfriends (who on earth was Harry? I don’t even remember him!) but also about church services. I recorded weekly the attendance in the three Sunday services (morning, Sunday School and Evensong) and was very disappointed when there were ‘only 45’ there. In a small village church I would be thrilled with this number today.

My first ever memory is of being 2 years old and leading ‘the Sunday school class’ namely about a dozen children, who met in the Vicarage every Sunday afternoon, upstairs to see my new sister who had been born the previous day.  And at once we realise that the Vicarage belonged to the whole parish as well as being a family home.

 No matter how poor the Vicarage family, and a Vicar’s stipend then, as indeed today, was not great, there had to be set aside one room, usually the Study, where visitors could be taken at all times.  Here there was an electric fire, the only heating in the house apart from the coal fire in the living room.

If you ask any child of the Vicarage to describe the atmosphere inside the Vicarage I would bet they would answer ‘cold and damp’! Indeed I met recently a friend’s girlfriend who was raised in English Vicarages and we laughed as we compared notes about frost on the insides of windows, peeling wallpaper on damp walls and of going to bed with hot water bottles inside sleeping bags inside the usual bedding.

To be continued...............
