Kirkby History





Transcript of Account by Mildred (Kirkby) Tayleur





(Written for Edward Roger Nanney-Wynn)





A birthday book was put into my hand and I was asked “can you tell me who were these people?”. The book belonged to Uncle ‘Will’ Edward William Kirkby who assumed the name Nanney-Wynn, late South Wales Borderers, the 24th. He was wounded in South Africa and suffered very great pain. He is the grandfather of Mary Garton-Jones, Alice Cato and Victoria Grand and I know a great deal about that vigorous family. I married as a young girl D H W Kirkby who, like his forebears, was a soldier commissioned in the Royal Welch Fusiliers (RWF) and is buried in St Mary’s Churchyard, Rhoslefain. Herbert Wynn Kirkby was his father and my much loved father-in-law and he confided a great deal to me of his life and talked much of the family. The family had owned a very big estate. Simon Hart Wynn of Maes-y-Neuadd has no children and his sister, Sarah, married David Kirkby of Battle End, Brecon, Powys. She had marked the family Bible with the dates of the births and deaths. I gave it to you in 1952. In 1865 Simon Hart Wynn died and he had not altered his will, so David Edward who had given up his Army career had nothing and William Wynn Kirkby, then still in Australia, came into the estates. Had Simon Hart Wynn kept his word, this estate would have eventually gone to my late husband D H W Kirkby.





I often think.....(breaks off)





(I was the widow of Col D H W Kirkby, late RWF, who was a worthy descendent of his name. His father Herbert Wynn Kirkby, my father-in-law, was very fond of me and told me so much about the Kirkbys. Your great great uncle was Simon Hart Wynn of Maes-y-Neuadd, Harlech, Meirionydd. He assumed the name of Nanney and was born in 1799. His surviving sister married David Kirkby of Battle, Brecon.)





They had three sons, William Wynn Kirkby, David Edward Kirkby with whom we are concerned as he was your grandfather and John Thomas Vaughan Kirkby. These three brothers were all in the Army. David Edward Kirkby was a Lieutenant in the 17th Regiment of Foot. He was born in Brading, Isle of Wight on April 17th 1831 and served in Australia. In those days people were deported to that country for what we would consider very minor offences and troops were sent to guard the convicts. He was, by the portrait I have of him in uniform, a good looking serious young man, sensitive and gentle. He married in 1855 Annie, second daughter of Robert Casement of Peel, Isle of Man. I wish I could tell you more about her family and why they were in Australia. It was a new country and her father had probably gone there hoping to make his fortune - his daughter was a woman of very strong character.





Simon Hart Wynn’s sister was the heiress and the estate was very large. I cannot tell you why, because Herbert Wynn Kirkby did not tell me, but Simon Hart Wynn wrote to Australia and asked David Edward Kirkby, his nephew and Sarah’s second son to come to Wales and act as his agent. He would then make him his heir about 1859. He resigned his commission and sailed with his pregnant wife and several little daughters in a sailing ship around the Cape of Good Hope. I shudder to think what the passage must have been like: weeks and weeks of great discomfort. They lived at Llanfendigaid that you know so well and so do I.





 In 1861 their first son was born - Herbert Wynn Kirkby - Uncle Bertie. Annie bore him 10 children: 5 boys and 5 girls. In 1865 Simon Hart Wynn died but he had omitted to alter his will so David Edward Kirkby having given up his Army career had nothing. The estate went to William Wynn Kirkby who remained in Australia with the 2nd Regiment of Foot and died there. I know that David Edward Kirkby’s family was a happy one but they had very little money. David Edward Kirkby became ill, and since I heard his dreadful cough, I suspect that it was TB. He was moved down to the room on the right at Llanfendigaid next to the bank and died there in 1885. Annie was left with 10 children and £100 per year.





‘Nine’, Welsh for ‘grandmother’, as she was always called worked hard and they farmed, those that were old enough at Llanfendigaid. Herbert Wynn Kirkby wanted to go into the Army but there was not enough money and he told me that, as the eldest son, he felt it was his duty to try and make money so he went to Australia and worked on sheep and cattle farms. He also went to America where Annie, who married Griffith Edwards, lived. I can remember her when she was dying and I believe during this period which was long, she drank heavily. I am sure she was the only member of the family to do so. Herbert Wynn Kirkby came home about 1893 and in 1894 married Edith Bowes. They had one son D H W Kirkby.





To return to Nine, she must have been thrifty. Once a year, she used to go to the East End of London with empty trunks and buy clothes and shoes for her family and come back and fit them out. I have seen pictures of her looking very fat and jolly wearing a loose garment. She died in 1916. In 1901, Edward William Kirkby was sadly wounded in South Africa and spent the rest of his life in a wheelchair (which is why Llanfendigaid can now offer wheelchair access). They thought he was going to die and so to ease his great pain, gave him morphine and for the rest of his pain wracked life he could not do without it. I always thought that had he not been wounded, he would have gone further than his brother. He was a man of very strong character and I think resembled his grandmother Sarah in looks. He was irritable, like all the Kirkbys, and had a very sharp temper. Even his younger sister said “we get our temper from Sarah Kirkby nee Wynn”. He married Eva’s friend Mabel Grace Hall who, so she told me, came to Llanfendigaid to look after him (Edward William Kirkby or Uncle Will). With their marriage began a feud between Eva and Mabel Grace which persisted for the rest of their lives! Mabel Grace, known normally as ‘Dinny’, was a talented artist (specialising in miniatures) and shrewd in her financial dealings. Even in her mid 80s, she could be found at the Portmadog tax office arguing with the Inland Revenue, usually successfully. When I first knew them in 1918, they had little money and Dinny, after looking after Uncle Will, often went to her drawing room and painted a miniature to help keep them. They had one son, Edward Roger Nanney-Wynn (previously Kirkby). He was a very good son and to his crippled father must have been a vindication of doubt upon his virility.





Dinny was 40 when their son was born and the following year she had a miscarriage, but carried on without stopping “you see dear, people were coming to lunch”. At the same time she told me “I never expected to have children”. I know sex to her meant self-control. As a girl, she loved to instill these principles into me, I might add unsuccessfully! I learnt a great deal from her and after my much loved mother died, she filled a gap in my life. She had met and liked my very elegant mother. Dinny had many good qualities and gifts often obscured by, may I say, her belligerence. She was kind to anyone who had been bereaved irrespective of class and would paint a miniature or water-colour of the person who had died. She did not really have much time to spare for this generosity. I suppose in many ways she was hard: you had to eat what was put in front of you even if it revolted you, tripe for example, because she thought it was good for you. As the years rolled by, I learnt firmly but tactfully to get my own way. I think her descendants are fortunate to have her blood in their veins.





I first saw Uncle Will in the room with the coat of arms over the fireplace, this painted in earlier years by Dinny. I was young and had been made even more nervous than I already was by “talks about Llanfendigaid”. Before I left him he wrote a letter and said “give this to Uncle Bertie” my future father-in-law. I carried the letter back to Talgarreg and was told that the letter said “I can see nothing wrong with Mildred except her age and that will improve with time”. I still think of him with deep affection as I have always done of you his son. I think with pride and pleasure of the time that Dinny wanted to go away and he came to stay with us and I had charge of his morphine. I must have been a responsible young woman. He needed such care. I remember hearing a bumping noise on the stairs; he was coming down on his bottom, strictly forbidden and I made him promise that he wouldn’t do it again whilst he was in my charge. He wrote “you have been to me as a daughter if I had had one and I wish that I had”. The family called him Billy and always asked his advice. He wore a tweed jacket with leather on the cuffs and elbows and his crippled legs were encased in a huge bag and there he sat in his wheelchair. Dinny kept him on a strict diet, no sugar or jam, and if she went out of the room during tea, he would say “pass me the jam before she comes back”.





