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TO BE or NOT TO BE? 
.... THAT IS The QUESTION 

Or .... 

POWYS, POULTER, PALTRY POWER, 
POLES, and PYLONS 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A wry, personal and fully self-illustrated take on 
the Mid Wales (Powys) Conjoined 
Wind Farms Public Inquiry 2012-14 

By ‘Pigpen’ 
MA  LRCP  MRCS  FRICASE 

(Fellow of the Rural Institute of Court Artists .. Self-Elevated) 
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In the late autumn of 2013, I was, once again, sitting in on the Great Welsh Windfarm 
Public Inquiry, already a couple of sessions in, at the Royal Oak Hotel in Welshpool, 
Coffee Central of Wales, held there for the supposed convenience of the good folk of 
mid Wales but more likely for its proximity to the end of the M54 and thence the great 
metropoli of England, hungry for 'renewable energy' to satisfy the mass of people from 
‘off’, and thirsty for a good old fight with the renegade Welsh, whose Powys County 
Council had lately rejected the reasonable proposal by several big foreign owned energy 
companies to trash the wonderful wilderness that is the uplands of mid Wales some time 
before.  A giant demonstration in Cardiff in 2011 had failed to impress the great Welsh 
powers that be in the Senedd.  The fight was on.     
 
I had decided, on the basis of the old adage ‘if you can't beat ’em join ’em’, that if I was to 
see anything of my esteemed husband Charles Green, the unwitting ‘coordinator’ and 
paper wallah of the Alliance, I would have to come along, despite my English blood, and 

general ignorance of the areas concerned, a matter 
happily rectified since then.  I now too love these 
threatened uplands with a passion, as do the many 
scattered inhabitants …. who wouldn't? 
 
Dulled by the incessant drone of the barristers I 
noticed to my left the fine profile of a stately 
gentleman, soon revealed to be Mr Mike Brennan, a 
well-known horse riding operatic smallholder from the 
small village of Mochdre, near Newtown.  His place is 
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situated right under the turbine bespattered Llandinam hills, soon, with permission 
granted, to be ‘re powered’ with fewer but far more gargantuan turbines in the drive for 
that elusive EU energy target, so much favoured by the "Mafiosi" of Cardiff.  Their 
chief is one excellent Mr Carwyn Jones, whose vision clearly barely extends north of the 
Millennium Stadium in that great south Walian metropolis and partial seat of power in the 
region.  He and his cronies on the devolved Welsh government had thought up, in 
2005,the preposterous notion that a number of ‘remote’ and thus insignificant areas of 
upland Wales could be sacrificed to become ‘windfarm landscapes’ with no one really 
minding, no public consultation having been attempted.  This policy bears the odd title of 
TAN8 meaning Technical Advice Note Eight ... Few know why. 
 
In return for a vast sum of money in ‘subsidies’ a number of foreign owned energy 
companies were more than willing, nay scrabbling greedily, to cover these hills with their 
diabolical whirling white follies, and a Spanish company, in the guise of Scottish Power 
Manweb plc to boot, is gunning to drive a double pole line through the Kerry hills and 
Severn valley to get their private link to the grid at Welshpool.   
 
My subject, a great orator it later transpired, sat tranquilly soaking up the droning rhetoric 
of several almost equally ‘foreign’ city barristers, paid absurd stipends to spar abstrusely, 
day by day, with the various ‘experts’ of one another’s camps, the County Council and 
with the gallant little band of Alliance fighters from the area, an amalgam of some 22 local 
naysaying groups.  
 
Here he is, on the verge of sleep on 
November 12th 2013. 
 
The Public Inquiry resulted after Powys 
CC had recommended refusal of the 
original applications by the energy 
magnates and is to be adjudicated by the 
Secretary of State, currently Ed Davy, 
a worthy Liberal Democrat in the 
coalition, who may well have never seen 
the hills of Powys for all we know, is due 
to be the final arbiter of the debate, 
which was scheduled to last almost a 
whole year and was divided into seven 
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separate sessions.  These comprised, in chronological order: 1) a Pre-Inquiry Meeting 
held in that great spa township-in-the-bog Llandrindod Wells, 2) an Opening Session on 
policy, 3) a debate about the three southern windfarms targeted on SSA C(Strategic 
Search Area C), then 4) SSA B, the two Northern windfarms north of the A470, 5) 
the proposed Kerry to Welshpool 132kV overhead pole line, 6) the cumulative effects 
and, finally, 7) the closing and summing up session. All the proceedings (after her dad 
Chris Banks retired early with gammy knees) organised and very ably supervised by the 
jolly and unobtrusive Clare Jones-Hughes (despite the name a good Surrey girl who 
travelled the M ways to and fro leaving small children and her parents). Well done to her 
and her nice warm corner of the Inquiry room. 
 
These fine men were seen to be ‘stating their case’ regarding the merits of transporting 
hundreds of loads of enormous turbine parts and concrete along the narrow roads of mid 
Wales, thereby grid locking them for years to come.  

 
Here they are, the RES men 
showing their merit.   
 
 
The three wise men of windfarms  
 
 
 
 
 

Chief of the neighbouring RWE clan is the great Marcus Trinick, diabolically skilled in 
hammering out the benefits of wind 
energy to the most recalcitrant of 
opponents, throughout the UK. He 
presumably needs this electricity to 
power his sumptuous lifestyle one 
suspects and has a great way of 
scoring points off his old chum, 
Vincent Fraser, whose proposed 
wind farm hard by Trinick’s will 
probably have to share an access 
route if the Inspector agrees that a 
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scenic small windy, windy road through Cwm Nant yr Eira really isn't conducive to 
accommodating mighty juggernauts. The spats looks set to continue over the tables for 
some years, if our good Inspector Poulter decides to ask the Secretary of State to 
rubber stamp their diabolical wishes for Carnedd Wen and Llanbrynmair plateaux. 
Trinick’s adversarial skills are undeniable ..... and all this on the 65th birthday of our great 
Prince of Green-ness, Charles the Third to be someday.....14th November 2013, all 
Quite Controversial one might propose. 

These mighty and well-heeled barristers are opposed by the scarcely less mighty but piss 
poor members of 'the Alliance' a motley crew representing some 22 disparate groups in 
mid Wales and Shropshire, most defined by acronyms such as CUP (Conservation of 
Upland Powys), MAP 
(Montgomeryshire against 
Pylons), CPRW, BRAWD, 
and many others. A posse of 
brave souls agreed to stick their 
amateur necks out and challenge 
the energy men, and here is 
Roger Durgan arguing that to 
run vast AILs (abnormal 
indivisible loads) under too low 
bridges, through small villages, 
past schools, over soft bogs is 
probably a little silly. 

 
 
And rather inconvenient as it will block that windy, windy road, the distance from 

Talerddig to Llanerfyl NOT along the 
valley road becoming a hot potato. Our Mr 
Poulter seemed to have some difficulty 
grasping that the diversion ran into many 
miles, not so happy if you are on the daily 
school run or whilst having a heart attack 
and needing an ambulance. This caused the 
Inspector and the Powys County Council 
officials much consternation. 

                          UMMMM?
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Into December there occurred a big 
square up between Charles, my 
illustrious and terrier like husband 
with his occasional killer interjections 
and our Inspector Poulter as the 
BIG Cheeses faced each other 
across the floor.  A fine Christmas 
card resulted (the other participants 
disappearing conveniently into 
cyberspace).  

 
At this stage the vexed question of the ‘bats of Gosen’ arose.  Here the ecological 
experts of National Resources Wales 
took the floor to defend these elusive 
beasts, rarely impinging on the life of 
the common man but crucial to the 
legality of destruction of their roosts.  
Unfortunately, along with other 
keepers of Welsh treasures, both 
living and long past, the Welsh 
Assembly pays their salaries, and so 
they are not too happy to upset their 
paymasters.  Would you?  So they bat away here, without confessing that turbines have a 

habit of chopping up birds, upsetting bat 
echolocation, destroying acres of carbon 
rich ancient peat and sundews, and 
causing the disappearance of the 
endangered but much treasured curlews, 
grouse and many other birds, beasts and 
plants of the bogs and accelerate the 
rate at which the flood prone rivers fill.  
My beloved trilobites did not warrant 
even a passing mention, a bit rude if you 

are untold aeons of years a-slumbering in the rocks undisturbed before being dug up for a 
passing turbine. 
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On December 6th the second of the outreach meetings of the Inquiry was held at the 
village of Banwy in the environs of the SSA B windfarms, notable for the brief 
appearance of the well-known and local wildlife expert Iolo Williams of Springwatch fame 
who announced, in Welsh, that this was not the best way to treat the local creatures, and 
many others spoke passionately and eloquently of the horrors of wind turbines.   
Here are some of the 
participants.  Our Inspector, 
as at Dolfor in the SSA C 
session, seemed impressed by 
the politeness but passion 
expressed by the restrained 
beleaguered inhabitants of the 
Banwy Valley and even 
seemed to enjoy the 
camaraderie. 
 
Between each session of the Inquiry the small inner circle of active naysayers needed to 
get their clever heads together to plan and plot their next moves and tactics, in a variety of 
kitchens and barns.   

Here are some of the prime movers, that 
redoubtable pair, Brett and Jill Kibble; 
the head of CPRW Peter Ogden, and 
agriculture professor emeritus Lance 
Mytton hard at work plotting.  Any 
resemblance to the Addams family is purely 
coincidental.  Sadly, since those days 
Lance has suffered a stroke, but is doing 
well and will continue the fight no doubt. 

After a short break for Christmas these 
dogged campaigners were back at the 
table pounding away.  Here they are, 
Charles the administrator, Richard 
Bonfield the bank broker and Brett the 
brains.  Woody (Steve Wood) Google 
Earth turbine plots away in the 
background, adversity notwithstanding.  
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At the next stage the question of a potential private 
connection from SSA C towards the grid was under 
discussion.  A posse of Scottish Power men, some 
from the Netherlands, appeared at the Inquiry to 
educate us about the complexities of electricity 
transmission, and the necessity of driving a new pole 
line through one of the most important and unspoiled 
valleys in Wales to link the ‘re-powered’ Llandinam 
windfarm and also possibly the neighbouring schemes 
at Llanbadarn Fynydd and Llaithddu too. 

 
 
 
 
The fact that the same Spanish company owns one 
of the energy companies involved, CeltPower and 
Scottish Power Manweb too, did not go unnoticed.  
Here Robert Seaton from CeltPower tries to look 
inconspicuous in the audience ...the Celtic fringe 
indeed. 
 
 
 
 
Throughout this session our Mr Poulter was joined by Mr Emyr Jones to make a 
formidable duo.  Here they are contemplating all things electric.  
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The session was ‘lighted up’ by the very fit 
Mr Eric Leavy (ay the noo), fresh from his 
wild Scottish heartlands, to tell us about 
pylons and the carriage of Mega Watts (a 
Scotsman of course), and to popularise the 
necessity for wires to slice through the iconic 
scenery round Kerry Ridgeway, small beer 
besides his very ayn Heelands of course. 
                    
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

His side kick, Mr Swan-Song or was it 
Swanson, regaled us with more technicalities 
to light up the January gales and then  

 

 

 

the hapless Rory Brooke had to ask what a 
drove road is or was, as his well-researched 
contribution to the advisability of defiling this 
ancient droveway and the many ancient 
earthworks littering the area around Cider 
House and the end of the Kerry Ridgeway. 
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It fell to the gaunt but eloquent Dutchman Mr Eric Paalman to educate us about the 
intricacies of earthing, hoomps and boomps, and of the necessity of carrying a fourth wire 
along the pole line all the way to stop the bogs becoming sparky.  I hope you can 
understand his 
metaphorical 
explanation of 
the earthing 
process, 
described by him 
in graphic terms, 
the first time the 
Inquiry actually 
became lively and 
our Inspectors lit 
up like beacons 
in the dark. 
 
                                                       Paalman’s patio and hoomps and boomps 
 
 

The Kerry people, led with great 
passion by the local Australian 
Sawmills(er) Michele Lloyd, 
competently spoke of the need to 
underground the wires to preserve the 
view from her kitchen and the 
undoubted supreme beauty of the 
Kerry landscape if the damn thing has 
to happen.  Beware Ozzy Sheilas on 
the warpath Inspector Poulter. 

 
As a slight diversion, and in case one hadn't had a belly full Friday 24th January saw a big 
crowd of north Salopians gather at the Venue near Oswestry to have a beef about the 
400kV power line which will be built if the wind farms go ahead.  Right past our backyard.  
This line is proposed to scythe through the Vyrnwy valley from Cefn Coch all the way to 
Lower Frankton, 32 miles of giant pylons in some of the most sensitive and historic 
landscapes.  Among other horrors it has been placed to fly over the Vyrnwy river 14 times, 
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overtop a huge heronry, an iron sculpture park, through someone's garden, as near as 
possible to every historic house and megalith on the map, and is run by a ruthless crew who 
ignore the sensibilities of the farmers, believing they still hold the inalienable right to 
trespass as CEGB people did before privatisation in the olden days (and the British 
Empire) when there was no need for lengthy chat shops to get one’s own way. 
 
A good example of the serious effect of the threat of pylons was amply demonstrated by 
our neighbour and the unforgettable be-booted Sue Forgie of Maesbrook, whose large 

property is currently un-sellable and beyond 
her means, trapping her in an unaffordable mini 
mansion.  Owen Paterson, his Shropshire 
County Council minders, and a barrage of 
community councillors attended and universally 
condemned the proposals, thereby showing 
that the worthies of north Salopia and the 
leading Conservative party don't like the idea 
of more Welsh windmills in their back yards and 
ugly pylons in the front.  Next day Paterson 
was seen floundering in flooded Somerset 
without his boots and was soon off the scene 
with a detached retina.  Not surprising.  Tough 
times.  Sue must have upset him. 
 
 

 
 
Meanwhile back at the inquiry Sarah 
Gibson, defending the wisdom of the 
Llandinam line in Landscape Terms 
was garrotted by young whizz kid Mark 
Westmorland-Smith, of Scottish 
Power with a barrage of erudite 
advocacy whilst Jones and Poulter 
looked on. 
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Incidentally, whilst all this was 
going on the meter was ticking 
on the good services of the 
unseen Alliance barrister, David 
Smith, who can’t be afforded to 
actually appear in person on the 
ground but who gives amazing 
support by communicating his 
pearls of wisdom from his 
Chambers and home, often in 
the wee small hours, for which he 
is owed a good few fundraising-
events-worth. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Much panic and discussion as to how to 
raise the required dosh resulted in the 
ever Resource(s)ful for Change Alison 
Davies of CUP fame suggesting a 
series of Sales to be held at the Royal 
Oak.  She, svelte and elegant as ever, 
sacrificed her entire wardrobe to the 
cause.  Here she is selling off her haute 
couture.  Not sure whether Smith will 
be able to buy a new set of underwear 
with the proceeds, but it was all good 
fun. 
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The next session saw two very 
bald pates go for each other over 
the vexed question of 
transportation and installation of 
poles.  Here they are parrying.  
Mr Alan Davies came off worst 
with the Rottweiler Michael 
Humphries of Scottish Power at 
the helm. 
 
The next great question posed to the experts involved the brain heating ‘amplitude 
modulation’ and the worry that the addition of the great air waves generated as the blades 
rotate would result in giant tsunamis of pressure searing down from the hills knocking over 
the sheep and the populace and causing who knows what untold health problems.  Here is 

a most loyal attendee, the nice 
Finnish ‘Oily’ who walked the walk 
and has attended almost all of the 
sessions and has become a great 
favourite of the Inspector for her 
loyalty.  She is extremely concerned 
about the dastardly health risks of 
whirling blades on the hills.  Here she 
is listening intently to an AM expert. 
On reflection. 
 

                Oily and the AM man  
 
 
To illustrate the variety of expertise on display at the 
Inquiry here is the most succinct of them all, Mr 
Pinstripe or Mr Andrew Newcombe of CeltPower 
Llandinam who became a barrister after a career in the 
navy.  He likes everything to be shipshape and for his 
orders to be obeyed without dissent.  No one likes to 
mess with him, he follows the Spanish inquisitorial 
tradition.  One knows one’s place … left hand down a 
bit cap’n.
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The vexed question of how to get the generated power out to the national grid, the 
nearest line being away in North Shropshire, recurred with Mott the Hoople, sorry Mott 
McDonald, who were commissioned by applicants on the direction of the Inspector to try 
and find a way of sending the power out without having to construct a 400kV line.  A long 
and tedious debate resulted, when I fell asleep or, more probably, went out to hunt for 
fossils in Trilobite Dingle just a step away, or search the charity shops as is my wont, but 
here is Charles Lynch and his Henchmen of the Law mulling the problem.  Probably 
wishing they could skip out for a fag too.  They look pretty bored.
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Things livened up considerably with the arrival of the men of Meifod, a fine congregation 
of Welsh Hulk who are not about to brook the incursion of any nonsense in their valley.  
As you see they have plenty of muscle and are led by the redoubtable Jonathan 
Wilkinson, whose determination and accuracy of shooting make Jonny Wilkinson’s rugby 
shots look puny.  He and his men will surely not lie down should the pylons come to pass.  I 
envisage a bevy of heavy 
tractors blocking the valley 
and a force of Mapmen 
entrenched on the ancient 
Mott(e) at Mathrafal where 
Llewellyn the last Welsh 
prince once presided.  
Jonathan's grit is shown by 
the fact that he has had a 
jaw bone transplant since 
the beginning of the Inquiry, 
beating an aggressive 
cancer.  Long may his 
recovery last.  He leads the 
NFU locally and it shows. Here he is with his henchmen. 
 
Perhaps even more significant is the presence of the erudite Robert Harvey, descendant 

of the great Watkin 
Williams Wynns, erstwhile 
unbeknown contemporary 
of ours at that dark blue 
University in the early 70s, 
ex MP, prolific historian, 
friend of numerous 
politicians and frequenter 
of the Halls of Power and 
general bon viveur, who 
also has a Rottweiler 
instinct to defend his 
beloved territory, and is not 

afraid to say so .... even if occasionally somewhat unsteady on his pins. 
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More gentle campaigners include the 
vice-president of Shropshire CPRE, 
Selby Martin, who enjoys fishing in them 
there hills and has his second home in the 
shadow of proposed developments.  
Selby wants to save all the mid Welsh 
fishermen from flicker and the fish from 
the incursion onto their territory.  And so 
say all of us.  
 
 
 
 

 
The Spanish-backed contingent bored me on March 23rd until I began, dreamlike, to 
perceive them as a conquering band of conquistadores, surely in mid Wales to plunder its 
abundant gold reserves under the cover of turbine construction.  Within a stone’s throw of 
known deposits near Dolgellau could this be the real reason they are so keen to get into 
those hills and dig down into the rocks?  More profitable in the long run and mineral veins 
do abound nearby in the Silurian and Ordivician shales, riddled with small volcanic 
intrusions ... here they are posing in their cunning disguises. 
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Meanwhile the altogether less voluble bunch representing the dithering Vattenfall 
Swedish masters, who are not quite sure whether this will be all worthwhile and  are 

possibly on the way to a 
big Vattenfall (Eng. 
Translation . . .  waterfall), 
the Llanbadarn Fynydd 
scheme being possibly the 
least viable all said and 
done.  But if they hang on 
this may save their 
(Danish) bacon or 
Swedish massages. 
 
 
 

April saw the appearance of 
some well-known North Powys 
Councillors, and higher-up 
politicians, including the local 
Tory Montgomeryshire 
members, Russell George AM 
and Glyn Davies MP.  Here 
they are with Myfanwy 
Alexander of Meifod, Powys 
County Councillor with a big 
voice and physique as befitting 
one from that community,  

 
plus the popular, also bulky, Welshpool 
town clerk, all decrying the scheme as 
usual.  Indeed throughout the entire 
Inquiry but few brave souls have dared to 
support the schemes in public and they 
instantly labelled loonies. 
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That evening saw a large crowd at Welshpool Town 
Hall, again a chance for the local people to have a 
good beef about the whole thing and, after donning 
headphones and a good Methodist style rant from 
our competent Welsh/English translator, many 
dissenting voices again spoke up. 
  
Miss 
Rosemary 
Cooper is 
VERY 

worried about the toxic chemicals in turbines which 
will cause instant annihilation should they be 
released when the turbines catch fire, as they will 
surely do.  Particularly the rare element neomidium, 
a magnet enhancer, she scared us all with graphic 
tales of polluted Chinese villages and chopped up 
red kites and many other dire scenarios, causing 
widespread panic among the packed audience.  As 
the multitude of evil consequences of the policy 
emerged our Inspector and the barristers cannot be 
in any doubt whatsoever about Public Opinion by now.  If so then they are on a different 
planet.  
 
However as we all know by now, that does not win battles in the planning world.  
Democracy is irrelevant it seems, one MUST score as many planning wheezes as 
conceivable.  Votes at elections are not however ... so we watch the prevailing politics 
carefully.  There are signs that the Tories are beginning to get cold feet.  One wonders if 
Nigel Farage and friends have an opinion about wind and mid Wales as he now seems to 
be the master in waiting, beer in hand.  Somehow I doubt if he could even recognise Welsh 
and would think it VERY foreign if he did.  Maybe he could have a word with our local 
BNP hero Nicky Griffin who, bizarrely, occasionally inhabits . . . . yes, the Nant yr Eiron 
valley no less.  We’d hate to spoil that particular party with a pulse of AM. 
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The crowning glory of the Welshpool Town Hall 
evening was my old friend of the first sketch, the 
marvellous Mike Brennan, who argued mellifluously 
that since bigger seems to be better when it comes 
to turbines, why not just build one ginormous 
Welsh turbine and let this suffice, a proposition 
exemplified by our beloved Monarch who carried 
an orb topped by a turbine-like cross at her 
Coronation way back in 1953, surely a sign that 
has to be the definitive answer to the royal wind. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Another frequent attendee at the Inquiry, Myfanwy 
Evans, chose to give HER opinions from atop the bar 
at the Town Hall.  She is usually hard to miss when 
she comes along to the Inquiry.  Here she is attending 
closely to the conditions session.  
 
 
 
 
So now, as of this week, the end of May 2014, well over a year has passed since the first 
congregations of the Inquiry down in Llandrindod Wells and the discussion finally draws 
to a close.  The Alliance work round the clock to summarise the whole shebang in a 
concise form. Tongues wag everywhere. 
 
We will all breathe a sigh of relief when the last words are spoken, but with a tinge of 
anxiety at the prospect of the months of limbo until the result is announced.  The coup de 
grace in the closing session was, after several all-nighters by the inner circle, a well 
delivered summary of the 101 good reasons to maintain the status quo, and a large 
attending crowd cheered amid much high emotion.  Here are a few of the orators, 
delivering their pieces.  Our very own QC, Neville Thomas, erstwhile tenant of 
Glansevern Hall, reminds us that the wretched TAN8 policy is but writ in sand, not to be 



20 

adhered to as anything more than an artifice by townies, all put into splendid legalese, with 
a smatter of Cymric dropped in. 

 

 
Much has happened in the wider world since the Inquiry started.  Climate change has 
made itself very evident by the many gales we all experienced in the winter of 2013-14, 
presumably emphasising the need for green energy, something which few of the naysayers 
dispute.  The political climate has changed with a surge of anti-European sentiments with 
its energy targets and subsidies, and resulting rise of UKIP.  There has been a change in 
international power politics, with Russia sending its gas to China, not Europe, fracking 
has become both the great hope and for many the new enemy.  Windfarms have been 
discredited in Germany and elsewhere, and vast numbers of archaeological turbines lie 
rotting in American deserts.  It is now stated that enough wind turbines already whirl or are 
about to whirl in the British countryside and shallow seas to meet these entirely random 
green targets anyway which will make not a jot of difference to the climate, which as all 
geologists know, has changed constantly throughout the four and a half billion years of 
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earth’s history, mainly due to extra-terrestrial forces.  BUT the question of lights going 
out does remain urgent.  Sensible alternatives to wind energy are slow to materialise.  
Sadly my late father’s ( RTP Whipple’s) life's work as a theoretical physicist trying to 
develop nuclear fusion at the dinner table and at his base at Harwell and Culham remains 
elusive, but will, we all fervently hope, eventually be THE ANSWER.  As he would 
have turned 100 on August 1st, I hope and pray that he will send us all that critical formula 
from the plasmatic hereafter finally to crack the elusive containment problem he has surely 
been posthumously mulling over since he left us in 1977.  A few pocket fusion reactors 
would be quite handy and all this wind nonsense could disappear in a puff. 
 
In some ways we will be sad that the Inquiry is ended.  Many new friendships have been 
forged and a collective spirit of camaraderie prevails.  I, for one, now feel well hefted to 
these sublime Welsh hills and have met so many wonderful and characterful people I begin 
to feel a sense of belonging and of the mysterious hiraeth.  The months of anxiety for 
many will be endured without a convenient meeting place and a tremendous spirit of 
communal purpose has been evident everywhere, expressed in an exemplary polite manner, 
terrorists and demonstrators note.  Royal Oak coffee returns will suffer. 
 
We all deserve a veritable Masters Degree in windy energy in Cymru indeed and I think 
loyal attendees should be awarded a certificate of good attendance by the Inspectors. 
Also on a memorable drive along the Carnedd plateau among the Narnianesque mosses I 
found a supremely indifferent 620 million year old dalmanites trilobite slumbering in its 
undisturbed resting place up in the mists, most blissfully unaware that this primordial 
species could suffer a holocaust in the next few years.  Likewise I marvelled at the 
wondrous and obvious glacial morainic features round the Talerddig road and, well, just 
possibly that there GOLD (well let’s say rare elements, perhaps even the dangerous 
neomidium?).  Miss Cooper beware. 
 
We wish our good Mr Poulter and Mr Jones great wisdom in their decision making, 
something none of us would like to bear the responsibility for, but of course fervently hope 
they will reject outright these outdated, inefficient and disfiguring monsters and prevent 
the rape of such a ‘holy’ landscape and soothe us all . . . an easy decision in fact.  The 
wonderful Steve Woods (Woody ) has had his mammoth efforts to Google Earth the 
turbines for the edification of the Secretary of State (who may well be a townie), enabling 
him to effortlessly fly along Owain Glyndwr’s Way rejected, sadly, but his uncomplaining 
and faithful backing and good humour throughout the Inquiry has been unforgettable. 
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I, prosaically, have moved on to drawing nude men at a weekly life class now, am knitting 
furiously pending our first grandchild, due precisely on the paternal 100th, and intend to 
fulfil my promise to land a full sized oil portrait of that fit Eric Leavy on his Glasgow desk, 
at a price, well let’s say, 27,000 Scottish Groats as promised . . . perhaps enough to 
satisfy our absent barrister.  If not, well, no win no fee?  Win . . . just a sigh of relief, a walk in 
the hills and lots of dark nights?  Oh, the very BEST outcome of the Inquiry . . . we are 
about to adopt my first doggy, having met the pregnant Patterdale terrier belonging to my 
Partner in Physic, Sarah Myhill, who regaled us about the veracity of the heinous, 
windfarm syndrome, I will call him HOOLIGAN….  TURBINE sounds so ..well.. 
yesterday …don’t you think? 
 
SO, the thing is, is that . . . (to quote the indefatigable Alison) 
 
This is NOT the end, people, it is not even the beginning of the end, just, perhaps, the 
end of the beginning (yawn). 
 
For us and for the good folk of Powys as clearly stated by our champion aristo ap Watkin 
Williams Wynn and descendant of those independent welsh princes . . . . 
 
THE FIGHT WON’T END HERE . . . the local folk certainly showed their 
opposition all the way, Glyn Davies and Keith Barrow (leader of Shropshire Council) 
have pledged to lie down in front of the AILs in the middle of the road   so, there may be a 
few squished Welshmen by the time the question is settled . . . yes . . . this is Trespass.



23 
© Sally Whipple Green 2014 

 
 
 
 
Mike Brennan has a little snooze and 
dreams of his horses as the barristers 
drone through their uninspiring closing 
statements  
 
May 30th 2014 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Carnedd Wen in November 2013 
 
So for now . . . (NOT)    THE END 


