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The one thing my family can agree on — and what I can swear is
true — is that Fred Connor came to us, we, the Llewelyns of
Rockfarm, in the parched summer of 1977.

It was a big year for us. It was the beginning of it all.

First the bin men didn’t come, and then it was the Queen’s
Jubilee (though we were Welsh, so that didn’t mean much).
When my big brother Vincent stole Mum’s safety pins to sing
along to a different God Save the Queen, our Nana Lew said
times were shifting. When Elvis Presley, the King of Rock 'n’
Roll, died, Nana told us everything had shifted.

After Elvis died, Nana said the Evil Eye was out, so she
taught me how to give dead legs and snakebites, and how to
pray backwards to her Saints in her capel made of bones, nes-
tled like a shoulder blade into her hill. After Elvis, my mother
stopped worrying about stones falling on her children; my baby
sister Molly learned to growl, and Vincent wore Mum’s cheese-
cloth dress.

After Elvis, we found Fred Connor.

It was a day when the beech leaves were just thinking of
colour and change; a day when the warm rain that pounded
Rockfarm bubbled and spat. It was a day like any other day
when we found Fred Connor wrapped up in a red cloak on one
of our guest beds.

This baby was almost breathless; and he was the smallest I'd
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ever seen. Mum had us kids huddle round that piss-yellow can-
dlewick cover to really take him in, and when she touched
Fred’s forehead with her cold wedding band, he opened his
black eyes. I didn’t understand what she meant when she
squealed, ‘Kids, come look! He’s part seal-pup, part bloody
Heatheliff.

I do now.

Of course we all knew where Fred had come from, and it
wasn’t from the birds and the bees and the shaky knees of our
parents: our dad hadn’t picked him up, an urchin, one dark and
stormy night, and Fred didn’t fly half-cocked from Never Never
Land, either. No, Fred Connor arrived at our farm weeks before
with an American band called Tequila. Though Fred didn’t
arrive on his own two feet: Fred Connor kind of floated.

This is where I'll start then, though the truth is I don’t know
where to begin because I came out backwards.

‘Arse-wise, Nana Lew calls it; so maybe the story begins with
Rockfarm: this home I was born to, this recording studio built
by my freckle-handed father on his own Welsh mud.

Rockfarm: a place where rock stars in sunglasses roam, a
place where farm cats have toes that run up their legs like pegs
on a line.

My Rockfarm.





