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porter Elizabeth -
Pears:about his life.
in the saddle: -

T.HE doors of the'drmkmg» 2
house . swung -open.. The -

~ sound of cowboy boots and
metal spurs clicked against
the wooden floor as their
-mo’ustachioed‘ owner.strode

ards the bar where he

or ered - a - half plnt of,

‘Guinness.

There was a hushed
sﬂence For this was not the
Great Plains or the Rocky

. ."Mountains, " This was the

. Elan Valley of - Wales. ‘And
he was not the Suridance

. Kid. He was 33-year-old

Barnet man'Gary Davies.

“Mr Davies, the “Edgware

' Cowboy”, now 72, laughs as
he. remembers the incident:

“The whole bar went. silent - >

; and they just stared at me.
. Then one of them stood up
. and ‘went outside. He came

 back in and said in Welsh:

pursue my hobby. I had
made plans to visit my

mother who had reéecently .

returned to ‘Wales: and I

; thought T -would ride there

on = horseback. Then

thought, why not glve'

myself a proper.challenge?”
‘He extended the journey

to include a tour of England

and Walesypassing through
the Cotswolds axid the Black:

- Motintain : of
Glamorganshire en route to
his mother’s home near in

Green Gables; St Dogmaels.

He vowed to do the return

journey in 50 days. :
Mr Davies said: “My wxfe

. Terry did not want me to go..
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gulde him, Mr Dav1es and

- his falthful but free- .spirited

horse set off on the’ journey
of a lifetime. There 'was no-

* * planned route — instead he -

followed a mixture of roads
and bridle paths, sheep.
tracks in the mountains and
old Roman roads. '
Somethes he would have

-~ “nowhere to sleep but ‘in
. fields and would wake. up--

drenched ‘and sh1vermg in-
the morning dew. -
Sometimes he’d sleep jwith -
Dandi in farm-stables. But,

occasmnally, he. would be -
invited in by the people he -

- met along the way to spendv :

the night.

“I ‘was overwhelmed by
the generosity . shown “to
me”, Mr Davies said. -

“There I was, a stranger, ..
and families would make up’

a bed in their-home for me.”

Mr ‘Davies: stopped r1d1ng
after fractunng his’spine in

‘anaccident. He had beenon
" one of his rides and had.
" stoppéd . off .outside a pub.

when a dog bit-his horse on

the leg causing him to rear. -

up — throwmg Mr’ DaVLes

‘You wen't believe this boys, . ‘ 3 "Because Dandi was guite a* off. i
but he's actually got ahorse ‘ - wild horse she always wor- - He' said: - ¢ ometlmes
"“The funniest thing was Saddllng up the self-styled Edgware cowboy wlth Tlmes reporter EIIzabeth Pears NL11819 ried that when I went e thmgs happen 5 hfe wh_lch'

that out of all the bars T had
been in, that was the one
) that most looked as though
1t belonged in a-Western.”
‘Having. first heard -the
“éall of the prame” when he
was just a young ‘boy fasci-
nated by Westerns, it wasn't
until he was an adult that
Mr : Davies; ‘of Oakwood
Dnve first mounteda horse.

And. three years later; in
1972, he fulfilled  his chlld-

hood ambition of becommg.

a bonafide cowboy by com-
pleting a 1000-mile Journey
across 22 counties, earning

~him a ‘place in the Guinness
Book of World. Records for

Jong-distance riding.
He said: “My neighbour
‘bought a horse and he 1nv1t

~ ed me to come and take a
1ook. He spent’ one minute
teachmg me how to hold the

reins. And that ‘was the only
lesson I ever had. Three
months later I bought my

own horse. And I haven't

looked back since.” = .
Welsh-born * Mt Davies,
who moved to Edgware

when he was slxmonths old,

became a regular sight as he
galloped around’ the bors
ough in between jobs such

‘as runmng his family’s .

greengrocers in. Kllburn and
selling paraffin. .- -
He worked through the

. winter and used the summer
. months-t6 go-trekking. He -
said: “I made good money, S0:
I'was able to take time off to

-riding T might:never come-.
back. We often argued about.
v1t One morning she wokeé up
‘and said she had dreamt

about the three of us ‘tucked

* up.in bed together with his -

‘head on the pillow and his

front teeth over the blan-
ketS »

So w1th Just the shadow of

the sun and a ‘compass t0’

‘you -may . w1sh never: haf)
- pened, but you can’t dwell

onl them. As sad‘as it may"

“-sound; it ‘really 1sn't ‘seme-

thmg I spend my time think-
ing about because I have so
many other happy memo :
ries.”

‘Mr Davies is now wrltmg a
detalled account of hlS hfe
asa cowboy.
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