
MARIAN ZIOMEK’S STORY 

 
 

The following is an EXTRACT from Marian’s Story leading 
up to and including the time she lived and worked in LISVANE. 

 
*   *   *   *   * 

 
This record was compiled in October/November 2009 around the time of Marian’s 86th 
Birthday.  She was talking about her life and recorded some of her experiences on a 
digital voice recorder.  Additional material comes from notes made over the years, and 
from telephone conversations with her daughter, Stephanie, about her life. 
 

*   *   *   *   * 
 
 
 
“I was born MARIAN LEWIS in Pentwynmawr, Monmouthshire, Wales in October 1923 – a 
twin to Joan Lewis.   
 
I went to Pentwynmawr Junior Mixed Council School and had a good education there, 
and that’s a fact.  It was built in 1912.  The date was up over the door.  The school was 
opposite our house!  Children who walked all the way from the top of Mynyddislwyn 
Mountain and New Bethel – the Lamberts – were often in the school grounds and we 
were still in bed!  We started at age 4, but Our Edna (my younger sister) started at age 3 
because she didn’t want to stay at home without us and cried at the gates every day, 
and so they decided to let her in!  The 10-to-9 hand-bell would go and we three would 
be scrabbling our breakfasts to get over there.  Though wonder Our Mam didn’t want 
to get up with all the bedlam downstairs!  She would leave a saucepan in water for 
porridge the night before.  It was like a steamer. The teachers were very dedicated.  I 
remember Mr Morgan who taught us History and Mr Jelly who taught us English.  They 
taught Welsh there too, in the Juniors!    
 
 
After Junior School I then went to Greenfield Secondary School in Newbridge.  It had 
just opened the term before we started.  Again we had good teachers and we learnt 
French there.” 

LISVANE 

 
“After leaving school I went into Domestic Service in LISVANE, outside Cardiff, for Mr 
and Mrs ARTHUR J PROSSER – a Solicitor for companies which owned the coal.  He was a 
brilliant man at his job, I must say, even though the companies always won!  (My own 
Father had been a Colliery Engine Driver, above ground, and many of my family had 
worked down mines, so I felt a bit of a traitor!)  They were middle-class people with a 
comfortable home - it was a lovely big stone-built house in the St Denys area next to 
the church.  The house had 3 large bedrooms; it had a beautiful panelled dining-room 
complete with a Dresser with lovely china; a lounge/drawing room; breakfast room, 
gardens and grounds.  They had an old-fashioned telephone where you had to turn the 
handle. Their daughter was named Margaret.  Mrs Prosser also had her sister living 



there, Miss ……………………..?  - she used to be like me, talk to herself all the time!  
She was younger than Mrs Prosser, aged about 50 when we were there. 
 
I worked there from the age of 14 to 17.  I went there with Muriel James, daughter of 
“Aunty Lizzie” and “Uncle Will” James, our next door neighbours at No 1 Tonypistyll 
Road.  (They weren’t really related but we called them Aunt and Uncle, and Muriel and 
her sister Esther were like extra sisters to us.  They had two brothers, Eric and Frank.)  
Muriel and I heard about the jobs via a relative of the person who kept a grocer’s shop 
in Pentwynmawr.  Muriel did the cooking, washing and looked after the kitchen – she 
was a Cook/General.  I was the Parlour Maid.  My duties included:  clean the attic once a 
week, clean bathroom, bedrooms, lounge, dining room, breakfast room and hall EVERY 
DAY.  I gave it all a good turning out once a week. The house had beautiful Parkay tiles 
in the dining room and hallway.  I lived up in the attic and shared a room with Muriel.  
We had an old iron bedstead each. 
 
I earned 5 shillings a week - £1 a month.  I had a half-day a week off and generally I 
went into Cardiff, and I also had 1 day a month off when I went home to see my 
Mother.  I didn’t regularly attend church whilst I was in Lisvane, but I occasionally went 
to a chapel on Rudry Road – it was just countryside at the time.  I remember too, that 
there was a little school up at the top of our road. 
 
Mrs Prosser was a very nice lady to work for.  They entertained a lot, and on Sunday 
mornings had people in for drinks – mostly the coal-mining fraternity.  When visitors 
arrived and the bell rang, I answered the door and let them in.  It wasn’t the practice for 
me to announce them, as they were generally very good friends and were expected, 
and so they opened the dining room door or lounge door themselves.  It was very 
pleasant working there – I certainly didn’t hate the job – I just got on with it, as I always 
do today.  We were very lucky that we got in with very nice people who were 
considerate. 
 
Muriel had previously worked for a Colonel of the Welsh Guards since she was 14.  She 
started as a scullery maid and worked her way up to Head Cook.  The Colonel owned a 
big house in Oxford and had another one up in Scotland.  They used to go up there for 
the ‘Glorious Twelth’ of August, for the shooting, and stay for a couple of months.  She 
worked for the family for a good many years, until she was about 28, but had to give it 
up because of ill health.  So Mrs Rosser Williams who owned the grocer’s shop in 
Pentwynmawr, must have told Aunty Lizzie about the position in Lisvane, a lighter job 
than the one she previously had.  Muriel was already at the Prossers when they were 
looking for another maid.  I left school on the Friday and was down in Cardiff the 
following Monday.  I was lucky because I went with someone I already knew. 
 
Muriel James married Owen Fields who was the son of local people who kept a small, 
front-room, general shop close by.  After I left she stayed in the area and eventually 
settled in Splott, outside Cardiff.  They lived with her Sister-in-Law.  Her husband 
worked in Whitchurch Hospital as a technician.  After she got married, Muriel became 
an Insurance Agent and collected insurance money getting around on her bicycle.  They 
eventually took over his parents’ business in Lisvane, and subsequently knocked down 
the old building and built a bungalow and attached the shop to it.  They had no 
children themselves and so they became known as Aunty Mu and Uncle Owen to most 
of the children in Lisvane and the surrounding area.  She was always helping people out 



and became well loved.  She died in September 2006 aged almost 90 and is very much 
missed.” 
 
(Celia Stern in her “Memories of An Evacuee and Return to Lisvane” mentions Muriel 
Fields in her paragraphs headed “The Good Samaritan” and especially “Revelations”.  
See the Lisvane Historical Society website.) 
 
 
 
Britain declared war on Germany at 11.15am on 3 September 1939.  Later that day the 
merchant ship the “Athenia” was sunk off the north west of Ireland.  The Battle of the 
Atlantic had begun, a campaign by the German navy to break the supply line carrying 
food, munitions and raw materials to Britain. 
 
 
“Margaret Prosser married a Scottish man named D. A. Robertson on 24th June 1941. 
They didn’t marry in the church next door, St Denys, but in Llanishen Church.  He was a 
Squadron Leader in the RAF.” 
 
Sqd. Leader D.A. Robertson married Miss Margaret Prosser 24th June 1941 
 
 
“As the War continued, I gave a month’s notice to Mr and Mrs Prosser, and I joined the 
Air Force and became a WAAF.  I signed up at Frederick Street, Cardiff, where the Air 
Force recruitment office was.  I enlisted on 26 June 1941; I was 17 and almost 8 
months old then, and I was in the Air Force for nearly 4 years as a Cook and Butcher.  I 
was attached to No 172 Squadron and stationed at Thorney Island, Chivenor and 
Ballykelly (Limavady) Northern Ireland.  After about 2 years I became a Corporal. 
 
 
Sadly, Squadron Leader Robertson was killed in action in 1944.  I believe he was shot 
down.  Muriel let me know and I wrote to the Prosser family to send my condolences.  
They sent me the black-edged ‘Thank you for your sympathy message’ to the RAF 
station in Limavady, County Derry, where I was stationed at the time.” 
  
 
“When I was stationed at RAF Chivenor I met my husband, EMIL ZIOMEK, as he was part 
of 304 Polish Squadron RAF.  I also knew his brother, EUGENIUSZ (Genek) ZIOMEK who 
was an extremely good dancer!” 
 

 
NO 304 POLISH SQUADRON - RAF 

 
304 Polish Bomber Squadron was called “Land of Silesia” (Ziemi Wielkopolskiej im. 
Poniatowskiego) and it was formed on 23 August 1940 with 185 people, including 31 
officers.  Most of them were originally from Polish Squadrons of the 2nd Air Regiment 
(Cracow), and Emil and Genek’s squadron, the 6th Air Regiment (Lwow).  304 Squadron 
received NZ code letters and it was first attached to No 2 Bomber Group.  They moved 
around from Bramcote, Systerston, Lindholme, Isle of Tiree, Dale, Docking, 
Davidstowmoor, Predannack, and then arrived at CHIVENOR, Devon. 



 
As the situation changed, the Allies shifted their forces near the North Sea to pursue  
U-boat forces there.  As a result, No 304 Squadron was transferred to No 15 Group and 
moved to RAF BENBECULA in the OUTER HEBRIDES on 19th September 1944. 
 
 

LIMAVADY – BALLYKELLY, NORTHERN IRELAND 
NO 172 SQUADRON 

 
As the invasion of France became nearer, No 172 squadron concentrated on operations 
over the western-end of the English Channel.  Following the invasion of France the 
squadron moved to Limavady in Northern Ireland in September 1944 to counter the U-
boat threat in the North Atlantic.  And Marion was transferred with it.   
 
She said: 
 
“After this I went to Limavady, County Derry, Northern Ireland and was stationed at 
Ballykelly where the barracks were a long way from the aerodrome.  They erected new 
billets for us, but you needed wellingtons to get out of the bath as the mud was 
everywhere!  There were showers, but I always liked to have a bath.  One night, a gang 
of us were walking to work at about 4.30 am and a sheep coughed over the hedge!  It 
was absolutely silent, pitch black darkness, and we were frightened out of our wits.  We 
all screamed and ran and never stopped screaming (and laughing) until we arrived at 
work. One thing I remember of my time there was that parents used to put the children 
to walk out with nothing on their feet, with begging tins, to beg from cinema queues. 
 
I married Emil in October 1944 and we held our Reception in the basement of the 
Railway Hotel, in Crumlin.  Chay, my Senior Cook at Chivenor, made our Wedding Cake.  
It was difficult to get one made during war-time as the ingredients were in short supply.  
However, she did it.  It was one big cake, one layer, not tiered with pillars.  Emil was 
stationed up on Benbecular, Scotland, at the time, and he begged a lift on an aeroplane 
which was flying down.  He picked up the cake and brought it by train to Crumlin. 
 
 
Emil was stationed at St Eval, Cornwall when our daughter Stephanie Ann was born, and 
at Chedburgh, Suffolk when our son Jan (pronounced Yan) Ewart was born.  Much later 
we had another daughter, Teresa Jayne.” 
 
 

In Emil’s own Autobiography he takes up the story from the end of the War: 
 
“In March 1947 I was discharged from the Royal Air Force at Thetford by the Polish 
Resettlement Corps.  I immediately found work, as was required by the Government, at 
Messrs. H Ellis Williams, Newbridge, Mon., as a Panel Beater and Motor Car Mechanic. 
 
I moved to Newbridge because whilst at RAF Chivenor I met my wife Marian Lewis who 
was in the WAAF.  Whilst employed at Ellis Williams I applied to The Home Office, 
Whitehall, London to become a Naturalised British Citizen and I received the Certificate 
of Naturalisation in November 1949. 
 



I worked at Ellis Williams until 1951 when I became employed by the National Coal 
Board at the Area Central Workshops at North Celynen Colliery, Newbridge as a Welder 
and Panel Beater. 
 
In the 1960s, as part of the Mines Rescue and Cold War concerns, a Mobile Winder was 
brought into our Area 6 garage and was kept permanently on standby attached to the 
Leyland Beaver.  I drove this truck and winder on various exercises to different pits.   
Also in the sixties, the Transport Garage in Newbridge became responsible for the 
Armoured Vans which delivered the wages to the pits.  So at 4 am every Friday morning 
I drove one of the vans to Ystrad Fawr to load up with the large sums of money in wage 
packets - we were especially nervous at the start of Miners’ Fortnight.  
 
During this time, I felt it was too dangerous to visit Poland because of stories I heard 
about returning Poles being arrested by the Russians, and therefore as time went by 
Wales became my home, although my accent always gave me away - except on holiday 
in Devon a barman asked “What part of Wales are you from mate?” 
 
We were on standby for the Aberfan disaster and worked all hours to keep the lorries 
on the road to take away the muck from the slide. 
 
I retired on my 65th Birthday in 1981.” * 
 
*Footnote:  Emil died in May 1994 and this is his story as told to his children, and from 
documents he kept. 
 
                   

     
  Marian worked all her life and well after retirement age.  She eventually ‘retired’ but 
leads a full, active, and fulfilled life helping others.  She is well-known in the area where 
she lives, not least as she is a member of the local Baptist Chapel.  Like Muriel in 
Lisvane, Marian is known to all as ‘Aunty Marian’.  Her children led successful lives 
following their parents’ example.  Her two daughters gained university degrees and 
became teachers and lecturers; her son succeeded in industry becoming a Work Study 
Engineer.  She has six grandchildren.  Her eldest granddaughter was awarded 2 BAs 
and an M.Sc., and of the other five, one is at university, one is at college, and the 
younger ones are still at school. 


