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Born on the outskirts of Liverpool, his father was a ship’s captain and his mother a nurse. Ricky as he was affectionately 

known, along with his twin sister were brought up as strict Catholics. His father spent most of his time away at sea which 

gave Ricky a free reign to develop his passion for the great outdoors, a love of animals, wildlife, cycling, fishing and 

gardening, apart from cycling he followed these passions throughout his life. A great sense of humour, liking nothing 

better than to tease or joke, he loved his family as he loved life. Whilst always busy he somehow found time for everyone, 



be it providing some advice or just enjoying company for a while, above all this there was Joyce, his wife and lifelong 

partner in crime, never one without the other, through thick and thin and every adventure you could dream of…. And oh 

boy did they have some adventures! 

Ricky and Joyce were married for 61 years, they had four children, Jennifer, Richard, Robert and Peter, along with eleven 

grandchildren Cheryl, Sophie, Aimee, Elliott, Alexandra, Adam, Reece, Neal, Jessica, Daniel, Luke and six great 

grandchildren Ava, Jax, Tallia, Tommy, Ralph and latest addition baby Isaac. 

 

As a young lad he tended the garden, grew vegetables for his family and enjoyed many activities, he seemed to be a 

member of every out of school club going, boy scouts, aeroplane modelling, cycling and  attended the local beekeeping 

society courses, he longed to have a hive of his own but this would be a step too far for the back garden and so that was 

the extent of his beekeeping at the time. Ricky was an alter boy and soprano in St Peter & Paul’s Catholic church, on a 

Sunday he was duty bound to  serve at the alter and elected the early mass at 6am, he was keen to be gone so he could 

get on with his paper round, the Priest also liked to get the early mass done and dusted, between them they could nail it 

in 20 minutes, something of a record compared to the hours it would normally take. He regularly cycled into north Wales 

for camping and fishing trips, on one such trip he found a wild baby rabbit which he took home and kept. When his father 

returned from a long spell away he was not happy to find the latest acquisition and while sitting on an outside step 

cleaning shoes the rabbit came from behind and bit him on the backside… Ricky laughed but the rabbit had to go, this 

seemed to sum up the relationship with his father. 

 

On leaving school Ricky attended Reaseheath College in Cheshire, there he studied agriculture with the aim of becoming a 

farmer. He enjoyed his college days which were in stark contrast to the catholic school that he had attended and disliked, 

mainly due to the harshness of the priests that ran the school, Ricky was never keen on boundaries and rules. Following 



college he was called up for National Service and spent his time in the veterinary core, looking after guard dogs and 

horses, based for the main of his time in Cyprus. It was during his time in the army that he picked up the guitar, learned 

how to play and discovered he could also sing along while playing the tunes of the day. 

He returned from the Army to his home and on the first morning after his arrival his father walked into his bedroom and 

gave him a farming weekly paper, which was open on the situations vacant page “I think you’ve had enough lying around 

son, you need to get yourself a job”, with that Ricky soon headed off to a sheep farm in west Wales where he met his 

beautiful Joyce. 

Within two years they were married and started a new adventure running a small dairy farm in Yorkshire, the land was not 

best suited to dairy cattle and even while taking on a second job they struggled to make the farm pay, with sadness the 

farm was sold and they returned to west Wales. With no work Ricky applied for a job as a builder on a new site, he had no 

experience but that never phased him. One of the lads on the site asked him what he was up to as he could see that Ricky 

didn’t have a clue, Ricky explained his position, a wife two young children and no money, “say nothing and stick with me 

I’ll teach you” and so it went. Ricky was a proficient builder, carpenter and could turn his hand to just about anything. 

His love of fishing carried with him, west Wales is known for its coracle fishing and Ricky soon took an interest, manging to 

gain a position as a servant on a coracle fishing license. Learning the craft and making extra money from the sale of 

salmon and Sewin (sea trout). His coracle adventures were worthy of a book, some adventures legal and some not so! He 

was a proficient coracle handler, taking part in local competitions often winning, he even figured on a local post card 

displaying the handling tricks that he performed during competitions, it goes without saying he could also build his own 

craft. 

A favourite story he would tell was when he and his fishing partner when trawling with the coracles during a summer’s 

night on a stretch of water that they were no allowed to be, however the temptation of fresh run sewin was too great. On 

the fateful night there was no moon and a light mist over the river, as they trawled down the river, Ricky heard the scream 



of a fly reel, a fly fisherman was out somewhere on the river. He whispered across to his partner “hold tight and keep 

going”, the fisherman was wading in the middle of the river, the trawling net caught the fisherman around the back of the 

legs and threw him backwards with a splash and a loud scream. The next day the fisherman had spread the story of a 

strange creature in the river that grabbed him from behind and threw him in the water… they laughed but never let on 

what had happened. 

He was never one to sit still, building, fishing and love of music saw him join a local band that was re-named “Ricky and the 

Raiders”, Ricky was front man, lead singer and guitarist playing all the hits of the early sixties in local clubs. Such was their 

success and notoriety that Brian Epstein, Beatles manager came to watch them play one night, he offered them a 

recording contract and a 200-date tour, they even cut a demo record. Ricky loved his music but loved his family more and 

was worried what sort of impact this might have on his young family and so declined the opportunity.  

While out fishing one afternoon he came across a swarm of bees hanging from a branch of a tree, unsure what best to do 

he knew of a local beekeeper Bert Crouch and went to see him. Bert advised him on how best to gather the swarm and 

sold him a hive for the bees. The bees were soon located in their hive at the bottom of the garden, he looked in 

occasionally and by the end of the summer there was a crop of honey. The bees had been calm and easy up to this point, 

equipment with only veil and work clothes he proceeded to remove the supers of honey, the bees were certainly not in 

the mood for his presence and he started to take a real stinging. Running as fast as he could up the garden to the house he 

began stripping off his clothes, even his socks were abandoned, much to the amusement of he two old ladies that lived 

next door. Despite the lesson from the bees Ricky was hooked and so began his beekeeping career. 

In the late 60’s he decided to purchase more hives and work towards being a full-time bee farmer. At this time Athol 

Kirkwood of Heather Hills Honey farm was moving from Smith hives to Langstroth, Ricky purchased a large number of the 

smith hives and so began a very long and lasting friendship. Ricky spent time at Heather Hills learning his trade and gained 

valuable experience during this time, and to this day he still has some equipment branded “Heather Hills”. During his 

commercial beekeeping years Ricky became chairman of the Bee Farmers Association, a position he was very proud of. 



Bee farming can be a fickle business, some good years followed the business did very well, then in the late 70’s began 

three years of no honey crop, with only pollination contract money to keep the wolf from the door something had to give 

and the business was sold. 

His family were growing up and youngest son Peter returned from a school skiing trip declaring it was the best time he had 

ever had and could he go again the following year. If they were to go then it would be on a budget, no need for fancy ski 

wear his trusty Barber jacket, Barber waterproof trousers, flat cap and pair of sunglasses were all he needed. “You might 

want to book lessons dad”, “no I’ll be fine son you’ve been before you can teach me” was the reply. Peter set off across 

the slope giving instruction and demonstrating the technique, Ricky followed and seemed to be doing well before gaining 

momentum and losing control, at high speed he hit a large snow drift head on…. “I’m blind son” he wailed, Peter pulled 

him up, removed Ricky’s sun glassed and brushed the tightly packed snow away from his eyes, a miracle his sight was 

restored. 

Ricky returned to the building trade for a while and during this time with a love of country sports, his interest in shooting 

conservation developed, he was keen to ensure that any shooting was sustainable and so began the rearing of pheasants 

to release on a local farm. Ricky and Joyce quickly developed the rearing of pheasants into a large commercial game farm, 

using the original honey farm buildings which were converted for incubation and hatching rooms. At its peak Cych Valley 

Game Farm was hatching around 50,000 pheasants in a season, supplying various shooting estates across Wales and the 

West Country. 

Retirement beckoned, at 65 he reared the last of the pheasant and closed the book on that era, what next? All efforts 

were then put into his vegetable garden with what seemed hundreds of tomato plants grown in old pheasant shelter pens 

and the longest row of runner beans you could imagine, nothing was ever done by halves. During the winter he bought 

and restored small fishing boats, again this developed into a new venture “all at sea”. Ricky and Joyce began fishing for 

lobster, crab and prawns in Cardigan bay, almost every year buying a new boat and increasing in size, Joyce was the 

captain and Ricky the crew. They both gained their day skippers licence and attended various courses to ensure their own 



safety, however not always listening to the advice given. On one occasion while out in the middle of Cardigan bay, a rope 

from a lobster pot became entangled in the boat’s propeller, they were stuck. Call for RNLI, no not Ricky he stripped off 

and went over board with goggles and a knife to cut the propeller free, he was in his mid 70’s and still fit but this was not  

the best plan he ever had. The boat was cut free and he managed to clamber back on board, huffing and puffing he said to 

Joyce “I don’t think I should have done that pet”. 

The fishing had become near full time employment again, they both worked hard on the boat and loved the life at sea. 

Each autumn they would jet off to some far away country, China, India, Hawaii, Canada, they were voted the most unlikely 

couple to play the machines in Las Vagas, which they did and enjoyed. His favourite holiday was to Australia where they 

spent time with close family and dived on the great barrier reef, he would have loved to have gone back one day and 

reflected on this as a special time for them both. 

So how was his passion for bees rekindled? Ricky still had some old equipment, in storage and around the yard, Joyce 

asked him one day if he was going to do anything about the swarm that had come into a hive that was overgrown. This 

was the start of it, his renewed interest was not in honey production but the bees themselves, breeding and rearing 

queens along with the production of nucleus hives for sale. He had an insatiable appetite for research and learning, using 

the internet, books and developing a network of friends and contacts across the bee breeding / farming fraternity. He 

spent his evenings researching and generally listening to music. Both Ricky and Joyce realised that as the bee business 

grew their life at sea would have to go and so their fishing boat was sold and they both focussed on the bees.  

During 2020 he embarked on a new project, to build an additional storage unit for his equipment, galvanising his family 

the building was complete by late summer, there was no end to his drive, determination and ambition. 

His daughter Jennifer adapted a verse from Eugene Fields poem so that the age old tradition of telling the bees would 

continue. 

O gentle bees, I have to say, 



That our Dad fell asleep today 

And we know by the smile on Dad’s lovely face 

He found his dear ones abiding place 

So bees, sing soft and bees sing low, 

As over the honey fields you sweep, 

To the trees abloom, and the flowers below, sing of Dad fast asleep 

And ever beneath these orchard trees, 

Find cheer and shelter, gentle bees. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


