Mynydd Coety or Coity Mountain, overlooking the Valley of Abertillery. it is a modest mountain with a flat top and covered in a Welsh blanket of purple heather and long grass. ‘The Mountain’ I call it, have since I was a child.
Rays of sunshine rise over the Coety. As I look up it is ablaze with rich russet and warm umber rolling into dark green forest pines. It is quite beautiful that I am compelled to walk it’s rambling, winding paths. 
The view could be a mistaken for a painting by the artist Cezanne, of the Montagne Sainte-Victorie, in the South of France which overlooked the town in which he was born.  
I begin the steep climb through a narrow 

