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Towards the close of the seventies I began to collect Welsh
folklore. I did so partly because others had set the example
elsewhere, and partly in order to see whether Wales could boast of
any story-tellers of the kind that delight the readers of
Campbell’s Popular Tales of the West Highlands. I soon
found what I was not wholly unprepared for, that as a rule I could
not get a single story of any length from the mouths of any of my
fellow countrymen, but a considerable number of bits of stories. In
some instances these were so scrappy that it took me years to
discover how to fit them into their proper context; but, speaking
generally, I may say, that, as the materials, such as they were,
accumulated, my initial difficulties disappeared. I was, however,
always a little afraid of refreshing my memory with the legends of
other lands lest I should read into those of my own, ideas possibly
foreign to them. While one is busy collecting, it is safest
probably not to be too much engaged in comparison: when the work of
collecting is done that of comparing may begin. But after all I
have not attempted to proceed very far in that direction, only just
far enough to find elucidation here and there for the meaning of
items of folklore brought under my notice. To have gone further
would have involved me in excursions hopelessly beyond the limits
of my undertaking, for comparative folklore has lately assumed such
dimensions, that it seems best to leave it to those who make it
their special study.

It is a cause of genuine regret to me that I did not commence my
inquiries earlier, when I had more opportunities of pursuing them,
especially when I was a village schoolmaster in Anglesey and could
have done the folklore of that island thoroughly; but my education,
such as it was, had been of a nature to discourage all interest in
anything that savoured of heathen lore and superstition. Nor is
that all, for the schoolmasters of my early days took very little
trouble to teach their pupils to keep their eyes open or take
notice of what they heard around them; so I grew up without having
acquired the habit of observing anything, except the Sabbath. It is
to be hoped that the younger generation of schoolmasters trained
under more auspicious circumstances, when the baleful influence of
Robert Lowe has given way to a more enlightened system of public
instruction, will do better, and succeed in fostering in their
pupils habits of observation. At all events there is plenty of work
still left to be done by careful observers and skilful inquirers,
as will be seen from the geographical list showing approximately
the provenance of the more important contributions to the Kymric
folklore in this collection: the counties will be found to figure
very unequally. Thus the anglicizing districts have helped me very
little, while the more Welsh county of Carnarvon easily takes the
lead; but I am inclined to regard the anomalous features of that
list as in a great measure due to accident. In other words, some
neighbourhoods have been luckier than others in having produced or
attracted men who paid attention to local folklore; and if other
counties were to be worked equally with Carnarvonshire, some of
them would probably be found not much less rich in their yield. The
anglicizing counties in particular are apt to be disregarded both
from the Welsh and the English points of view, in folklore just as
in some other things; and in this connexion I cannot help
mentioning the premature death of the Rev. Elias Owen as a loss
which Welsh folklorists will not soon cease to regret.

My information has been obtained partly viva voce, partly by
letter. In the case of the stories written down for me in Welsh, I
may mention that in some instances the language is far from good;
but it has not been thought expedient to alter it in any way,
beyond introducing some consistency into the spelling. In the case
of the longest specimen of the written stories, Mr. J. C. Hughes’
Curse of Pantannas, it is worthy of notice in passing, that the
rendering of it into English was followed by a version in blank
verse by Sir Lewis Morris, who published it in his Songs of
Britain. With regard to the work generally, my original
intention was to publish the materials, obtained in the way
described, with such stories already in print as might be deemed
necessary by way of setting for them; and to let any theories or
deductions in which I might be disposed to indulge follow later. In
this way the first six chapters and portions of some of the others
appeared from time to time in the publications of the Honourable
Society of Cymmrodorion and in those of the Folk-Lore Society. This
would have allowed me to divide the present work into the two well
marked sections of materials and deductions. But, when the earlier
part came to be edited, I found that I had a good deal of fresh
material at my disposal, so that the chapters in question had in
some instances to be considerably lengthened and in some others
modified in other ways. Then as to the deductive half of the work,
it may be mentioned that certain portions of the folklore, though
ever apt to repeat themselves, were found when closely scrutinized
to show serious lacunæ, which had to be filled in the course of the
reasoning suggested by the materials in hand. Thus the idea of the
whole consisting of two distinctly defined sections had to be given
up or else allowed to wait till I should find time to recast it.
But I could no more look forward to any such time than to the
eventual possibility of escaping minor inconsistencies by quietly
stepping through the looking-glass and beginning my work with the
index instead of resting content to make it in the old-fashioned
way at the end. There was, however, a third course, which is only
mentioned to be rejected, and that was to abstain from all further
publication; but what reader of books has ever known any of his
authors to adopt that!

To crown these indiscretions I have to confess that even when most
of what I may call the raw material had been brought together, I
had no clear idea what I was going to do with it; but I had a hazy
notion, that, as in the case of an inveterate talker whose stream
of words is only made the more boisterous by obstruction, once I
sat down to write I should find reasons and arguments flowing in.
It may seem as though I had been secretly conjuring with Vergil’s
words viresque adquirit
eundo . Nothing so deliberate: the world in which I
live swarms with busybodies dying to organize everybody and
everything, and my instinctive opposition to all that order of
tyranny makes me inclined to cherish a somewhat wild sort of free
will. Still the cursory reader would be wrong to take for granted
that there is no method in my madness: should he take the trouble
to look for it, he would find that it has a certain unity of
purpose, which has been worked out in the later chapters; but to
spare him that trouble I venture to become my own expositor and to
append the following summary:—

The materials crowded into the earlier chapters mark out the
stories connected with the fairies, whether of the lakes or of the
dry land, as the richest lode to be exploited in the mine of Celtic
folklore. That work is attempted in the later chapters; and the
analysis of what may briefly be described as the fairy lore given
in the earlier ones carries with it the means of forcing the
conviction, that the complex group of ideas identified with the
little people is of more origins than one; in other words, that it
is drawn partly from history and fact, and partly from the world of
imagination and myth. The latter element proves on examination to
be inseparably connected with certain ancient beliefs in divinities
and demons associated, for instance, with lakes, rivers, and
floods. Accordingly, this aspect of fairy lore has been dealt with
in chapters vi and vii: the former is devoted largely to the
materials themselves, while the latter brings the argument to a
conclusion as to the intimate connexion of the fairies with the
water-world. Then comes the turn of the other kind of origin to be
discussed, namely, that which postulates the historical existence
of the fairies as a real race on which have been lavishly
superinduced various impossible attributes. This opens up a
considerable vista into the early ethnology of these islands, and
it involves a variety of questions bearing on the fortunes here of
other races. In the series which suggests itself the fairies come
first as the oldest and lowest people: then comes that which I
venture to call Pictish, possessed of a higher civilization and of
warlike instincts. Next come the earlier Celts of the Goidelic
branch, the traces, linguistic and other, of whose presence in
Wales have demanded repeated notice; and last of all come the other
Celts, the linguistic ancestors of the Welsh and all the other
speakers of Brythonic. The development of these theses, as far as
folklore supplies materials, occupies practically the remaining
five chapters. Among the subsidiary questions raised may be
instanced those of magic and the origin of druidism; not to mention
a neglected aspect of the Arthurian legend, the intimate
association of the Arthur of Welsh folklore and tradition with
Snowdon, and Arthur’s attitude towards the Goidelic population in
his time.

Lastly, I have the pleasant duty of thanking all those who have
helped me, whether by word of mouth or by letter, whether by
reference to already printed materials or by assistance in any
other way: the names of many of them will be found recorded in
their proper places. As a rule my inquiries met with prompt
replies, and I am not aware that any difficulties were purposely
thrown in my way. Nevertheless I have had difficulties in abundance
to encounter, such as the natural shyness of some of those whom I
wished to examine on the subject of their recollections, and above
all the unavoidable difficulty of cross-questioning those whose
information reached me by post. For the precise value of any
evidence bearing on Celtic folklore is almost impossible to
ascertain, unless it can be made the subject of cross-examination.
This arises from the fact that we Celts have a knack of thinking
ourselves in complete accord with what we fancy to be in the
inquirer’s mind, so that we are quite capable of misleading him in
perfect good faith. A most apposite instance, deserving of being
placed on record, came under my notice many years ago. In the
summer of 1868 I spent several months in Paris, where I met the
historian Henri Martin more than once. On being introduced to him
he reminded me that he had visited South Wales not long before, and
that he had been delighted to find the peasantry there still
believing in the transmigration of souls. I expressed my surprise,
and remarked that he must be joking. Nothing of the kind, he
assured me, as he had questioned them himself: the fact admitted of
no doubt. I expressed further surprise, but as I perceived that he
was proud of the result of his friendly encounters with my
countrymen I never ventured to return to the subject, though I
always wondered what in the world it could mean. A few years ago,
however, I happened to converse with one of the most charming and
accomplished of Welsh ladies, when she chanced to mention Henri
Martin’s advent: it turned out that he had visited Dr. Charles
Williams, then the Principal of Jesus College, and that Dr.
Williams introduced him to his friends in South Wales. So M. Martin
arrived among the hospitable friends of the lady talking to me, who
had in fact to act as his interpreter: I never understood that he
could talk much English or any Welsh. Now I have no doubt that M.
Martin, with his fixed ideas about the druids and their teaching,
propounded palpably leading questions for the Welsh people whom he
wished to examine. His fascinating interpreter put them into terse
Welsh, and the whole thing was done. I could almost venture to
write out the dialogue, which gave back to the great Frenchman his
own exact notions from the lips of simple peasants in that subtle
non-Aryan syntax, which no Welsh barrister has ever been able to
explain to the satisfaction of a bewildered English judge trying to
administer justice among a people whom he cannot wholly
comprehend.

This will serve to illustrate one of the difficulties with which
the collector of folklore in Wales has to cope. I have done my best
to reduce the possible extent of the error to which it might give
rise; and it is only fair to say that those whom I plagued with my
questionings bore the tedium of it with patience, and that to them
my thanks are due in a special degree. Neither they, however, nor
I, could reasonably complain, if we found other folklorists
examining other witnesses on points which had already occupied us;
for in such matters one may say with confidence, that in the
multitude of counsellors there is safety.

JOHN RHŶS.







We are too hasty when we set down our ancestors in the gross
for fools, for the monstrous inconsistencies (as they seem to us)
involved in their creed of witchcraft. In the relations of this
visible world we find them to have been as rational, and shrewd to
detect an historic anomaly, as ourselves. But when once the
invisible world was supposed to be opened, and the lawless agency
of bad spirits assumed, what measures of probability, of decency,
of fitness, or proportion—of that which distinguishes the likely
from the palpable absurd—could they have to guide them in the
rejection or admission of any particular testimony? That maidens
pined away, wasting inwardly as their waxen images consumed before
a fire—that corn was lodged, and cattle lamed—that whirlwinds
uptore in diabolic revelry the oaks of the forest—or that spits and
kettles only danced a fearful-innocent vagary about some rustic’s
kitchen when no wind was stirring—were all equally probable where
no law of agency was understood …. There is no law to judge of the
lawless, or canon by which a dream may be criticised.

Charles Lamb’s Essays of Elia
.




A GEOGRAPHICAL LIST OF AUTHORITIES AND SOURCES OF THE MORE
IMPORTANT CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE WELSH FOLKLORE

ANGLESEY.

Aberffraw: E. S. Roberts (after Hugh Francis), 240,
241.

Ỻandyfrydog: E. S. Roberts (after Robert Roberts),
239, 240.

Ỻyn yr Wyth Eidion: (no particulars), 429.

Mynyđ y Cnwc: A writer in the Brython for
1859, 457, 458.

Mynyđ Mecheỻ: Morris Evans (from his grandmother),
203, 204.

Towyn Trewern: John Roberts, 36–8.







?

: Lewis Morris, in the Gwyliedyđ , 450–2.

BRECKNOCKSHIRE.

Cwm Tawe: Rd. L. Davies, 256, 257.







,,

,,

:

,,

,,

,,

(after J. Davies), 251–6.

Ỻangorse: Giraldus, in his Itinerarium Kambriæ , 72.







?

: Walter Mapes, in his book De
Nugis , 70–2.







?

: The Brython for 1863, 73, 74.

Ỻyn Cwm Ỻwch neighbourhood: Ivor James, 21, 430,
445.







?

: Ed. Davies, in his Mythology and Rites, 20, 21.

CARDIGANSHIRE.

Atpar: John Rhys (from Joseph Powell), 648, 649.

Bronnant: D. Ỻ. Davies, 248, 249.

Cadabowen: J. Gwenogvryn Evans, 603, 604.

Ỻanwenog :

,,

,,

648.

Ỻyn Eiđwen: J. E. Rogers of Abermeurig, 578.

Moeđin: Howells, in his Cambrian
Superstitions, 245.







,,

: D. Silvan Evans, in his Ystên
Sioned , 271–3.

Ponterwyd: John Rhys, 294, 338, 378, 391, 392.







,,

: Mary Lewis (Modryb Mari), 601, 602.

Swyđ Ffynnon: D. Ỻ. Davies, 246, 247, 250.

Tregaron and neighbourhood: John Rhys (from John Jones
and others), 577–9.














	
Troed yr Aur and Verwig?


	
: Benjamin Williams (Gwynionyđ), 166–8.





	
: Gwynionyđ, in theBrython for 1858 and 1860, 151–5, 158–60,
163, 164, 464–6.







Ystrad Meurig: Isaac Davies, 245.







,,

,,

: A farmer, 601.







?

: A writer in the Brython for 1861, 690.

CARMARTHENSHIRE.

Cenarth: B. Davies, in the Brython , 1858, 161, 162.

Ỻandeilo: D. Ỻeufer Thomas, in Y Geninen for 1896, 469.







,,

: Mr. Stepney-Gulston, in the Arch. Camb. for 1893, 468.

Ỻandybie: John Fisher, 379, 380.







,,

: Howells, in his Cambrian Superstitions, 381.







,,

: John Fisher and J. P. Owen, 468.

Myđfai: Wm. Rees of Tonn, in the Physicians of
Myđvai, 2–15.







,,

: The Bishop of St. Asaph, 15, 16.







,,

: John Rhys, 16.







?

: Joseph Joseph of Brecon, 16.







?

: Wirt Sikes, in his British Goblins, 17, 18.

Mynyđ y Banwen: Ỻywarch Reynolds, 18, 19,
428–30.







?

: I. Craigfryn Hughes, 487.

CARNARVONSHIRE.

Aber Soch: Margaret Edwards, 231.







,,

,,

: A blacksmith in the neighbourhood, 232.







?

: Edward Ỻwyd: see the Brython for 1860, 233, 234.







?

: MS. 134 in the Peniarth Collection, 572, 573.

Aberdaron: Mrs. Williams and another, 228.







?

: Evan Williams of Rhos Hirwaen, 230.

Beđgelert: Wm. Jones, 49, 80, 81, 94–7, 99,
100–5.







,,

:

,,

,,

in the Brython for
1861–2, 86–9, 98–9.







,,

: The Brython for
1861, 470, 473, 474.

Bethesda: David Evan Davies (Dewi Glan Ffrydlas),
60–4, 66.

Bettws y Coed: Edward Ỻwyd: see the Cambrian
Journal for 1859, 130–3.

Criccieth neighbourhood: Edward Ỻewelyn, 219–21.







?

: Edward Ỻwyd: see the Camb. Journal for 1859, 201,
202.

Dinorwig: E. Lloyd Jones, 234–7.

Dolbenmaen: W. Evans Jones, 107–9.

Dolwyđelan : see Beđgelert .







,,

: see Gwybrnant.

Drws y Coed: S. R. Williams (from M. Williams and
another), 38–40.







?

:

,,

,,

,,

89, 90.

Edern: John Williams (Alaw Ỻeyn), 275–9.

Four Crosses: Lewis Jones, 222–5.

Glasfryn Uchaf: John Jones (Myrđin Farđ), 367,
368.







,,

,,

: Mr. and Mrs. Williams-Ellis, 368–72.

Glynỻifon: Wm. Thomas Solomon, 208–14.

Gwybrnant: Ellis Pierce (Elis o’r Nant), 476–9.

Ỻanaelhaearn: R. Hughes of Uwchlaw’r Ffynnon, 214,
215, 217–9.

Ỻanberis: Mrs. Rhys and her relatives, 31–6,
604.







,,

: M. and O. Rhys, 229.







,,

: A correspondent in the Liverpool Mercury, 366,
367.







?

: Howell Thomas (from G. B. Gattie), 125–30.







?

: Pennant, in his Tours in Wales, 125.

Ỻandegai: H. Derfel Hughes, 52–60, 68.







,,

:

,,

,,

,,

in his Antiquities, 471, 472.







,,

: E. Owen, in the Powysland Club’s Collections, 237,
238.

Ỻandwrog: Hugh Evans and others, 207.

Ỻanfaglan: T. E. Morris (from Mrs. Roberts), 362,
363.

Ỻangybi: John Jones (Myrđin Farđ), 366.







,,

: Mrs. Williams-Ellis, 366, 471.

Ỻaniestin: Evan Williams, 228, 229, 584.

Ỻanỻechid: Owen Davies (Eos Ỻechid), 41–6, 50–2.

Nefyn: Lowri Hughes and another woman, 226, 227.







,,

: John Williams (Alaw Ỻeyn), 228.







,,

: A writer in the Brython for 1860, 164.

Penmachno: Gethin Jones, 204–6.

Rhyd Đu: Mrs. Rhys, 604.

Trefriw: Morris Hughes and J. D. Maclaren,
198–201.







,,

: Pierce Williams, 30.

Tremadoc: Jane Williams, 221, 222.







,,

: R. I. Jones (from his mother and Ellis Owen), 105–7.







,,

: Ellis Owen (cited by Wm. Jones), 95.

Waen Fawr: Owen Davies, 41.







?

: Glasynys, in Cymru
Fu , 91–3, 110–23.







?

:

,,

in the Brython for
1863, 40, 41.







?

: A London Eisteđfod (1887) competitor, 361, 362.







?

: John Jones (Myrđin Farđ), 361, 362, 364–8.







?

: Owen Jones (quoted in the Brython for 1861), 414, 415.

Yspytty Ifan?: A Liverpool Eisteđfod (1900)
competitor, 692.

DENBIGHSHIRE.

Bryneglwys: E. S. Roberts (from Mrs. Davies), 241,
242.

Eglwyseg: E. S. Roberts (after Thomas Morris),
238.

Ffynnon Eilian: Mrs. Silvan Evans, 357.







,,

,,

: Isaac Foulkes, in his Enwogion
Cymru , 396.







,,

,,

: Lewis, in his Topographical Dictionary, 395, 396.







,,

,,

: P. Roberts, in his Camb. Popular Antiquities, 396.







,,

,,

: A writer in Y
Nofelđ , 396.

Ỻangoỻen: Hywel (Wm. Davies), 148.

Pentre Voelas: Elias Owen, in his Welsh
Folk-Lore, 222.

FLINTSHIRE.

Nil.

GLAMORGANSHIRE.

Bridgend: J. H. Davies, D. Brynmor-Jones, J. Rhys,
354, 355.

Crymlyn: Cadrawd, in the South Wales Daily
News, 405, 406.







?

: Wirt Sikes, in his British Goblins, 191, 192, 405.

Kenfig: Iolo Morganwg, in the Iolo MSS., 403,
404.







?

: David Davies, 402.

Ỻanfabon: I. Craigfryn Hughes, 257–268.

Ỻanwynno: Glanffrwd, in his Plwyf Llanwyno , 26.

Merthyr Tydfil: Ỻywarch Reynolds (from his mother),
269.

Quakers’ Yard: I. Craigfryn Hughes, 173–91.

Rhonđa Fechan: Ỻewellyn Williams, 24, 25.







,,

,,

: J. Probert Evans, 25, 27.







,,

,,

: Ỻ. Reynolds (from D. Evans and others), 27–9.

Rhonđa Valley: D. J. Jones, 356.







?

: Dafyđ Morganwg, in his Hanes
Morganwg , 356.







?

: Waring, in his Recollections of Edward Williams,
458–61.

MERIONETHSHIRE.

Aberdovey: J. Pughe, in the Arch. Camb. for
1853, 142–6, 428.







,,

: Mrs. Prosser Powell, 416.







?

: M. B., in the Monthly Packet for 1859, 416, 417.

Ardudwy: Hywel (Wm. Davies), 147, 148.

Bala: David Jones of Trefriw: see Cyfaiỻ yr Aelwyd , 376, 377.







,,

: Wm. Davies and Owen M. Edwards, 378.







?

: Humphreys’ Ỻyfr Gwybodaeth
Gyffredinol , 408–10.







?

: J. H. Roberts, in Edwards’ Cymru for 1897, 148–51.

Dolgeỻey: Lucy Griffith (from a Dolgeỻey man), 243,
244.

Ỻandriỻo: E. S. Roberts (from A. Evans and Mrs.
Edwards), 138–41.

Ỻanegryn: Mr. Williams and Mr. Rowlands, 243.







,,

: A Ỻanegryn man (after Wm. Pritchard), 242.







,,

: Another Ỻanegryn man, 242, 243.

Ỻanuwchỻyn: Owen M. Edwards, 147.







?

: J. H. Roberts, in Edwards’ Cymru for 1897, 215–7, 457.







?

: Glasynys, in the Brython for 1862, 137.







?

:

,,

in the Taliesin for 1859–60, 215, 216, 456, 457.

MONMOUTHSHIRE.

Aberystruth: Edm. Jones, in his Parish of
Aberystruth, 195, 196.

Ỻandeilo Cressenny: Elizabeth Williams, 192,
193.

Ỻanover: Wm. Williams and other gardeners there, 193,
194.







,,

: Mrs. Gardner of Ty Uchaf Ỻanover, 194, 195.







,,

: Professor Sayce, 602.

Risca?: I. Craigfryn Hughes (from hearsay in the
district between Ỻanfabon and Caerleon), 462–4, 487, 593–6.

MONTGOMERYSHIRE.

Ỻanidloes: Elias Owen, in his Welsh
Folk-Lore, 275.

PEMBROKESHIRE.

Fishguard: E. Perkins of Penysgwarne, 172, 173.







,,

: Ferrar Fenton, in the Pembroke County Guardian,
160.

Ỻandeilo Ỻwydarth: The Melchior family, 398.







,,

,,

: Benjamin Gibby, 399, 400.

Nevern: J. Thomas of Bancau Bryn Berian, 689.

Trevine: ‘Ancient Mariner,’ in the Pembroke County
Guardian, 171.







?

: Ferrar Fenton, in the Pembroke County Guardian,
171.







?

: Ab Nadol, in the Brython for 1861, 165.







?

: Southey, in his Madoc , 170.

RADNORSHIRE.

Nil.



TO ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN

The author would be glad to hear of unrecorded Welsh stories,
or bits of Welsh stories not comprised in this volume. He would
also be grateful for the names of more localities in which the
stories here given, or variants of them, are still remembered. It
will be his endeavour to place on record all such further
information, except stories about spooks and ghosts of the ordinary
type.




LIST OF BIBLIOGRAPHICAL REFERENCES


Ab Gwilym: Barđoniaeth Dafyđ ab Gwilym , edited by Cyndelw
(Liverpool, 1873), 206, 233, 439, 444, 671.

Adamnan: The Life of St. Columba, written by
Adamnan, edited by William Reeves (Dublin, 1857), 545.

Agrippa: H. Cornelius Agrippa De Occulta
Philosophia (Paris, 1567), 213.

Aneurin: The Book of Aneurin (see
Skene), 226, 281, 543.

Antiquary, the, a magazine devoted to the study of the
past, published by Elliot Stock (London, 1880–), 467.







,,

: the Scottish: see Stevenson.

Archæologia
Cambrensis , the Journal of the Cambrian Archæological
Association (London, 1846–), 73, 141–6, 233, 366, 403, 468, 528,
532, 533, 542, 566, 570, 579.

Athenæum, the, a journal of English and foreign
literature, science, fine arts, music, and the drama (London,
1828–), 335, 612.

Atkinson: The Book of Ballymote, a collection
of pieces (prose and verse) in the Irish language, compiled about
the beginning of the fifteenth century, published by the Royal
Irish Academy, with introduction, analysis of contents, and index
by Robert Atkinson (Dublin, 1887), 375.







,,

: The Book of Leinster, sometimes called the Book of
Glendalough, a collection of pieces (prose and verse) in the Irish
language, compiled, in part, about the middle of the twelfth
century, published by the Royal Irish Academy, with introduction,
analysis of contents, and index by Robert Atkinson (Dublin, 1880),
381, 390, 392, 528, 531, 616, 618, 635, 657.

Aubrey: Miscellanies collected by John Aubrey
(London, 1696) [the last chapter is on second-sighted persons in
Scotland], 273.

Bastian: Zeitschrift
für Ethnologie , edited by A. Bastian and others
(Berlin, 1869–), 684.

Bathurst: Roman Antiquities at Lydney Park: see
445, 446.

Behrens: Zeitschrift
für französische Sprache und Litteratur , edited by D.
Behrens (Oppeln and Leipsic, 1879–), 480.

Bell: Early Ballads, edited by Robert Bell
(London, 1877), 317.

Bertrand: La
Religion des Gaulois, les Druides et le Druidisme , by
Alexandre Bertrand (Paris, 1897), 552, 622, 623.

Bible: The Holy Bible, revised version (Oxford,
1885), 583.







,,

: The Manx Bible, printed for the British and Foreign
Bible Society (London, 1819), 288, 297, 348.

Boschet: La
Vie du Père Maunoir , by Boschet (Paris, 1697),
386.

Bourke: The Bull ‘Ineffabilis’ in four
Languages, translated and edited by the Rev. Ulick J. Bourke
(Dublin, 1868), 606.

Boyd Dawkins: Professor Boyd Dawkins’ Address on
the Place of a University in the History of Wales (Bangor, 1900),
388, 389.

Bray: The Borders of the Tamar and the Tavy, their
Natural History, Manners, Customs, Superstitions, &c., in
a series of letters to the late Robert Southey, by Mrs. Bray (new
ed., London, 1879), 213.

Braz: La
Légende de la Mort en Basse-Bretagne, Croyances, Traditions et
Usages des Bretons Armoricains, by A. le Braz (Paris, 1892),
273.

British Archæological Association, the Journal of the : see
674.

British Association for the Advancement of Science, Report of
the (John Murray, London, 1833–), 103, 310, 346, 590.

Brynmor-Jones: The Welsh People, by John Rhys
and David Brynmor-Jones (London, 1900), 421, 448, 454, 488, 548,
554, 613, 656, 661.

Brython,
Y : see Silvan Evans
.

Cambrian: The Cambrian Biography: see
Owen.







,,

: The Cambrian Journal, published under the auspices of
the Cambrian Institute [the first volume appeared in 1854 in
London, and eventually the publication was continued at Tenby by R.
Mason, who went on with it till the year 1864], 81, 130, 201, 202,
480, 564.







,,

: The Cambrian newspaper, published at Swansea, 468.







,,

: The Cambrian Popular Antiquities: see
Roberts.







,,

: The Cambrian Quarterly Magazine (London, 1829–33),
202.







,,

: The Cambrian Register, printed for E. and T. Williams
(London, 1796–1818), 217.

Campbell: Popular Tales of the West
Highlands, with a translation, by J. F. Campbell (Edinburgh,
1860–2), 433, 434, 690.

Caradoc: The Gwentian Chronicle of Caradoc of
Ỻancarvan, 404.







,,

: The History of Wales written originally in British by Caradoc
of Lhancarvan, Englished by Dr. Powell and augmented by W.
Wynne (London, 1774), 476, 480.

Carmarthen: The Black Book of Carmarthen (see
Skene), 543.

Carnarvon: Registrum
vulgariter nuncupatum ‘The Record of Carnarvon
,’ è Codice ms
toDescriptum (London, 1838), 70, 201, 488,
567–9, 693.

Carrington: Report of the Royal Commission on Land
in Wales and Monmouthshire, Chairman, the Earl of Carrington
(London, 1896), 488.

Chambers: Popular Rhymes of Scotland, by
Robert Chambers (Edinburgh, 1841, 1858), 585.

Charencey, H. de, in the Bulletin de la Société de Linguistique de
Paris, 664.

Chaucer: The Complete Works of Geoffrey
Chaucer, edited from numerous manuscripts by the Rev. Prof.
Skeat (Oxford, 1894), 75.

Chrétien: Erec und
Enide von Christian von Troyes , published by Wendelin
Foerster (Halle, 1890), 375, 672.

Cicero: Œuvres
Complètes de Cicéron (the Didot ed., Paris, 1875),
652.

Clark: Limbus Patrum
Morganiæ et Glamorganiæ , being the genealogies of the
older families of the lordships of Morgan and Glamorgan, by George
T. Clark (London, 1886), 26.

Clodd: Tom Tit Tot, an essay on savage
philosophy in folklore, by Edward Clodd (London, 1898), 584, 598,
607, 627, 628, 630.

Cochrane: The Journal of the Royal Society of
Antiquaries of Ireland, Robert Cochrane, Secretary (Hodges,
Figgis & Co., Dublin), 546.

Cockayne: Leechdoms, Wortcunning and Starcraft of
early England, by the Rev. Oswald Cockayne (Rolls Series,
London, 1864–6), 293.

Cormac: Cormac’s Glossary, translated and
annotated by John O’Donovan, edited with notes and indices by
Whitley Stokes (Calcutta, 1868), 51, 310, 521, 629, 632.

Corneille: Le Cid, by P. Corneille, edited by
J. Bué (London, 1889), 655.

Cosquin: Contes populaires de Lorraine , by Emmanuel
Cosquin (Paris, 1886), 520.

Cothi: The Poetical Works of Lewis Glyn
Cothi, a Welsh bard who flourished in the reigns of Henry VI,
Edward IV, Richard III, and Henry VII, edited for the Cymmrodorion
Society by the Rev. John Jones ‘Tegid,’ and the Rev. Walter Davies
‘Gwaỻter Mechain’ (Oxford, 1837), 74, 134, 135, 201.

Coulanges: La
Cité antique , by N. D. Fustel de Coulanges (Paris,
1864), 649, 650.

Courson: Cartulaire de l’Abbaye de Redon en Bretagne ,
published by M. Aurélien de Courson (Paris, 1863), 544.

Craigfryn: Y Ferch o
Gefn Ydfa , by Isaac Craigfryn Hughes (Cardiff, 1881),
173.

Cregeen: A Dictionary of the Manks Language,
by Archibald Cregeen (Douglas, 1835), 288.

Cumming: The Isle of Man, its History, Physical,
Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Legendary, by Joseph George Cumming
(London, 1848), 314.

Curry: The Battle of Magh Leana, together
with The Courtship of Momera, with translation and notes,
by Eugene Curry [later O’Curry] (Dublin, 1855), 393: see also
O’Curry.

Cynđelw: Cymru
Fu , a selection of Welsh histories, traditions, and
tales, published by Hughes & Son (Wrexham, 1862) [this was
originally issued in parts, and it has never borne the editor’s
name; but it is understood to have been the late poet and
antiquary, the Rev. Robert Ellis ‘Cynđelw’], 66, 91, 109, 123, 155,
156, 481.

Dalyell: The Darker Superstitions of Scotland
illustrated from History and Practice, by John Graham Dalyell
(Edinburgh, 1834), 273.

Davies: The Mythology and Rites of the British
Druids, by Edward Davies (London, 1809), 20.

Davies: Antiquæ
Linguæ Britannicæ et Linguæ Latinæ Dictionarium Duplex, by
Dr. John Davies (London, 1632), 13.

Derfel Hughes: Hynafiaethau Ỻandegai a Ỻanỻechid (Antiquities of
Ỻandegai and Ỻanỻechid), by Hugh Derfel Hughes (Bethesda, 1866),
52, 480.

Dionysius: Dionysii
Halicarnassensis Antiquitatum Romanorum quæ supersunt (the
Didot edition, Paris, 1886), 650.

Domesday: Facsimile of Domesday Book, the
Cheshire volume, including a part of Flintshire and Leicestershire
(Southampton, 1861–5), 563.

Dovaston: [John F. M. Dovaston’s poetical works appear
to have been published in 1825, but I have not seen the book],
410–3.

Doyle: Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, by A.
Conan Doyle (London, 1893), 690.

Drayton: The Battaile of Agincourt, by
Michaell Drayton (London, 1627), 164.

Dugdale: Monasticon
Anglicanum , a history of the abbeys and other
monasteries in England and Wales, by Sir William Dugdale (vol. v,
London, 1825), 443, 469, 479.

Edwards: Cymru , a monthly magazine edited by Owen M.
Edwards (Welsh National Press, Carnarvon), 148.

Elfed: Cyfaiỻ yr
Aelwyd a’r Frythones , edited by Elfed (the Rev. H.
Elvet Lewis) and Cadrawd (Mr. T. C. Evans), and published by
Williams & Son, Ỻaneỻy, 23, 376, 418.

Elton: Origins of English History, by Charles
Elton (London, 1882), 615.

Elworthy: The Evil Eye, an Account of this ancient
and widespread Superstition, by Frederick Thomas Elworthy (London,
1895), 346.

Evans: The Beauties of England and Wales
[published in London in 1801–15, and comprising two volumes (xvii
and xviii) devoted to Wales, the former of which (by the Rev. J.
Evans; published in London in 1812) treats of North Wales],
563.

Folk-Lore: Transactions of the Folk-Lore
Society (published by David Nutt, 270 Strand, London), 273,
338, 341, 344, 346, 356, 358–60, 584, 585, 593, 608.

Foulkes: Geirlyfr
Bywgraffiadol o Enwogion Cymru , published and printed
by Isaac Foulkes (Liverpool, 1870), 396.

Fouqué: Undine, eine
Erzählung von Friedrich Baron de la Motte Fouqué (11th ed.,
Berlin, 1859), 1, 2, 27, 437, 661.

Frazer: The Golden Bough, a study in
comparative religion, by Dr. J. G. Frazer (London, 1890), 638,
662.







,,

: The Origin of Totemism (in the Fortnightly Review for April,
1899), 662, 663.

Froissart: Œuvres de Froissart, Chroniques , edited by
Kervyn de Lettenhove (Brussels, 1870–7), 489.







,,

: Chroniques de J.
Froissart , published for the ‘ Société de l’Histoire de France ,’
by Siméon Luce (Paris, 1869–), 489–91.







,,

: Lord Berners’ translation (in black letter), published in London
in 1525, and Thomas Johnes’, in 1805–6, 490.

Gaidoz: Revue
Celtique , ‘fondée par M. Henri Gaidoz,’ 1870–85 [since
then it has been edited by H. d’Arbois de Jubainville, and it is
now published by Bouillon in Paris (67 Rue de Richelieu)], 60, 374,
375, 387, 389, 390, 427, 432, 435, 480, 519, 546, 573, 580, 581,
603, 618, 619, 629, 631, 649.

Geoffrey: Gottfried’s von Monmouth Historia Regum
Britanniæ und Brut Tysylio, published by San-Marte (Halle,
1854), 4, 280, 281, 374, 406, 448, 503, 507, 547, 562, 611.

Gilbert: Leabhar na
h-Uidhri , a collection of pieces in prose and verse in
the Irish language, compiled and transcribed about A.D. 1100 by
Moelmuiri mac Ceileachar, published by the Royal Irish Academy, and
printed from a lithograph of the original by O’Longan &
O’Looney (preface signed by J. T. Gilbert, Dublin, 1870), 381, 387,
414, 424, 435, 498, 537, 547, 611, 613, 618, 620, 624, 654, 657,
661.

Gillen: The Native Tribes of Central
Australia, by Baldwin Spencer and F. J. Gillen (London, 1899),
662, 663.

Giraldus: Giraldi
Cambrensis Itinerarium Kambriæ et Descriptio Kambriæ ,
edited by James F. Dimock (Rolls Series, London, 1868), 72, 90,
269–71, 303, 389, 414, 441, 507, 509, 660.

Glanffrwd: Plwyf
Ỻanwyno: yr hen Amser, yr hen Bobl, a’r hen Droion , by
Glanffrwd [the Rev. W. Glanffrwd Thomas] (Pontypriđ, 1888),
26.

Gottingen: Göttingische gelehrte Anzeigen, unter der Aufsicht der königl.
Gesellschaft der Wissenschaften (Gottingen, 1890),
544.

Gregor: Notes on the Folk-lore of the North-east
of Scotland, by the Rev. Walter Gregor, published for the
Folk-Lore Society (London, 1881), 103.

Griffin: The Poetical and Dramatic Works of Gerald
Griffin (Dublin, 1857), 205, 418.

Gröber: Grundriss
der romanischen Philologie, unter Mitwirkung von 25
Fachgenossen, edited by Gustav Gröber (Strassburg, 1886),
563.







,,

: Zeitschrift für romanische
Philologie , edited by Gustav Gröber (Halle, 1877–),
563.

Gruter: Iani Gruteri
Corpus Inscriptionum (part ii of vol. i, Amsterdam,
1707), 580.

Guest: The Mabinogion, from the
Ỻyfr Coch o Hergest
and other ancient Welsh manuscripts, with an English translation
and notes by Lady Charlotte Guest (London, 1849), 69, 123, 196,
386, 442, 502, 507, 509, 538, 553, 560, 613, 620, 629, 645–7, 649,
672.

Gwenogvryn: Facsimile of the Black Book of
Carmarthen, reproduced by the autotype mechanical process,
with a palæographical note by J. Gwenogvryn Evans (Oxford, 1888),
216, 217, 383, 384, 413, 432, 478, 513, 527, 543, 545, 563, 565,
619, 621.







,,

: Report on Manuscripts in the Welsh Language, published
by the Historical MSS. Commission (vol. i, London, 1898–9), 280,
330, 487, 573.







,,

: The Text of the Bruts from the Red Book of Hergest,
edited by John Rhys and J. Gwenogvryn Evans (Oxford, 1890), 163,
201, 442, 506, 512, 562.







,,

: The Text of the ‘Mabinogion’ and other Welsh Tales from the
Red Book of Hergest, edited by John Rhys and J. Gwenogvryn
Evans (Oxford, 1887), 69, 142, 196, 207, 208, 217, 218, 225, 226,
233, 264, 280, 287, 315, 386, 388, 425, 430, 439, 440, 442, 498,
500, 502, 506, 507, 509–16, 519–27, 529–34, 536, 537, 543, 546–8,
550, 551, 553, 560, 561, 565, 580, 608–10, 613, 619, 620, 622,
628–30, 636, 637, 644, 645, 647, 649, 657, 672.







,,

: The Text of the Book of Ỻan Dâv, reproduced from the
Gwysaney manuscript by J. G. Evans, with the co-operation of John
Rhys (Oxford, 1893) [this is also known as the Liber Landavensis ], 163, 398, 476, 478,
528, 531, 568, 691.

Hancock: Senchus
Mór , vol. i, prefaced by W. Neilson Hancock (Dublin,
1865), 617.

Hardy: Descriptive Catalogue of Materials relating
to the History of Great Britain and Ireland, by Thos. Duffus Hardy
(vol. i, London, 1862), 476.

Hartland: The Legend of Perseus, a study of
tradition in story, custom, and belief, by Edwin Sidney Hartland
(London, 1894–6), 662.

Hartland: The Science of Fairy Tales, an
inquiry into fairy mythology, by Edwin Sidney Hartland (London,
1891), 18, 268, 583.

Henderson: Fled Bricrend, edited with
translation, introduction, and notes, by George Henderson (London,
1899), 501.

Henderson: Notes on the Folk-Lore of the Northern
Counties of England and the Borders, by Wm. Henderson (London,
1879), 340, 346.

Herbord: Herbordi
Vita Ottonis Ep. Bambergensis , in vol. xiv of Pertz’
Monumenta Germaniæ Historica
Scriptorum [= Script. vol. xii], edited by G. H. Pertz
(Hanover, 1826–85), 553.

Hergest: The Red Book of Hergest: see
Guest, Gwenogvryn,
Skene.

Heywood: The Dramatic Works of Thomas Heywood
(London, 1874), 694.

Higden: Polychronicon Ranulphi Higden Monachi Cestrensis ,
together with the English translations of John Trevisa and an
unknown writer of the fifteenth century, edited by Ch. Babington
(Rolls Series, London, 1865–86), 330, 331.

Holder: Alt-celtischer Sprachschatz , by Alfred Holder
(Leipsic, 1896–), 533, 622, 659.

Howells: Cambrian Superstitions, comprising
ghosts, omens, witchcraft, and traditions, by W. Howells (Tipton,
1831), 74, 155, 160, 173, 204, 245, 268, 331, 424, 453, 469,
576–9.

Hübner: Das
Heiligtum des Nodon: see 446.







,,

: Inscriptiones Britanniæ
Latinæ , edited by Æmilius Hübner and published by the
Berlin Academy (Berlin, 1873), 535.

Humphreys: Golud yr
Oes , a Welsh magazine published by H. Humphreys (vol.
i, Carnarvon, 1863), 493.







,,

Ỻyfr Gwybodaeth
Gyffredinol , a collection of Humphreys’ penny series
(Carnarvon, no date), 408.

Iolo: Iolo Manuscripts, a selection of
ancient Welsh manuscripts in prose and verse from the collection
made by Edward Williams (Iolo Morganwg), with English translations
and notes by his son, Taliesin Williams Ab Iolo, and published for
the Welsh MSS. Society (Ỻandovery, 1848), 564, 565, 569, 619.

Iolo Goch: Gweithiau
Iolo Goch gyda Nodiadau hanesyđol a beirniadol , by
Charles Ashton, published for the Cymmrodorion Society (Oswestry,
1896), 281, 367.

Jacobs: Celtic Fairy Tales, selected and
edited by Joseph Jacobs (London, 1892), 567.

Jamieson: An Etymological Dictionary of the
Scottish Language, by John Jamieson (new ed., Paisley,
1881–2), 591.

Jamieson: Popular Ballads and Songs, by
Robert Jamieson (Edinburgh, 1806), 592.

Jenkins: Beđ Gelert, its Facts, Fairies, and
Folk-Lore, by D. E. Jenkins (Portmadoc, 1899), 450, 453, 469,
533, 567.

Johnstone: Antiquitates Celto-Normannicæ , containing the
Chronicle of Man and the Isles, abridged by Camden, edited by James
Johnstone (Copenhagen, 1786), 334.

Jones: see p. 195 for Edmund Jones’ Account of the
Parish of Aberystruth (Trevecka, 1779), 195, 196.







,,

: see p. 195 as to his Spirits in the County of Monmouth
(Newport, 1813), 195, 217, 350.

Jones: The Elucidarium and other tracts in
Welsh from Ỻyvyr Agkyr
Ỻandewivrevi , A.D. 1346 (Jesus College
MS. 119), edited by J. Morris Jones and John Rhys (Oxford, 1894),
529, 693.

Jones: The Myvyrian Archaiology of Wales,
collected out of ancient manuscripts, by Owen Jones ‘Myvyr,’ Edward
Williams, and William Owen (London, 1801; reprinted in one volume
by Thomas Gee, Denbigh, 1870), 441, 469, 529, 560, 610, 619.

Jones: A History of the County of Brecknock,
by the Rev. Theophilus Jones (Brecknock, 1805, 1809), 516–8.

Joyce: Old Celtic Romances, translated from
the Gaelic by P. W. Joyce (London, 1879), 94, 376, 381, 437,
662.

Jubainville: Le Cycle mythologique irlandais et la Mythologie
celtique , by H. d’Arbois de Jubainville (Paris, 1884),
616, 617, 620.







,,

: Essai d’un Catalogue de
la Littérature épique de l’Irlande , by H. d’Arbois de
Jubainville (Paris, 1883), 549, 616, 617, 620.

Kaluza: Libeaus
Desconus , edited by Max Kaluza (Leipsic, 1890),
562.

Keating: Forus Feasa
air Éirinn , Keating’s History of Ireland,
book i, part i, edited, with a literal translation, by P. W. Joyce
(Dublin, 1880), 375.

Kelly: Fockleyr Manninagh as Baarlagh , a Manx-English
Dictionary by John Kelly, edited by William Gill, and printed for
the Manx Society (Douglas, 1866), 316, 349.

Kermode: Yn
Lioar Manninagh , the Journal of the Isle of Man
Natural History and Antiquarian Society, edited by P. M. C. Kermode
(Douglas, 1889–), 284, 289, 311, 334, 434.

Kuhn: Beiträge zur
vergleichenden Sprachforschung auf dem Gebiete der arischen,
celtischen und slawischen Sprachen, edited by Kuhn and
others (Berlin, 1858–76), 629.







,,

: Zeitschrift für vergleichende
Sprachforschung auf dem Gebiete der indogermanischen
Sprachen, edited by Kuhn and others (Berlin, 1854–),
625.

Lampeter: The Magazine of St. David’s College,
Lampeter, 156.

Leem: Canuti Leemii
de Lapponibus Finmarchiæ Commentatio (Copenhagen, 1767),
658, 663.

Leger: Cyrille
et Méthode, Étude historique sur la Conversion des Slaves au
Christianisme, by Louis Leger (Paris, 1868), 553.

Lewis: A Topographical Dictionary of Wales,
by Samuel Lewis (3rd ed., London, 1844), 395, 397, 470.

Leyden: The Poetical Works of John Leyden
(Edinburgh, 1875), 466.

Lhuyd: Commentarioli
Britannicæ Descriptionis Fragmentum, by Humfrey Lhuyd
(Cologne, 1572), 412.

Lindsay: The Latin Language, an historical
account of Latin sounds, stems, and flexions, by Wallace Martin
Lindsay (Oxford, 1894), 629.

Loth: Les Mots
latins dans les langues brittoniques, by J. Loth (Paris,
1892), 383.

Ỻais y Wlad , a
newspaper published at Bangor, N. Wales, 234.

Mabinogion: see Guest and
Gwenogvryn.

Macbain: The Celtic Magazine, edited by
Alexander Macbain (Inverness, 1866–), 520.

Malmesbury: De
Gestis Pontificum Anglorum Libri Quinque , edited by N.
E. S. A. Hamilton (Rolls Series, London, 1870), 547.

Malory: Le
Morte Darthur , by Syr Thomas Malory, the original
Caxton edition reprinted and edited with an introduction and
glossary by H. Oskar Sommer (Nutt, London, 1889), 476, 562.







,,

: Sir Thomas Malory’s Morte
Darthur , with a preface by John Rhys, published by J.
M. Dent & Co. (London, 1893), 543, 565.

Mapes: Gualteri
Mapes de Nugis Curialium Distinctiones Quinque , edited
by Thomas Wright and printed for the Camden Society, 1850 [at the
last moment a glance at the original Bodley MS. 851 forced me to
deviate somewhat from Wright’s reading owing to its inaccuracy],
70–2, 496.

Marquardt: Das
Privatleben der Römer , by J. Marquardt (Leipsic,
1886), 650.

Martin: A Description of the Western Islands of
Scotland, by M. Martin (London, 1703), 615, 691, 692.

Maspero: see 682.

Maximus: Valerii
Maximi factorum dictorumque memorabilium Libri novem ad Tiberium
Cæsarem Augustum (the Didot ed., Paris, 1871),
623.

Mela: Pomponii Melæ
de Chorographia Libri Tres, ed. Gustavus Parthey (Berlin,
1867), 331, 550.

Meyer: Festschrift
Whitley Stokes , dedicated by Kuno Meyer and others
(Leipsic, 1900), 645.







,,

: The Vision of MacConglinne, edited with a translation by
Kuno Meyer (London, 1892), 393, 501.

Meyer: Zeitschrift
für celtische Philologie , edited by Kuno Meyer and L.
C. Stern (Halle, 1897–), 500.

Meyer: Romania, Recueil trimestriel consacré à l’Étude des Langues
et des Littératures romanes, edited by Paul Meyer and Gaston
Paris (vol. xxviii. Paris, 1899), 690, 693, 694.

Meyrick: The History and Antiquities of the County
of Cardigan, by Samuel Rush Meyrick (London, 1808), 579.

Milton: English Poems, by John Milton,
288.

Mind, a quarterly review of psychology and philosophy,
edited by G. F. Stout (London, 1876–), 633.

Mommsen: Heortologie, antiquarische Untersuchungen über die städtischen
Feste der Athener, by August Mommsen (Leipsic, 1864),
310.

Monthly Packet, the, now edited by C. R. Coleridge and
Arthur Innes (London, 1851–), 416, 417.

Moore: The Folk-Lore of the Isle of Man, by
A. W. Moore (London, 1891), 284.







,,

: The Surnames and Place-names of the Isle of Man, by A.
W. Moore (London, 1890), 311, 332, 334.

Morgan: An Antiquarian Survey of East Gower,
Glamorganshire, by W. Ỻ. Morgan (London, 1899), 404.

Morganwg: Hanes
Morganwg , by Dafyđ Morganwg [D. W. Jones, F.G.S.]
(Aberdare, 1874) [an octavo volume issued to subscribers, and so
scarce now that I had to borrow a copy], 356.

Morris: Celtic Remains, by Lewis Morris,
edited by Silvan Evans and printed for the Cambrian Archæological
Association (London, 1878), 148, 413, 564, 566, 694.

Myrđin: Prophwydoliaeth Myrđin Wyỻt: see 485.

Nennius: Nennius und
Gildas , edited by San-Marte (Berlin, 1844), 281, 406,
407, 537–9, 570.

New English Dictionary, edited by Dr. James H. Murray and
Henry Bradley (London and Oxford, 1884–), 317.

Nicholson: Golspie, contributions to its
folklore, collected and edited by Edward W. B. Nicholson (London,
1897), 317.

Nicholson: The Poetical Works of Wm.
Nicholson (3rd ed., Castle Douglas, 1878), 325.

Notes and Queries (Bream’s Buildings, Chancery Lane,
E.C.), 563.







,,

,,

,,

: Choice Notes from ‘Notes and Queries,’ consisting of
folklore (London, 1859), 140, 213, 217, 325, 418, 453, 454, 494,
596, 601, 611, 612.

Nutt: The Voyage of Bran son of Febal to the Land
of the Living, by Kuno Meyer and Alfred Nutt (London, 1895,
1897), 618, 620, 622, 657, 662.







,,

: Studies on the Legend of the Holy Grail, by Alfred Nutt
(London, 1888), 287, 438, 548.

O’Curry: On the Manners and Customs of the Ancient
Irish, a series of lectures delivered by the late Eugene
O’Curry (London, 1873), 375, 392, 617, 632: see also
Curry.

O’Donovan: Annals of the Kingdom of Ireland by the
Four Masters, from the earliest period to the year 1616,
edited by John O’Donovan (2nd ed., Dublin, 1856), 414, 426–8, 433,
546, 569.

O’Grady: Silva Gadelica, a collection of
tales in Irish, with extracts illustrating persons and places,
edited from manuscripts and translated by Dr. S. H. O’Grady
(London, 1892), 381, 437.

O’Reilly: An Irish-English Dictionary, by
Edward O’Reilly, with a supplement by John O’Donovan (Dublin,
1864), 142.

Oliver: Monumenta de
Insula Manniæ , being vol. iv of the publications of
the Manx Society, by J. R. Oliver (Douglas, 1860), 314, 334.

Owen: Ancient Laws and Institutes of Wales,
edited by Aneurin Owen for the Public Records Commission (London,
1841), 421.

Owen: Welsh Folk-Lore, a collection of the
folk-tales and legends of North Wales, being the prize essay of the
National Eisteđfod in 1887, by the Rev. Elias Owen (Oswestry and
Wrexham, 1896), 222, 275, 690.

Owen: The Poetical Works of the Rev. Goronwy
Owen, with his life and correspondence, edited by the Rev.
Robert Jones (London, 1876), 84.

Owen: The Description of Pembrokeshire, by
George Owen of Henỻys, edited with notes and an appendix by Henry
Owen (London, 1892), 506, 513, 515.

Owen: The Cambrian Biography, or Historical
Notices of celebrated men among the Ancient Britons, by William
Owen (London, 1803), 169, 170.

Paris: Merlin, Roman en Prose du XIII
eSiècle, edited by Gaston
Paris and Jacob Ulrich (Paris, 1886), 563.

Parthey: Itinerarium
Antonini Augusti et Hierosolymitanum ex Libris manu
scriptis, edited by G. Parthey and M. Pinder (Berlin, 1848),
514.

Pembroke County Guardian, the, a newspaper owned and
edited by H. W. Williams and published at Solva, 160, 171,
172.

Pennant: A Tour in Scotland, by Thomas
Pennant (Warrington, 1774), 310.







,,

: A Tour in Scotland and a Voyage to the Hebrides, MDCCLXXII,
by Thomas Pennant (Chester, 1774), 692.







,,

: Tours in Wales, by Thomas Pennant, edited by J. Rhys
(Carnarvon, 1883), 125, 130, 532.

Phillimore: Annales Cambriæ and Old-Welsh
Genealogies from Harleian MS. 3859, edited by Egerton
Phillimore, in vol. ix of the Cymmrodor , 408, 476, 480, 551, 570.

Phillips: The Book of Common Prayer in Manx
Gaelic, being translations made by Bishop Phillips in 1610 and
by the Manx clergy in 1765; edited by A. W. Moore, assisted by John
Rhys, and printed for the Manx Society (Douglas, 1893, 1894),
320.

Plautus: T. Macci
Plauti Asinaria , from the text of Goetz and Schoell,
by J. H. Gray (Cambridge, 1894), 535.

Plutarch: De Defectu
Oraculorum (the Didot ed., Paris, 1870), 331, 456, 493,
494.

Powysland: Collections, historical and
archæological, relating to Montgomeryshire and its Borders, issued
by the Powysland Club (London, 1868–), 237.

Preller: Griechische
Mythologie, von L. Preller, vierte Auflage von Carl Robert
(Berlin, 1887), 310.

Price: Hanes Cymru a
Chenedl y Cymry o’r Cynoesoeđ hyd at farwolaeth Ỻewelyn ap
Gruffyđ, by the Rev. Thomas Price ‘Carnhuanawc’ (Crickhowel,
1842), 490.

Ptolemy: Claudii
Ptolemæi Geographia: e Codicibus recognovit Carolus Müllerus
(vol. i, Paris, 1883), 385, 387, 388, 445, 581.

Pughe: The Physicians of Myđvai (Međygon
Myđfai), translated by John Pughe of Aberdovey, and edited by
the Rev. John Williams Ab Ithel (Ỻandovery, 1861) [this volume has
an introduction consisting of the Legend of Ỻyn y Fan Fach,
contributed by Mr. William Rees of Tonn, who collected it, in the
year 1841, from various sources named], 2, 12.

Pughe: A Dictionary of the Welsh Language
explained in English, by Dr. Wm. Owen Pughe (2nd ed., Denbigh,
1832), 383, 502.

Rastell: A. C. Mery Talys, printed by John
Rastell, reprinted in Hazlitt’s Shakespeare Jest-books
(London, 1844), 599.

Rees: An Essay on the Welsh Saints or the
primitive Christians usually considered to have been the founders
of Churches in Wales, by the Rev. Rice Rees (London and Ỻandovery,
1836), 163, 217, 396, 534.

Rees: Lives of the Cambro-British Saints, by
the Rev. W. J. Rees, published for the Welsh MSS. Society
(Ỻandovery, 1853), 693.

Rennes: Annales de Bretagne publiées par la Faculté des Lettres de
Rennes (Rennes, 1886–), 500.

Revue
Archéologique (new series, vol. xxiii, Paris, 1800–),
386.

Rhys: Celtic Britain, by John Rhys (2nd ed.,
London, 1884), 72.







,,

: Lectures on Welsh Philology, by John Rhys (2nd ed.,
London, 1879), 566.







,,

: Hibbert Lectures, 1886, on the origin and growth of
religion as illustrated by Celtic heathendom, by John Rhys (London,
1888), 310, 321, 328, 331, 373, 387, 432, 435, 444, 447, 511, 542,
570, 613, 654, 657, 694.

Rhys: Studies in the Arthurian Legend, by
John Rhys (Oxford, 1891), 217, 287, 331, 375, 382, 387, 435,
438–41, 466, 494, 496, 561, 573, 610, 613.

Rhys: Cambrobrytannicæ Cymraecæve Linguæ Institutiones et Rudimenta
… conscripta à Joanne Dauide Rhæso, Monensi Lanuaethlæo
Cambrobrytanno, Medico Senensi (London, 1592), 22,
225.

Richard: The Poetical Works of the Rev. Edward
Richard (London, 1811), 577.

Richards: A Welsh and English Dictionary, by
Thomas Richards (Trefriw, 1815) 378.

Roberts: The Cambrian Popular Antiquities, by
Peter Roberts, (London, 1815), 396.

Rosellini: see 682.

Rymer: Fœdera,
Conventiones, Literæ et cujuscunque Generis Acta publica inter
Reges Angliæ et alios quosvis Imperatores, Reges, Pontifices,
Principes, vel Communitates, edited by Thomas Rymer (vol.
viii, London, 1709), 490.

Sale: The Koran, translated into English with
explanatory notes and a preliminary discourse, by George Sale
(London, 1877), 608.

Sampson: Otia
Merseiana , the publication of the Arts Faculty of
University College, Liverpool, edited by John Sampson (London),
393, 451.

San-Marte: Beiträge
zur bretonischen und celtisch-germanischen Heldensage, by
San-Marte (Quedlinburg, 1847), 611.

Schwan: Grammatik
des Altfranzösischen , by Eduard Schwan (Leipsic,
1888), 563.

Scotland: Proceedings of the Society of
Antiquaries of Scotland (Edinburgh), 244.

Scott: the Works of Sir Walter Scott, 320, 643,
689.

Sébillot: Traditions et Superstitions de la Haute-Bretagne, by
Paul Sébillot (Paris, 1882), 273.

Shakespeare: The Plays and Poems of Shakespeare, 197,
636, 694.

Sikes: British Goblins, Welsh Folk-lore, Fairy
Mythology, Legends and Traditions, by Wirt Sikes (London, 1880),
17, 18, 99, 155, 160, 173, 191, 192.

Silvan Evans: Dictionary of the Welsh Language
(Geiriadur Cymraeg), by D. Silvan Evans (Carmarthen, 1888–),
387, 431, 539, 580, 620, 621.







,,

,,

: Y Brython , a
periodical in Welsh for Welsh antiquities and folklore, edited by
the Rev. D. S. Evans, and published by Robert Isaac Jones at
Tremadoc (in quarto for 1858 and 1859, in octavo for 1860–2), 40,
73, 86, 98, 134, 137, 141, 151–5, 158–60, 202, 321, 413, 442, 456,
464, 470, 481, 690.







,,

,,

: Ystên Sioned , by
D. Silvan Evans (Aberystwyth, 1882), 271–3.

Simrock: Die Edda,
die ältere und jüngere, nebst den mythischen Erzählungen der
Skalda, translated and explained by Karl Simrock (Stuttgart,
1855), 652.

Sinclair: The Statistical Account of
Scotland, drawn up from the communications of the ministers of
the different parishes, by Sir John Sinclair (Edinburgh, 1794),
310.

Skene: Chronicles of the Picts, Chronicles of the
Scots, and other Memorials of Scottish History, edited by Wm. F.
Skene (Edinburgh, 1867), 374.

Skene: The Four Ancient Books of Wales, by
Wm. F. Skene (Edinburgh, 1868) [vol. ii contains, besides notes and
illustrations, the text of the Black Book of Carmarthen,
3–61; the Book of Aneurin, 62–107; the Book of
Taliessin, 108–217; and some of the poetry in the Red Book
of Hergest, 218–308. These four texts are to be found
translated in vol. i], 226, 233, 269, 281, 387, 442, 541, 543, 550,
614–7.

South Wales Daily News (Duncan, Cardiff), 376.

Southey: Madoc, a poem by Robert Southey (London,
1815), 169–71.

Speed: The Theatre of the Empire of Great
Britaine, by John Speed [not Speede] (London, 1611),
208.

Steinmeyer: Die
althochdeutschen Glossen , collected and elaborated by
Elias Steinmeyer and Eduard Sievers (Berlin, 1879–98), 683.

Stengel: Li Romans
de Durmart le Galois, altfranzösisches Rittergedicht ,
published for the first time by Edmund Stengel (Tübingen, 1873),
438.

Stephens: The Gododin of Aneurin Gwawdryđ,
with an English translation and copious notes, by Thomas Stephens;
edited by Professor Powel, and printed for the Cymmrodorion Society
(London, 1888), 310, 543, 647.

Stevenson: The Scottish Antiquary or Northern
Notes and Queries, edited by J. H. Stevenson (Edinburgh,
1886–), 693.

Stokes: Cormac’s Glossary: see
Cormac.







,,

: Goidelica, Old and Early-Middle-Irish Glosses, Prose and
Verse, edited by Whitley Stokes (2nd ed., London, 1872), 295,
374.







,,

: Irische Texte mit
Uebersetzungen und Wörterbuch , edited by Whitley
Stokes and E. Windisch (3rd series, Leipsic, 1891), 631.







,,

: The Tripartite Life of Patrick, edited, with
translations and indexes, by Whitley Stokes (Rolls Series, London,
1887), 535.







,,

: Urkeltischer Sprachschatz von
Whitley Stokes, übersetzt, überarbeitet und herausgegeben von
Adalbert Bezzenberger, forming the second part of the fourth
edition of Fick’s Vergleichendes
Wörterbuch der indogermanischen Sprachen (Gottingen, 1894),
671.

Strabo: Strabonis
Geographica recognovit Augustus Meineke (Leipsic, 1852–3),
654.

Sturlæus: Edda
Snorronis Sturlæi (Copenhagen, 1848), 652.

Tacitus: Cornelii
Taciti de Origine et Situ Germanorum Liber , edited by
Alfred Holder (Freiburg i. B., and Tübingen, 1882), 271.

Taliesin , a Welsh
periodical published at Ruthin in 1859–60, 135–7, 269.

Taliessin: The Book of Taliessin (see
Skene), 550, 614–7.

Tegid: Gwaith
Barđonol y diweđar barch. John Jones ‘Tegid’ [also
called Joan Tegid], edited by the Rev. Henry Roberts (Ỻandovery,
1859), 445.

Triads: [The so-called Historical Triads, referred to
in this volume, are to be found in the Myvyrian
Archaiology (London, 1801), series i and ii in vol. ii, 1–22,
and (the later) series iii in the same vol., 57–80. In the
single-volume edition of the Myvyrian (Denbigh, 1870),
they occupy continuously pp. 388–414. Series ii comes from the
Red Book of Hergest, and will be found also in the volume
of the Oxford Mabinogion, pp. 297–309], 170, 281, 326,
382, 429–31, 433, 440, 441, 443–5, 498, 500, 501, 503–9, 565,
569.

Tylor: Primitive Culture, Researches into the
Development of Mythology, Philosophy, Religion, Language, Art, and
Custom, by Edward Tylor (2nd ed., London, 1873), 290, 329, 601,
603, 641, 658.

Twyne: Thomas Twyne’s Breuiary of Britayne, a
translation of Humfrey Lhuyd’s Fragmentum (London, 1573),
412.

Ulfilas: Ulfilas, Text, Grammar, and
Dictionary, elaborated and edited by F. L. Stamm (Paderborn, 1869),
626.

Vigfusson: An Icelandic Dictionary, enlarged
and completed by Gudbrand Vigfusson (Oxford, 1874), 288, 652.

Vising: see 563.

Waldron: A Description of the Isle of Man, by
George Waldron, being vol. xi of the Manx Society’s publications
(Douglas, 1865), 290.

Waring: Recollections and Anecdotes of Edward
Williams, by Elijah Waring (London, 1850), 458.

Westermarck: The History of Human Marriage,
by Edward Westermarck (London, 1894), 654.

Weyman: From the Memoirs of a Minister of
France, by Stanley Weyman (London, 1895), 690.

Williams: The English Works of Eliezer
Williams, with a memoir of his life by his son, St. George
Armstrong Williams (London, 1840), 493.

Williams: Brut y
Tywysogion , or the Chronicle of the Princes, edited by
John Williams Ab Ithel (Rolls Series, London, 1860), 79, 513.

Williams: A Biographical Dictionary of Eminent
Welshmen, by the Rev. Robert Williams (Ỻandovery, 1852),
534.







,,

: Y Seint Greal ,
edited with a translation and glossary by the Rev. Robert Williams
(London, 1876), 438, 514, 580.

Williams: The Doom of Colyn Dolphyn, by
Taliesin Williams (London, 1837), 561.







,,

: Traethawd ar Gywreineđ Glynn
Neđ , by Taliesin Williams: see 439.

Williams: Observations on the Snowdon
Mountains, by William Williams of Ỻandegai (London, 1802), 48,
673, 674.

Windisch: Irische
Texte mit Wörterbuch , by Ernst Windisch (Leipsic,
1880), 501, 657.







,,

: Kurzgefasste irische
Grammatik (Leipsic, 1879), 291, 501, 502, 531, 546,
547, 603, 613, 618, 691.







,,

: Über die irische Sage Noinden
Ulad, in the Berichte der k.
sächs. Gesellschaft der Wissenschaften ( phil.-historische Classe, Dec. 1884),
654.

Woodall: Bye-gones, a periodical reissue of
notes, queries, and replies on subjects relating to Wales and the
Borders, published in the columns of The Border Counties
Advertizer, by Messrs. Woodall, Minshall & Co. of the
Caxton Press, Oswestry, 169, 378.

Wood-Martin: Pagan Ireland, by W. G.
Wood-Martin (London, 1895), 612.

Worth: A History of Devonshire, with Sketches of
its leading Worthies, by R. N. Worth (London, 1895),
307.

Wright: The English Dialect Dictionary,
edited by Professor Joseph Wright (London and Oxford, 1898–),
66.

Wynne: The History of the Gwydir Family,
published by Angharad Ỻwyd in the year 1827, and by Askew Roberts
at Oswestry in 1878, 490, 491, 670.

Y Cymmrodor , the
magazine embodying the transactions of the Cymmrodorion Society of
London (Secretary, E. Vincent Evans, 64 Chancery Lane, W.C.), 374,
384, 480, 510, 513, 520, 600, 610, 690, 693, 694.

Y Drych , a newspaper
published at Utica in the United States of North America,
234.

Y Gordofigion , an
extinct Welsh periodical: see p. 450.

Y Gwyliedyđ , a
magazine of useful knowledge intended for the benefit of monoglot
Welshmen (Bala, 1823–37), 450.

Y Nofelyđ , a Welsh
periodical published by Mr. Aubrey, of Ỻannerch y Međ, 396.

Young: Burghead, by H. W. Young (Inverness,
1899), 345.





Gallias utique possedit, et quidem ad nostram memoriam.
Namque Tiberii Cæsaris principatus sustulit Druidas eorum, et hoc
genus vatum medicorumque. Sed quid ego hæc commemorem in arte
Oceanum quoque transgressa, et ad naturæ inane pervecta? Britannia
hodieque eam attonite celebrat tantis cerimoniis, ut dedisse Persis
videri possit. Adeo ista toto mundo consensere, quamquam discordi
et sibi ignoto. Nec satis æstimari potest, quantum Romanis
debeatur, qui sustulere monstra, in quibus hominem occidere
religiosissimum erat, mandi vero etiam saluberrimum.

Pliny, Historia Naturalis, XXX.
4.

Pline fait remarquer que ces pratiques antipathiques au génie
grec sont d’origine médique. Nous les rencontrons en Europe à
l’état de survivances. L’universalité de ces superstitions prouve
en effet qu’elles émanent d’une source unique qui n’est pas
européenne. Il est difficile de les considérer comme un produit de
l’esprit aryen; il faut remonter plus haut pour en trouver
l’origine. Si, en Gaule, en Grande-Bretagne, en Irlande, tant de
superstitions relevant de la magie existaient encore au
temps de Pline enracinées dans les esprits à tel point que le grand
naturaliste pouvait dire, à propos de la Bretagne, qu’il semblait
que ce fût elle qui avait donné la magie à la Perse, c’est qu’en
Gaule, en Grande-Bretagne, et en Irlande le fond de la population
était composé d’éléments étrangers à la race aryenne, comme les
faits archéologiques le démontrent, ainsi que le reconnait notre
éminent confrère et ami, M. d’Arbois de Jubainville
lui-même.

Alexandre Bertrand, La Religion des Gaulois, pp. 55,
56.

Une croyance universellement admise dans le monde lettré, en
France et hors de France, fait des Français les fils des Gaulois
qui ont pris Rome en 390 avant Jésus-Christ, et que César a vaincus
au milieu du premier siècle avant notre ère. On croit que nous
sommes des Gaulois, survivant à toutes les révolutions qui depuis
tant de siècles ont bouleversé le monde. C’est une idée préconçue
que, suivant moi, la science doit rejeter. Seuls à peu près, les
archéologues ont vu la vérité …. Les pierres levées, les cercles de
pierre, les petites cabanes construites en gros blocs de pierre
pour servir de dernier asile aux défunts, étaient, croyait-on, des
monuments celtiques …. On donnait à ces rustiques témoignages d’une
civilisation primitive des noms bretons, ou néo-celtiques de
France; on croyait naïvement, en reproduisant des mots de cette
langue moderne, parler comme auraient fait, s’ils avaient pu
revenir à la vie, ceux qui ont remué ces lourdes pierres, ceux qui
les ont fixées debout sur le sol ou même élevées sur d’autres ….
Mais ceux qui ont dressé les pierres levées, les cercles de
pierres; ceux qui ont construit les cabanes funéraires ne parlaient
pas celtique et le breton diffère du celtique comme le français du
latin.

H. d’Arbois de Jubainville, Les premiers Habitants de l’Europe, II.
xi–xiii.
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Undine’s Kymric Sisters








Undine, liebes Bildchen du,

Seit ich zuerst aus alten Kunden

Dein seltsam Leuchten aufgefunden,

Wie sangst du oft mein Herz in Ruh!

De la Motte Fouqué .

The chief object of this and several of the following chapters is
to place on record all the matter I can find on the subject of
Welsh lake legends: what I may have to say of them is merely by the
way and sporadic, and I should feel well paid for my trouble if
these contributions should stimulate others to communicate to the
public bits of similar legends, which, possibly, still linger
unrecorded among the mountains of Wales. For it should be clearly
understood that all such things bear on the history of the Welsh,
as the history of no people can be said to have been written so
long as its superstitions and beliefs in past times have not been
studied; and those who may think that the legends here recorded are
childish and frivolous, may rest assured that they bear on
questions which could not themselves be called either childish or
frivolous. So, however silly a legend may be thought, let him who
knows such a legend communicate it to somebody who will place it on
record; he will then probably find that it has more meaning and
interest than he had anticipated.




I.

I find it best to begin by reproducing a story which has
already been placed on record: this appears desirable on account of
its being the most complete of its kind, and the one with which
shorter ones can most readily be compared. I allude to the legend
of the Lady of Ỻyn y Fan Fach in Carmarthenshire, which I take the
liberty of copying from Mr. Rees of Tonn’s version in the
introduction to The Physicians of Myđvai 1 ,
published by the Welsh Manuscript Society, at Ỻandovery, in 1861.
There he says that he wrote it down from the oral recitations,
which I suppose were in Welsh, of John Evans, tiler, of Myđfai,
David Williams, Morfa, near Myđfai, who was about ninety years old
at the time, and Elizabeth Morgan, of Henỻys Lodge, near Ỻandovery,
who was a native of the same village of Myđfai; to this it may be
added that he acknowledges obligations also to Joseph Joseph, Esq.,
F.S.A., Brecon, for collecting particulars from the old inhabitants
of the parish of Ỻanđeusant. The legend, as given by Mr. Rees in
English, runs as follows, and strongly reminds one in certain parts
of the Story of Undine as given in the German of De la Motte
Fouqué, with which it should be compared:—

‘When the eventful struggle made by the Princes of South Wales to
preserve the independence of their country was drawing to its close
in the twelfth century, there lived at Blaensawđe 2
near Ỻanđeusant, Carmarthenshire, a widowed woman, the relict of a
farmer who had fallen in those disastrous troubles.

‘The widow had an only son to bring up, but Providence smiled upon
her, and despite her forlorn condition, her live stock had so
increased in course of time, that she could not well depasture them
upon her farm, so she sent a portion of her cattle to graze on the
adjoining Black Mountain, and their most favourite place was near
the small lake called Ỻyn y Fan Fach, on the north-western side of
the Carmarthenshire Fans.

‘The son grew up to manhood, and was generally sent by his mother
to look after the cattle on the mountain. One day, in his
peregrinations along the margin of the lake, to his great
astonishment, he beheld, sitting on the unruffled surface of the
water, a lady; one of the most beautiful creatures that mortal eyes
ever beheld, her hair flowed gracefully in ringlets over her
shoulders, the tresses of which she arranged with a comb, whilst
the glassy surface of her watery couch served for the purpose of a
mirror, reflecting back her own image. Suddenly she beheld the
young man standing on the brink of the lake, with his eyes riveted
on her, and unconsciously offering to herself the provision of
barley bread and cheese with which he had been provided when he
left his home.

‘Bewildered by a feeling of love and admiration for the object
before him, he continued to hold out his hand towards the lady, who
imperceptibly glided near to him, but gently refused the offer of
his provisions. He attempted to touch her, but she eluded his
grasp, saying—

Cras dy fara;

Nid hawđ fy nala.

Hard baked is thy bread!

’Tis not easy to catch me 3 ;

and immediately dived under the water and disappeared, leaving the
love-stricken youth to return home, a prey to disappointment and
regret that he had been unable to make further acquaintance with
one, in comparison with whom the whole of the fair maidens of
Ỻanđeusant and Myđfai 4 whom he had ever seen were as
nothing.

On his return home the young man communicated to his mother the
extraordinary vision he had beheld. She advised him to take some
unbaked dough or “toes” the next time in his pocket, as there must
have been some spell connected with the hard-baked bread, or “Bara
cras,” which prevented his catching the lady.

‘Next morning, before the sun had gilded with its rays the peaks of
the Fans, the young man was at the lake, not for the purpose of
looking after his mother’s cattle, but seeking for the same
enchanting vision he had witnessed the day before; but all in vain
did he anxiously strain his eyeballs and glance over the surface of
the lake, as only the ripples occasioned by a stiff breeze met his
view, and a cloud hung heavily on the summit of the Fan, which
imparted an additional gloom to his already distracted mind.

‘Hours passed on, the wind was hushed, and the clouds which had
enveloped the mountain had vanished into thin air before the
powerful beams of the sun, when the youth was startled by seeing
some of his mother’s cattle on the precipitous side of the
acclivity, nearly on the opposite side of the lake. His duty
impelled him to attempt to rescue them from their perilous
position, for which purpose he was hastening away, when, to his
inexpressible delight, the object of his search again appeared to
him as before, and seemed much more beautiful than when he first
beheld her. His hand was again held out to her, full of unbaked
bread, which he offered with an urgent proffer of his heart also,
and vows of eternal attachment. All of which were refused by her,
saying—

Ỻaith dy fara!

Ti ni fynna’.

Unbaked is thy bread!

I will not have thee 5 .

But the smiles that played upon her features as the lady vanished
beneath the waters raised within the young man a hope that forbade
him to despair by her refusal of him, and the recollection of which
cheered him on his way home. His aged parent was made acquainted
with his ill-success, and she suggested that his bread should next
time be but slightly baked, as most likely to please the mysterious
being of whom he had become enamoured.

‘Impelled by an irresistible feeling, the youth left his mother’s
house early next morning, and with rapid steps he passed over the
mountain. He was soon near the margin of the lake, and with all the
impatience of an ardent lover did he wait with a feverish anxiety
for the reappearance of the mysterious lady.

‘The sheep and goats browsed on the precipitous sides of the Fan;
the cattle strayed amongst the rocks and large stones, some of
which were occasionally loosened from their beds and suddenly
rolled down into the lake; rain and sunshine alike came and passed
away; but all were unheeded by the youth, so wrapped up was he in
looking for the appearance of the lady.

‘The freshness of the early morning had disappeared before the
sultry rays of the noon-day sun, which in its turn was fast verging
towards the west as the evening was dying away and making room for
the shades of night, and hope had wellnigh abated of beholding once
more the Lady of the Lake. The young man cast a sad and last
farewell look over the waters, and, to his astonishment, beheld
several cows walking along its surface. The sight of these animals
caused hope to revive that they would be followed by another object
far more pleasing; nor was he disappointed, for the maiden
reappeared, and to his enraptured sight, even lovelier than ever.
She approached the land, and he rushed to meet her in the water. A
smile encouraged him to seize her hand; neither did she refuse the
moderately baked bread he offered her; and after some persuasion
she consented to become his bride, on condition that they should
only live together until she received from him three blows without
a cause,

Tri ergyd diachos.

Three causeless blows.

And if he ever should happen to strike her three such blows she
would leave him for ever. To such conditions he readily consented,
and would have consented to any other stipulation, had it been
proposed, as he was only intent on then securing such a lovely
creature for his wife.

‘Thus the Lady of the Lake engaged to become the young man’s wife,
and having loosed her hand for a moment she darted away and dived
into the lake. His chagrin and grief were such that he determined
to cast himself headlong into the deepest water, so as to end his
life in the element that had contained in its unfathomed depths the
only one for whom he cared to live on earth. As he was on the point
of committing this rash act, there emerged out of the lake
two most beautiful ladies, accompanied by a hoary-headed
man of noble mien and extraordinary stature, but having otherwise
all the force and strength of youth. This man addressed the almost
bewildered youth in accents calculated to soothe his troubled mind,
saying that as he proposed to marry one of his daughters, he
consented to the union, provided the young man could distinguish
which of the two ladies before him was the object of his
affections. This was no easy task, as the maidens were such perfect
counterparts of each other that it seemed quite impossible for him
to choose his bride, and if perchance he fixed upon the wrong one
all would be for ever lost.

‘Whilst the young man narrowly scanned the two ladies, he could not
perceive the least difference betwixt the two, and was almost
giving up the task in despair, when one of them thrust her foot a
slight degree forward. The motion, simple as it was, did not escape
the observation of the youth, and he discovered a trifling
variation in the mode with which their sandals were tied. This at
once put an end to the dilemma, for he, who had on previous
occasions been so taken up with the general appearance of the Lady
of the Lake, had also noticed the beauty of her feet and ankles,
and on now recognizing the peculiarity of her shoe-tie he boldly
took hold of her hand.

‘ “Thou hast chosen rightly,” said her father; “be to her a kind
and faithful husband, and I will give her, as a dowry, as many
sheep, cattle, goats, and horses as she can count of each without
heaving or drawing in her breath. But remember, that if you prove
unkind to her at any time, and strike her three times without a
cause, she shall return to me, and shall bring all her stock back
with her.”

‘Such was the verbal marriage settlement, to which the young man
gladly assented, and his bride was desired to count the number of
sheep she was to have. She immediately adopted the mode of counting
by fives, thus:—One, two, three, four, five—One, two,
three, four, five; as many times as possible in rapid succession,
till her breath was exhausted. The same process of reckoning had to
determine the number of goats, cattle, and horses respectively; and
in an instant the full number of each came out of the lake when
called upon by the father.

‘The young couple were then married, by what ceremony was not
stated, and afterwards went to reside at a farm called Esgair
Ỻaethdy, somewhat more than a mile from the village of Myđfai,
where they lived in prosperity and happiness for several years, and
became the parents of three sons, who were beautiful
children.

‘Once upon a time there was a christening to take place in the
neighbourhood, to which the parents were specially invited. When
the day arrived the wife appeared very reluctant to attend the
christening, alleging that the distance was too great for her to
walk. Her husband told her to fetch one of the horses which were
grazing in an adjoining field. “I will,” said she, “if you will
bring me my gloves which I left in our house.” He went to the house
and returned with the gloves, and finding that she had not gone for
the horse jocularly slapped her shoulder with one of them, saying,
“go! go!” ( dos, dos
), when she reminded him of the understanding upon which she
consented to marry him:—That he was not to strike her without a
cause; and warned him to be more cautious for the future.

‘On another occasion, when they were together at a wedding, in the
midst of the mirth and hilarity of the assembled guests, who had
gathered together from all the surrounding country, she burst into
tears and sobbed most piteously. Her husband touched her on her
shoulder and inquired the cause of her weeping: she said, “Now
people are entering into trouble, and your troubles are likely to
commence, as you have the second time stricken me without
a cause.”

‘Years passed on, and their children had grown up, and were
particularly clever young men. In the midst of so many worldly
blessings at home the husband almost forgot that there remained
only one causeless blow to be given to destroy the whole
of his prosperity. Still he was watchful lest any trivial
occurrence should take place which his wife must regard as a breach
of their marriage contract. She told him, as her affection for him
was unabated, to be careful that he would not, through some
inadvertence, give the last and only blow, which, by an unalterable
destiny, over which she had no control, would separate them for
ever.

‘It, however, so happened that one day they were together at a
funeral, where, in the midst of the mourning and grief at the house
of the deceased, she appeared in the highest and gayest spirits,
and indulged in immoderate fits of laughter, which so shocked her
husband that he touched her, saying, “Hush! hush! don’t laugh.” She
said that she laughed “because people when they die go out of
trouble,” and, rising up, she went out of the house, saying, “The
last blow has been struck, our marriage contract is broken, and at
an end! Farewell!” Then she started off towards Esgair Ỻaethdy,
where she called her cattle and other stock together, each by name.
The cattle she called thus:—

Mu wlfrech, Moelfrech,

Mu olfrech, Gwynfrech,

Pedair cae tonn-frech,

Yr hen wynebwen,

A’r las Geigen,

Gyda’r Tarw Gwyn

O lys y Brenin;

A’r ỻo du bach,

Syđ ar y bach,

Dere dithau, yn iach adre!

Brindled cow, white speckled,

Spotted cow, bold freckled,

The four field sward mottled,

The old white-faced,

And the grey Geingen,

With the white Bull,

From the court of the King;

And the little black calf

Tho’ suspended on the hook,

Come thou also, quite well home!

They all immediately obeyed the summons of their mistress. The
“little black calf,” although it had been slaughtered, became alive
again, and walked off with the rest of the stock at the command of
the lady. This happened in the spring of the year, and there were
four oxen ploughing in one of the fields; to these she
cried:—

Pedwar eidion glas

Syđ ar y maes,

Denwch chwithan

Yn iach adre!

The four grey oxen,

That are on the field,

Come you also

Quite well home!

Away the whole of the live stock went with the Lady across Myđfai
Mountain, towards the lake from whence they came, a distance of
above six miles, where they disappeared beneath its waters, leaving
no trace behind except a well-marked furrow, which was made by the
plough the oxen drew after them into the lake, and which remains to
this day as a testimony to the truth of this story.

‘What became of the affrighted ploughman—whether he was left on the
field when the oxen set off, or whether he followed them to the
lake, has not been handed down to tradition; neither has the fate
of the disconsolate and half-ruined husband been kept in
remembrance. But of the sons it is stated that they often wandered
about the lake and its vicinity, hoping that their mother might be
permitted to visit the face of the earth once more, as they had
been apprised of her mysterious origin, her first appearance to
their father, and the untoward circumstances which so unhappily
deprived them of her maternal care.

‘In one of their rambles, at a place near Dôl Howel, at the
Mountain Gate, still called “Ỻidiad y Međygon,” The Physicians’
Gate, the mother appeared suddenly, and accosted her eldest son,
whose name was Rhiwaỻon, and told him that his mission on earth was
to be a benefactor to mankind by relieving them from pain and
misery, through healing all manner of their diseases; for which
purpose she furnished him with a bag full of medical prescriptions
and instructions for the preservation of health. That by strict
attention thereto he and his family would become for many
generations the most skilful physicians in the country. Then,
promising to meet him when her counsel was most needed, she
vanished. But on several occasions she met her sons near the banks
of the lake, and once she even accompanied them on their return
home as far as a place still called “Pant-y-Međygon,” The dingle of
the Physicians, where she pointed out to them the various plants
and herbs which grew in the dingle, and revealed to them their
medicinal qualities or virtues; and the knowledge she imparted to
them, together with their unrivalled skill, soon caused them to
attain such celebrity that none ever possessed before them. And in
order that their knowledge should not be lost, they wisely
committed the same to writing, for the benefit of mankind
throughout all ages.’

To the legend Mr. Rees added the following notes, which we
reproduce also at full length:—

‘And so ends the story of the Physicians of Myđfai, which has been
handed down from one generation to another, thus:—

Yr hên wr ỻwyd o’r cornel,

Gan ci dad a glywođ chwedel 6 ,

A chan ci dad fe glywođ yntau

Ac ar ei ôl mi gofiais innau.

The grey old man in the corner

Of his father heard a story,

Which from his father he had heard,

And after them I have remembered.

As stated in the introduction of the present work [i.e. the
Physicians of Myđvai], Rhiwaỻon and his sons became Physicians
to Rhys Gryg, Lord of Ỻandovery and Dynefor Castles, “who gave them
rank, lands, and privileges at Myđfai for their maintenance in the
practice of their art and science, and the healing and benefit of
those who should seek their help,” thus affording to those who
could not afford to pay, the best medical advice and treatment
gratuitously. Such a truly royal foundation could not fail to
produce corresponding effects. So the fame of the Physicians of
Myđfai was soon established over the whole country, and continued
for centuries among their descendants.

‘The celebrated Welsh Bard, Dafyđ ap Gwilym, who flourished in the
following century, and was buried at the Abbey of Tal-y-ỻychau
7 , in Carmarthenshire, about the year 1368, says in
one of his poems, as quoted in Dr. Davies’ dictionary—

Međyg ni wnai mođ y gwnaeth

Myđfai, o chai đyn međfaeth.

A Physician he would not make

As Myđfai made, if he had a mead fostered man.

Of the above lands bestowed upon the Međygon, there are two farms
in Myđfai parish still called “Ỻwyn Ifan Feđyg,” the Grove of Evan
the Physician; and “Ỻwyn Meredyđ Feđyg,” the Grove of Meredith the
Physician. Esgair Ỻaethdy, mentioned in the foregoing legend, was
formerly in the possession of the above descendants, and so was Ty
newyđ, near Myđfai, which was purchased by Mr. Holford, of Cilgwyn,
from the Rev. Charles Lloyd, vicar of Ỻandefaỻe, Breconshire, who
married a daughter of one of the Međygon, and had the living of
Ỻandefaỻe from a Mr. Vaughan, who presented him to the same out of
gratitude, because Mr. Lloyd’s wife’s father had cured him of a
disease in the eye. As Mr. Lloyd succeeded to the above living in
1748, and died in 1800, it is probable that the skilful oculist was
John Jones, who is mentioned in the following inscription on a
tombstone at present fixed against the west end of Myđfai
Church:—

HERE

Lieth the body of Mr. DAVID JONES, of Mothvey, Surgeon,

who was an honest, charitable, and skilful man.

He died September 14th, Anno Dom̃ 1719, aged 61.

JOHN JONES, Surgeon,

Eldest son of the said David Jones, departed this life

the 25th of November, 1739, in the 44th year

of his Age, and also lyes interred hereunder.

These appear to have been the last of the Physicians who practised
at Myđfai. The above John Jones resided for some time at Ỻandovery,
and was a very eminent surgeon. One of his descendants, named John
Lewis, lived at Cwmbran, Myđfai, at which place his great-grandson,
Mr. John Jones, now resides.

‘Dr. Morgan Owen, Bishop of Ỻandaff, who died at Glasaỻt, parish of
Myđfai, in 1645, was a descendant of the Međygon, and an inheritor
of much of their landed property in that parish, the bulk of which
he bequeathed to his nephew, Morgan Owen, who died in 1667, and was
succeeded by his son Henry Owen; and at the decease of the last of
whose descendants, Robert Lewis, Esq., the estates became, through
the will of one of the family, the property of the late D. A. S.
Davies, Esq., M.P. for Carmarthenshire.

‘Bishop Owen bequeathed to another nephew, Morgan ap Rees, son of
Rees ap John, a descendant of the Međygon, the farm of Rhyblid, and
some other property. Morgan ap Rees’ son, Samuel Rice, resided at
Loughor, in Gower, Glamorganshire, and had a son, Morgan Rice, who
was a merchant in London, and became Lord of the Manor of Tooting
Graveney, and High Sheriff in the year 1772, and Deputy Lieutenant
of the county of Surrey, 1776. He resided at Hill House, which he
built. At his death the whole of his property passed to his only
child, John Rice, Esq., whose eldest son, the Rev. John Morgan
Rice, inherited the greater portion of his estates. The head of the
family is now the Rev. Horatio Morgan Rice, rector of South Hill
with Callington, Cornwall, and J.P. for the county, who inherited,
with other property, a small estate at Loughor. The above Morgan
Rice had landed property in Ỻanmadock and Ỻangenith, as well as
Loughor, in Gower, but whether he had any connexion with Howel the
Physician (ap Rhys ap Ỻywelyn ap Philip the Physician, and lineal
descendant from Einion ap Rhiwaỻon), who resided at Cilgwryd in
Gower, is not known.

‘Amongst other families who claim descent from the Physicians were
the Bowens of Cwmydw, Myđfai; and Jones of Dollgarreg and Penrhock,
in the same parish; the latter of whom are represented by Charles
Bishop, of Dollgarreg, Esq., Clerk of the Peace for
Carmarthenshire, and Thomas Bishop, of Brecon, Esq.

‘Rees Williams of Myđfai is recorded as one of the Međygon. His
great-grandson was the late Rice Williams, M.D., of Aberystwyth,
who died May 16, 1842, aged 85, and appears to have been the last,
although not the least eminent, of the Physicians descended from
the mysterious Lady of Ỻyn y Fan 8 .’

This brings the legend of the Lady of the Fan Lake into connexion
with a widely-spread family. There is another connexion between it
and modern times, as will be seen from the following statement
kindly made to me by the Rev. A. G. Edwards, Warden of the Welsh
College at Ỻandovery, since then appointed Bishop of St. Asaph: ‘An
old woman from Myđfai, who is now, that is to say in January 1881,
about eighty years of age, tells me that she remembers “thousands
and thousands of people visiting the Lake of the Little Fan on the
first Sunday or Monday in August, and when she was young she often
heard old men declare that at that time a commotion took place in
the lake, and that its waters boiled, which was taken to herald the
approach of the Lake Lady and her Oxen.” ’ The custom of going up
to the lake on the first Sunday in August was a very well known one
in years gone by, as I have learned from a good many people, and it
is corroborated by Mr. Joseph Joseph of Brecon, who kindly writes
as follows, in reply to some queries of mine: ‘On the first Sunday
in the month of August, Ỻyn y Fan Fach is supposed to be boiling (
berwi ). I have seen
scores of people going up to see it (not boiling though) on that
day. I do not remember that any of them expected to see the Lady of
the Lake.’ As to the boiling of the lake I have nothing to say, and
I am not sure that there is anything in the following statement
made as an explanation of the yearly visit to the lake by an old
fisherwoman from Ỻandovery: ‘The best time for eels is in August,
when the north-east wind blows on the lake, and makes huge waves in
it. The eels can then be seen floating on the waves.’

Last summer I went myself to the village of Myđfai, to see if I
could pick up any variants of the legend, but I was hardly
successful; for though several of the farmers I questioned could
repeat bits of the legend, including the Lake Lady’s call to her
cattle as she went away, I got nothing new, except that one of them
said that the youth, when he first saw the Lake Lady at a distance,
thought she was a goose—he did not even rise to the conception of a
swan—but that by degrees he approached her, and discovered that she
was a lady in white, and that in due time they were married, and so
on. My friend, the Warden of Ỻandovery College, seems, however, to
have found a bit of a version which may have been still more unlike
the one recorded by Mr. Rees of Tonn: it was from an old man at
Myđfai last year, from whom he was, nevertheless, only able to
extract the statement ‘that the Lake Lady got somehow entangled in
a farmer’s “gambo,” and that ever after his farm was very fertile.’
A ‘gambo,’ I ought to explain, is a kind of a cart without sides,
used in South Wales: both the name and the thing seem to have come
from England, though I cannot find such a word as gambo or
gambeau in the ordinary dictionaries.

Among other legends about lake fairies, there are, in the third
chapter of Mr. Sikes’ British Goblins, two versions of
this story: the first of them differs but slightly from Mr. Rees’,
in that the farmer used to go near the lake to see some lambs he
had bought at a fair, and that whenever he did so three beautiful
damsels appeared to him from the lake. They always eluded his
attempts to catch them: they ran away into the lake, saying,
Cras dy fara ,
&c. But one day a piece of moist bread came floating ashore,
which he ate, and the next day he had a chat with the Lake Maidens.
He proposed marriage to one of them, to which she consented,
provided he could distinguish her from her sisters the day after.
The story then, so far as I can make out from the brief version
which Mr. Sikes gives of it, went on like that of Mr. Rees. The
former gives another version, with much more interesting
variations, which omit all reference, however, to the Physicians of
Myđfai, and relate how a young farmer had heard of the Lake Maiden
rowing up and down the lake in a golden boat with a golden scull.
He went to the lake on New Year’s Eve, saw her, was fascinated by
her, and left in despair at her vanishing out of sight, although he
cried out to her to stay and be his wife. She faintly replied, and
went her way, after he had gazed at her long yellow hair and pale
melancholy face. He continued to visit the lake, and grew thin and
negligent of his person, owing to his longing. But a wise man, who
lived on the mountain, advised him to tempt her with gifts of bread
and cheese, which he undertook to do on Midsummer Eve, when he
dropped into the lake a large cheese and a loaf of bread. This he
did repeatedly, until at last his hopes were fulfilled on New
Year’s Eve. This time he had gone to the lake clad in his best
suit, and at midnight dropped seven white loaves and his biggest
and finest cheese into the lake. The Lake Lady by-and-by came in
her skiff to where he was, and gracefully stepped ashore. The scene
need not be further described: Mr. Sikes gives a picture of it, and
the story then proceeds as in the other version.

It is a pity that Mr. Rees did not preserve the Welsh versions out
of which he pieced together the English one; but as to Mr. Sikes, I
cannot discover whence his has been derived, for he seems not to
have been too anxious to leave anybody the means of testing his
work, as one will find on verifying his references, when he gives
any. See also the allusions to him in Hartland’s Science of
Fairy Tales, pp. 64, 123, 137, 165, 278.

Since writing the foregoing notes the following communication has
reached me from a friend of my undergraduate days at Jesus College,
Oxford, Mr. Ỻywarch Reynolds of Merthyr Tydfil. Only the first part
of it concerns the legend of Ỻyn y Fan Fach; but as the rest is
equally racy I make no apology for publishing it in full without
any editing, except the insertion of the meaning of two or three of
the Welsh words occurring in it:—

‘Tell Rhŷs that I have just heard a sequel to the Međygon Myđfai
story, got from a rustic on Mynyđ y Banwen, between Glynnêđ and
Glyntawë, on a ramble recently with David Lewis the barrister and
Sidney Hartland the folklorist. It was to the effect that after the
disappearance of the forwn , “the damsel,” into the lake, the
disconsolate husband and his friends set to work to drain the lake
in order to get at her, if possible. They made a great cutting into
the bank, when suddenly a huge hairy monster of hideous aspect
emerged from the water and stormed at them for disturbing him, and
wound up with this threat:—

Os na cha’i lonyđ yn ym ỻe,

Fi fođa dre’ ’Byrhonđu!

If I get no quiet in my place,

I shall drown the town of Brecon!

It was evidently the last braich , “arm,” of a Triban Morgannwg , but this was all my informant
knew of it. From the allusion to Tre’ Byrhonđu , it struck me that there was here
probably a tale of Ỻyn
Safađon , which had migrated to Ỻyn y Fan ; because of course there would
have to be a considerable change in the “levels” before
Ỻyn y Fan and the
Sawđe could put
Brecon in any great jeopardy 9 .

‘We also got another tale about a cwmshurwr , “conjurer,” who once lived in
Ystradgyrlais (as the rustic pronounced it). The wizard was a
dyn ỻaw-harn , “a man
with an iron hand”; and it being reported that there was a great
treasure hidden in Mynyđ y Drum, the wizard said he would secure
it, if he could but get some plucky fellow to spend a night with
him there. John Gethin was a plucky fellow ( dyn “ysprydol” ), and he agreed to join
the dyn ỻaw-harn in
his diablerie. The wizard traced two rings on the sward
touching each other “like a number 8”; he went into one, and Gethin
into the other, the wizard strictly charging him on no account to
step out of the ring. The ỻaw-harn then proceeded to trafod ’i lyfrau , or “busy himself with his
books”; and there soon appeared a monstrous bull, bellowing
dreadfully; but the plucky Gethin held his ground, and the bull
vanished. Next came a terrible object, a “fly-wheel of fire,” which
made straight for poor Gethin and made him swerve out of the ring.
Thereupon the wheel assumed the form of the diawl , “devil,” who began to haul Gethin
away. The ỻaw-harn
seized hold of him and tried to get him back. The devil was getting
the upper hand, when the ỻaw-harn begged the devil to let him keep Gethin
while the piece of candle he had with him lasted. The devil
consented, and let go his hold of Gethin, whereupon the
cwmshurwr immediately
blew out the candle, and the devil was discomfited. Gethin
preserved the piece of candle very carefully, stowing it away in a
cool place; but still it wasted away although it was never lighted.
Gethin got such a fright that he took to his bed, and as the candle
wasted away he did the same, and they both came to an end
simultaneously. Gethin vanished—and it was not his body that was
put into the coffin, but a lump of clay which was put in to save
appearances! It is said that the wizard’s books are in an oaken
chest at Waungyrlais farm house to this day.

‘We got these tales on a ramble to see “Maen y Gweđiau,” on the
mountain near Coelbren Junction Station on the Neath and Brecon
Railway (marked on the Ordnance Map), but we had to turn back owing
to the fearful heat.’

Before dismissing Mr. Reynolds’ letter I may mention a story in
point which relates to a lake on the Brecon side of the mountains.
It is given at length by the Rev. Edward Davies in his
Mythology and Rites of the British Druids (London, 1809),
pp. 155–7. According to this legend a door in the rock was to be
found open once a year—on May-day, as it is supposed—and from that
door one could make one’s way to the garden of the fairies, which
was an island in the middle of the lake. This paradise of exquisite
bliss was invisible, however, to those who stood outside the lake:
they could only see an indistinct mass in the centre of the water.
Once on a time a visitor tried to carry away some of the flowers
given him by the fairies, but he was thereby acting against their
law, and not only was he punished with the loss of his senses, but
the door has never since been left open. It is also related that
once an adventurous person attempted to drain the water away ‘in
order to discover its contents, when a terrific form arose from the
midst of the lake, commanding him to desist, or otherwise he would
drown the country.’ This form is clearly of the same species as
that which, according to Mr. Reynolds’ story, threatened to drown
the town of Brecon. Subsequent inquiries have elicited more
information, and I am more especially indebted to my friend Mr.
Ivor James, who, as registrar of the University of Wales, has of
late years been living at Brecon. He writes to the following
effect:—‘The lake you want is Ỻyn Cwm Ỻwch, and the legend is very
well known locally, but there are variants. Once on a time men and
boys dug a gully through the dam in order to let the water out. A
man in a red coat, sitting in an armchair, appeared on the surface
of the water and threatened them in the terms which you quote from
Mr. Reynolds. The red coat would seem to suggest that this form of
the legend dates possibly from a time since our soldiers were first
clothed in red. In another case, however, the spectre was that of
an old woman; and I am told that a somewhat similar story is told
in connexion with a well in the castle wall in the parish of
Ỻanđew, to the north of this town—Giraldus Cambrensis’ parish. A
friend of mine is employing his spare time at present in an inquiry
into the origin of the lakes of this district, and he tells me that
Ỻyn Cwm Ỻwch is of glacial origin, its dam being composed, as he
thinks, of glacial débris through which the water always percolates
into the valley below. But storm water flows over the dam, and in
the course of ages has cut for itself a gully, now about ten feet
deep at the deepest point, through the embankment. The story was
possibly invented to explain that fact. There is no cave to be seen
in the rock, and probably there never was one, as the formation is
the Old Red Sandstone; and the island was perhaps equally
imaginary.’

That is the substance of Mr. James’ letter, in which he, moreover,
refers to J. D. Rhys’ account of the lake in his Welsh introduction
to his Grammar, published in London in 1592, under the title
Cambrobrytannicæ Cymraecæve
Linguæ Institutiones et Rudimenta . There the
grammarian, in giving some account of himself, mentions his
frequent sojourns at the hospitable residence of a nobleman, named
M. Morgan Merêdydh, near y
Bugeildy ynn Nyphryn Tabhîda o bhywn Swydh Bhaesybhed ,
that is, ‘near the Beguildy in the Valley of the Teme within the
county of Radnor.’ Then he continues to the following effect:—‘But
the latter part of this book was thought out under the bushes and
green foliage in a bit of a place of my own called y Clun Hîr, at
the top of Cwm y Ỻwch, below the spurs of the mountain of
Bannwchdeni, which some call Bann Arthur and others Moel Arthur.
Below that moel and
in its lap there is a lake of pretty large size, unknown depth, and
wondrous nature. For as the stories go, no bird has ever been seen
to repair to it or towards it, or to swim on it: it is wholly
avoided, and some say that no animals or beasts of any kind are
wont to drink of its waters. The peasantry of that country, and
especially the shepherds who are wont to frequent these
moels and bans, relate many other wonders
concerning it and the exceeding strange things beheld at times in
connexion with this loch. This lake or loch is called Ỻyn Cwm y
Ỻwch 10 .’




II.

Before dismissing the story of Ỻyn y Fan Fach I wish to append
a similar one from the parish of Ystrad Dyfodwg in Glamorganshire.
The following is a translation of a version given in Welsh in
Cyfaiỻ yr Aelwyd a’r
Frythones , edited by Elfed and Cadrawd, and published
by Messrs. Williams and Son, Ỻaneỻy. The version in question is by
Cadrawd, and it is to the following effect—see the volume for 1892,
p. 59:—

‘Ỻyn y Forwyn, “the Damsel’s Pool,” is in the parish of Ystrad
Tyfodwg: the inhabitants call it also Ỻyn Nelferch. It lies about
halfway between the farm house of Rhonđa Fechan, “Little Rhonđa,”
and the Vale of Safrwch. The ancient tradition concerning it is
somewhat as follows:—

‘Once on a time a farmer lived at the Rhonđa Fechan: he was
unmarried, and as he was walking by the lake early one morning in
spring he beheld a young woman of beautiful appearance walking on
the other side of it. He approached her and spoke to her: she gave
him to understand that her home was in the lake, and that she owned
a number of milch cows, that lived with her at the bottom of the
water. The farmer fancied her so much that he fell in love with her
over head and ears: he asked her on the spot for her hand and
heart; and he invited her to come and spend her life with him as
his wife at the Rhonđa Fechan. She declined at first, but as he was
importunate she consented at last on the following conditions,
namely, that she would bring her cattle with her out of the lake,
and live with him until he and she had three disputes with one
another: then, she said, she and the cattle would return into the
lake. He agreed to the conditions, and the marriage took place.
They lived very happily and comfortably for long years; but the end
was that they fell out with one another, and, when they happened to
have quarrelled for the third time, she was heard early in the
morning driving the cattle towards the lake with these
words:—

Prw dre’, prw dre’, prw’r gwartheg i dre’;

Prw Milfach a Malfach, pedair Ỻualfach,

Alfach ac Ali, pedair Ladi,

Wynebwen drwynog, tro i’r waun lidiog,

Trech ỻyn y waun odyn, tair Pencethin,

Tair caseg đu draw yn yr eithin 11 .

And into the lake they went out of sight, and there they live to
this day. And some believed that they had heard the voice and cry
of Nelferch in the whisper of the breeze on the top of the mountain
hard by—many a time after that—as an old story (
weđal ) will have
it.’

From this it will be seen that the fairy wife’s name was supposed
to have been Nelferch, and that the piece of water is called after
her. But I find that great uncertainty prevails as to the old name
of the lake, as I learn from a communication in 1894 from Mr.
Ỻewellyn Williams, living at Porth, only some five miles from the
spot, that one of his informants assured him that the name in use
among former generations was Ỻyn
Alfach . Mr. Williams made inquiries at the Rhonđa
Fechan about the lake legend. He was told that the water had long
since been known as Ỻyn y Forwyn, from a morwyn , or damsel, with a number of cattle
having been drowned in it. The story of the man who mentioned the
name as Ỻyn Alfach was similar: the maid belonged to the farm of
Penrhys, he said, and the young man to the Rhonđa Fechan, and it
was in consequence of their third dispute, he added, that she left
him and went back to her previous service, and afterwards, while
taking the cattle to the water, she sank accidentally or purposely
into the lake, so that she was never found any more. Here it will
be seen how modern rationalism has been modifying the story into
something quite uninteresting but without wholly getting rid of the
original features, such as the three disputes between the husband
and wife. Lastly, it is worth mentioning that this water appears to
form part of a bit of very remarkable scenery, and that its waves
strike on one side against a steep rock believed to contain caves,
supposed to have been formerly inhabited by men and women. At
present the place, I learn, is in the possession of Messrs. Davis
and Sons, owners of the Ferndale collieries, who keep a pleasure
boat on the lake. I have appealed to them on the question of the
name Nelferch or Alfach, in the hope that their books would help to
decide as to the old form of it. Replying on their behalf, Mr. J.
Probert Evans informs me that the company only got possession of
the lake and the adjacent land in 1862, and that ‘ Ỻyn y
Vorwyn’ is the name of the former in the oldest plan which
they have. Inquiries have also been made in the neighbourhood by my
friend, Mr. Reynolds, who found the old tenants of the Rhonđa
Fechan Farm gone, and the neighbouring farm house of Dyffryn
Safrwch supplanted by colliers’ cottages. But he calls my attention
to the fact, that perhaps the old name was neither Nelferch nor
Alfach, as Elfarch, which would fit equally well, was once the name
of a petty chieftain of the adjoining Hundred of Senghenyđ, for
which he refers me to Clark’s Glamorgan Genealogies, p.
511. But I have to thank him more especially for a longer version
of the fairy wife’s call to her cattle, as given in Glanffrwd’s
Plwyf Ỻanwyno , ‘the
Parish of Ỻanwynno’ (Pontypriđ, 1888), p. 117, as follows:—

Prw me, prw me,

Prw ’ngwartheg i dre’;

Prw Melen a Ioco,

Tegwen a Rhuđo,

Rhuđ-frech a Moel-frech,

Pedair Ỻiain-frech;

Ỻiain-frech ag Eli,

A phedair Wen-ladi,

Ladi a Chornwen,

A phedair Wynebwen;

Nepwen a Rhwynog,

Tali Lieiniog;

Brech yn y Glyn

Dal yn dyn;

Tair lygeityn,

Tair gyffredm,

Tair Caseg đu, draw yn yr eithin,

Deuwch i gyd i lys y Brenin;

Bwla, bwla,

Saif yn flaena’,

Saf yn ol y wraig o’r Ty-fry,

Fyth nis godri ngwartheg i!

The last lines—slightly mended—may be rendered:

Bull, bull!

Stand thou foremost.

Back! thou wife of the House up Hill:

Never shalt thou milk my cows.

This seems to suggest that the quarrel was about another woman, and
that by the time when the fairy came to call her live stock into
the lake she had been replaced by another woman who came from the
Ty-fry , or the House
up Hill 12 . In that case this version comes closer
than any other to the story of Undine supplanted by Bertalda as her
knight’s favourite.

Mr. Probert Evans having kindly given me the address of an aged
farmer who formerly lived in the valley, my friend, Mr. Ỻywarch
Reynolds, was good enough to visit him. Mr. Reynolds shall report
the result in his own words, dated January 9, 1899, as
follows:—

‘I was at Pentyrch this morning, and went to see Mr. David Evans,
formerly of Cefn Colston.

‘The old man is a very fine specimen of the better class of Welsh
farmer; is in his eighty-third year; hale and hearty, intelligent,
and in full possession of his faculties. He was born and bred in
the Rhonđa Fechan Valley, and lived there until some forty years
ago. He had often heard the lake story from an old aunt of his who
lived at the Maerdy Farm (a short distance north of the lake), and
who died a good many years ago, at a very advanced age. He calls
the lake “Ỻyn Elferch,” and the story, as known to him, has several
points in common with the Ỻyn y Fan legend, which, however, he did
not appear to know. He could not give me many details, but the
following is the substance of the story as he knows it:—The young
farmer, who lived with his mother at the neighbouring farm, one day
saw the lady on the bank of the lake, combing her hair, which
reached down to her feet. He fell in love at first sight, and tried
to approach her; but she evaded him, and crying out,
Đali di đim o fi, crâs dy
fara! (Thou wilt not catch me, thou of the crimped
bread), she sank into the water. He saw her on several subsequent
occasions, and gave chase, but always with the same result, until
at length he got his mother to make him some bread which was not
baked (or not baked so hard); and this he offered to the lady. She
then agreed to become his wife, subject to the condition that if he
offended her, or disagreed with her three times (
ar yr ammod, os byssa fa yn ’i
chroesi hi dair gwaith ) she would leave him and return
into the lake with all her belongings.

‘1. The first disagreement ( croes ) was at the funeral of a neighbour, a man
in years, at which the lady gave way to excessive weeping and
lamentation. The husband expressed surprise and annoyance at this
excessive grief for the death of a person not related to them, and
asked the reason for it; and she replied that she grieved for the
defunct on account of the eternal misery that was in store for him
in the other world.

‘2. The second “ croes ” was at the death of an infant child of the
lady herself, at which she laughed immoderately; and in reply to
the husband’s remonstrance, she said she did so for joy at her
child’s escape from this wicked world and its passage into a world
of bliss.

‘3. The third “ croes
” Mr. Evans was unable to call to mind, but equally with the other
two it showed that the lady was possessed of preternatural
knowledge; and it resulted in her leaving her husband and returning
into the lake, taking the cattle, &c., with her. The accepted
explanation of the name of the lake was Ỻyn El-ferch 13 (= Hela ’r
ferch), “because of the young man chasing the damsel” (
hela ’r ferch
).

‘The following is the cattle-call, as given to me by Mr. Evans’
aged housekeeper, who migrated with the family from Rhonđa Fechan
to Pentyrch:

Prw i, prw e 14 ,

Prw ’ngwartheg sha [= tua] thre’;

Mil a môl a melyn gwtta;

Milfach a malfach;

Petar [= pedair] llearfach;

Llearfach ag aeli;

Petar a lafi;

Lafi a chornwan [= -wèn];

[…] ’nepwan [= -wèn],

’ Nepwan drwynog;

Drotwan [= droedwen] litiog;

Tair Bryncethin;

Tair gyffretin;

Tair casag đu

Draw yn yr ithin [= eithin],

Dewch i gyd i lys y brenin.

‘Mr. Evans told me that Dyffryn
Safrwch was considered to be a corruption of
Dyffryn Safn yr Hwch
, “Valley of the Sow’s Mouth”; so that the explanation was not due
to a minister with whom I foregathered on my tramp near the lake
the other day, and from whom I heard it first.’

The similarity between Mr. Evans’ version of this legend and that
of Ỻyn y Fan Fach, tends to add emphasis to certain points which I
had been inclined to treat as merely accidental. In the Fan Fach
legend the young man’s mother is a widow, and here he is
represented living with his mother. Here also something depends on
the young man’s bread, but it is abruptly introduced, suggesting
that a part of the story has been forgotten. Both stories, however,
give one the impression that the bread of the fairies was regarded
as always imperfectly baked. In both stories the young man’s mother
comes to his help with her advice. Mr. Evans’ version ascribes
supernatural knowledge to the fairy, though his version fails to
support it; and her moralizings read considerably later than those
which the Fan legend ascribes to the fairy wife. Some of these
points may be brought under the reader’s notice later, when he has
been familiarized with more facts illustrative of the belief in
fairies.




III.

On returning from South Wales to Carnarvonshire in the summer
of 1881, I tried to discover similar legends connected with the
lakes of North Wales, beginning with Geirionyđ, the waters of which
form a stream emptying itself into the Conwy, near Trefriw, a
little below Ỻanrwst. I only succeeded, however, in finding an old
man of the name of Pierce Williams, about seventy years of age, who
was very anxious to talk about ‘Bony’s’ wars, but not about lake
ladies. I was obliged, in trying to make him understand what I
wanted, to use the word morforwyn , that is to say in English, ‘mermaid’;
he then told me, that in his younger days he had heard people say
that somebody had seen such beings in the Trefriw river. But as my
questions were leading ones, his evidence is not worth much;
however, I feel pretty sure that one who knew the neighbourhood of
Geirionyđ better would be able to find some fragments of
interesting legends still existing in that wild district.

I was more successful at Ỻanberis, though what I found, at first,
was not much; but it was genuine, and to the point. This is the
substance of it:—An old woman, called Siân 15 Dafyđ,
lived at Helfa Fawr, in the dingle called Cwm Brwynog, along the
left side of which you ascend as you go to the top of Snowdon, from
the village of lower Ỻanberis, or Coed y Đol, as it is there
called. She was a curious old person, who made nice distinctions
between the virtues of the respective waters of the district: thus,
no other would do for her to cure her of the defaid gwyỻtion 16 , or
cancerous warts, which she fancied that she had in her mouth, than
that of the spring of Tai Bach, near the lake called Ỻyn Ffynnon y
Gwas, though she seldom found it out, when she was deceived by a
servant who cherished a convenient opinion of his own, that a drop
from a nearer spring would do just as well. Old Siân has been dead
over thirty-five years, but I have it, on the testimony of two
highly trustworthy brothers, who are of her family, and now between
sixty and seventy years of age, that she used to relate to them how
a shepherd, once on a time, saw a fairy maiden (
un o’r Tylwyth Teg )
on the surface of the tarn called Ỻyn Du’r Arđu, and how, from
bantering and joking, their acquaintance ripened into courtship,
when the father and mother of the lake maiden appeared to give the
union their sanction, and to arrange the marriage settlement. This
was to the effect that the husband was never to strike his wife
with iron, and that she was to bring her great wealth with her,
consisting of stock of all kinds for his mountain farm. All duly
took place, and they lived happily together until one day, when
trying to catch a pony, the husband threw a bridle to his wife, and
the iron in that struck her. It was then all over with him, as the
wife hurried away with her property into the lake, so that nothing
more was seen or heard of her. Here I may as well explain that the
Ỻanberis side of the steep, near the top of Snowdon, is called
Clogwyn du’r Arđu, or the Black Cliff of the Arđu, at the bottom of
which lies the tarn alluded to as the Black Lake of the Arđu, and
near it stands a huge boulder, called Maen du’r Arđu, all of which
names are curious, as involving the word du , black. Arđu itself has much the same
meaning, and refers to the whole precipitous side of the summit
with its dark shadows, and there is a similar Arđu near Nanmor on
the Merionethshire side of Beđgelert.

One of the brothers, I ought to have said, doubts that the lake
here mentioned was the one in old Siân’s tale; but he has forgotten
which it was of the many in the neighbourhood. Both, however,
remembered another short story about fairies, which they had heard
another old woman relate, namely, Mari Domos Siôn, who died some
thirty years ago: it was merely to the effect that a shepherd had
once lost his way in the mist on the mountain on the land of Caeau
Gwynion, towards Cweỻyn 17 Lake, and got into a ring
where the Tylwyth Teg
were dancing: it was only after a very hard struggle that he was
able, at length, to get away from them.

To this I may add the testimony of a lady, for whose veracity I can
vouch, to the effect that, when she was a child in Cwm Brwynog,
from thirty to forty years ago, she and her brothers and sisters
used to be frequently warned by their mother not to go far away
from the house when there happened to be thick mist on the ground,
lest they should come across the Tylwyth Teg dancing, and be carried away to their
abode beneath the lake. They were always, she says, supposed to
live in the lakes; and the one here alluded to was Ỻyn Dwythwch,
which is one of those famous for its torgochiaid or chars. The mother is still living;
but she seems to have long since, like others, lost her belief in
the fairies.

After writing the above, I heard that a brother to the foregoing
brothers, namely, Mr. Thomas Davies, of Mur Mawr, Ỻanberis,
remembered a similar tale. Mr. Davies is now sixty-four, and the
persons from whom he heard the tale were the same Siân Dafyđ of
Helfa Fawr, and Mari Domos Siôn of Tyn 18 Gadlas,
Ỻanberis: the two women were about seventy years of age when he as
a child heard it from them. At my request, a friend of mine, Mr.
Hugh D. Jones, of Tyn Gadlas, also a member of this family, which
is one of the oldest perhaps in the place, has taken down from Mr.
Davies’ mouth all he could remember, word for word, as
follows:—

Yn perthyn i ffarm Bron y Fedw yr oeđ dyn ifanc wedi cael ei
fagu, nis gwyđent faint cyn eu hamser hwy. Arferai pan yn hogyn
fynd i’r mynyđ yn Cwm Drywenyđ a Mynyđ y Fedw ar ochr orỻewinol y
Wyđfa i fugeilio, a byđai yn taro ar hogan yn y mynyđ; ac wrth
fynychu gweld eu gilyđ aethant yn ffrindiau mawr. Arferent gyfarfod
eu gilyđ mewn ỻe neiỻduol yn Cwm Drywenyđ, ỻe’r oeđ yr hogan a’r
teulu yn byw, ỻe y byđai pob danteithion, chwareuyđiaethau a chanu
dihafal; ond ni fyđai’r hogyn yn gwneyd i fyny a neb ohonynt ond yr
hogan.

Diweđ y ffrindiaeth fu carwriaeth, a phan soniođ yr hogyn am
iđi briodi, ni wnai ond ar un amod, sef y bywiai hi hefo fo hyd nes
y tarawai ef hi a haiarn.

Priodwyd hwy, a buont byw gyda’u gilyđ am nifer o flynyđoeđ, a
bu iđynt blant; ac ar đyđ marchnad yn Gaernarfon yr oeđ y gwr a’r
wraig yn međwl mynd i’r farchnad ar gefn merlod, fel pob ffarmwr yr
amser hwnnw. Awd i’r mynyđ i đal merlyn bob un.

Ar waelod Mynyđ y Fedw mae ỻyn o ryw dri-ugain neu gan ỻath o
hyd ac ugain neu đeg ỻath ar hugain o led, ac y mae ar un ochr iđo
le têg, fforđ y byđai’r ceffylau yn rhedeg.

Daliođ y gwr ferlyn a rhoes ef i’r wraig i’w đal heb ffrwyn,
tra byđai ef yn dal merlyn araỻ. Ar ol rhoi ffrwyn yn mhen ei
ferlyn ei hun, taflođ un araỻ i’r wraig i roi yn mhen ei merlyn
hithau, ac wrth ei thaflu tarawođ bit y ffrwyn hi yn ei ỻaw.
Goỻyngođ y wraig y merlyn, ac aeth ar ei phen i’r ỻyn, a dyna điweđ
y briodas.

‘To the farm of Bron y Fedw there belonged a son, who grew up to be
a young man, the women knew not how long before their time. He was
in the habit of going up the mountain to Cwm Drywenyđ
19 and Mynyđ y Fedw, on the west side of Snowdon, to
do the shepherding, and there he was wont to come across a lass on
the mountain, so that as the result of frequently meeting one
another, he and she became great friends. They usually met at a
particular spot in Cwm Drywenyđ, where the girl and her family
lived, and where there were all kinds of nice things to eat, of
amusements, and of incomparable music; but he did not make up to
anybody there except the girl. The friendship ended in courtship;
but when the boy mentioned that she should be married to him, she
would only do so on one condition, namely, that she would live with
him until he should strike her with iron. They were wedded, and
they lived together for a number of years, and had children. Once
on a time it happened to be market day at Carnarvon, whither the
husband and wife thought of riding on ponies, like all the farmers
of that time. So they went to the mountain to catch a pony each. At
the bottom of Mynyđ y Fedw there is a pool some sixty or one
hundred yards long by twenty or thirty broad, and on one side of it
there is a level space along which the horses used to run. The
husband caught a pony, and gave it to the wife to hold fast without
a bridle, while he should catch another. When he had bridled his
own pony, he threw another bridle to his wife for her to secure
hers; but as he threw it, the bit of the bridle struck her on one
of her hands. The wife let go the pony, and went headlong into the
pool, and that was the end of their wedded life.’

The following is a later tale, which Mr. Thomas Davies heard from
his mother, who died in 1832: she would be ninety years of age had
she been still living:—

Pan oeđ hi’n hogan yn yr Hafod, Ỻanberis, yr oeđ hogan at ei
hoed hi’n cael ei magu yn Cwmglas, Ỻanberis, ac arferai đweyd, pan
yn hogan a thra y bu byw, y byđai yn cael arian gan y Tylwyth Teg
yn Cwm Cwmglas.

Yr oeđ yn dweyd y byđai ar foreuau niwliog, tywyỻ, yn mynd i le
penodol yn Cwm Cwmglas gyda dsygiad o lefrith o’r fuches a thywel
glan, ac yn ei rođi ar garreg; ac yn mynd yno drachefn, ac yn cael
y ỻestr yn wag, gyda darn deuswỻt neu hanner coron ac weithiau fwy
wrth ei ochr.

‘When she was a girl, living at Yr Hafod, Ỻanberis, there was a
girl of her age being brought up at Cwmglas in the same parish. The
latter was in the habit of saying, when she was a girl and so long
as she lived, that she used to have money from the
Tylwyth Teg , in the
Cwmglas Hollow. Her account was, that on dark, misty mornings she
used to go to a particular spot in that Hollow with a jugful of
sweet milk from the milking place, and a clean towel, and then
place them on a stone. She would return, and find the jug empty,
with a piece of money placed by its side: that is, two shillings or
half a crown, or at times even more.’

A daughter of that woman lives now at a farm, Mr. Davies observes,
called Plas Pennant, in the parish of Ỻanfihangel yn Mhennant, in
Carnarvonshire; and he adds, that it was a tale of a kind that was
common enough when he was a boy; but many laughed at it, though the
old people believed it to be a fact. To this I may as well append
another tale, which was brought to the memory of an old man who
happened to be present when Mr. Jones and Mr. Davies were busy with
the foregoing. His name is John Roberts, and his age is
seventy-five: his present home is at Capel Sïon, in the
neighbouring parish of Ỻanđeiniolen:—

Yr oeđ ef pan yn hogyn yn gweini yn Towyn Trewern, yn agos i
Gaergybi, gyda hen wr o’r enw Owen Owens, oeđ yr adeg honno at ei
oed ef yn bresennol.

Yr oeđynt unwaith mewn hen adeilad ar y ffarm; a dywedođ yr hen
wr ei fod ef wedi cael ỻawer o arian yn y ỻe hwnnw pan yn hogyn, a
buasai wedi cael ychwaneg oni bai ei dad.

Yr oeđ wedi cuđio yr arian yn y ty, ond daeth ei fam o hyd
iđynt, a dywedođ yr hanes wrth ei dad. Ofnai ei fod yn fachgen
drwg, mai eu ỻadrata yr oeđ. Dywedai ei dad y gwnai iđo đweyd yn
mha le yr oeđ yn eu cael, neu y tynnai ei groen tros ei ben; ac
aeth aỻan a thorođ wialen bwrpasol at orchwyl o’r fath.

Yr oeđ y bachgen yn gwrando ar yr ymđiđan rhwng ei dad a’i fam,
ac yr oeđ yn benderfynol o gadw’r peth yn đirgelwch fel yr oeđ wedi
ei rybuđio gan y Tylwyth Teg.

Aeth i’r ty, a dechreuođ y tad ei holi, ac yntau yn gwrthod
ateb; ymbiliai a’i dad, a dywedai eu bod yn berffaith onest iđo ef,
ac y cai ef ychwaneg os cadwai’r peth yn đirgelwch; ond os dywedai,
nad oeđ dim ychwaneg i’w gael. Mođ bynnag ni wrandawai y tad ar ei
esgusion na’i resymau, a’r wialen a orfu; dywedođ y bachgen mai gan
y Tylwyth Teg yr oeđ yn eu cael, a hynny ar yr amod nad oeđ i đweyd
wrth neb. Mawr oeđ edifeirwch yr hen bobl am lađ yr wyđ oeđ yn
dodwy.

Aeth y bachgen i’r hen adeilad lawer gwaith ar ol hyn, ond ni
chafođ byth ychwaneg o arian yno.

‘When a lad, he was a servant at Towyn Trewern, near Holyhead, to
an old man about his own age at present. They were one day in an
old building on the farm, and the old man told him that he had had
much money in that place when he was a lad, and that he would have
had more had it not been for his father. He had hidden the money at
home, where his mother found it and told his father of the affair:
she feared he was a bad boy, and that it was by theft he got it.
His father said that he would make him say where he got it, or else
that he would strip him of the skin of his back, at the same time
that he went out and cut a rod fit for effecting a purpose of the
kind. The boy heard all this talk between his father and his
mother, and felt determined to keep the matter a secret, as he had
been warned by the Tylwyth
Teg . He went into the house, and his father began to
question him, while he refused to answer. He supplicatingly
protested that the money was honestly got, and that he should get
more if he kept it a secret, but that, if he did not, there would
be no more to be got. However, the father would give no ear to his
excuses or his reasons, and the rod prevailed; so that the boy said
that it was from the Tylwyth
Teg he used to get it, and that on condition of his not
telling anybody. Greatly did the old folks regret having killed the
goose that laid the eggs. The boy went many a time afterwards to
the old building, but he never found any more money there.’




IV.

Through the Rev. Daniel Lewis, incumbent of Bettws Garmon, I
was directed to Mr. Samuel Rhys Williams, of the Post Office of
that place, who has kindly given me the result of his inquiries
when writing on the subject of the antiquities of the neighbourhood
for a competition at a literary meeting held there a few years ago.
He tells me that he got the following short tale from a native of
Drws y Coed, whose name is Margaret Williams. She has been living
at Bettws Garmon for many years, and is now over eighty. He does
not know whether the story is in print or not, but he is certain
that Margaret Williams never saw it, even if it be. He further
thinks he has heard it from another person, to wit a man over
seventy-seven years of age, who has always lived at Drws y Coed, in
the parish of Beđgelert:—

Y mae hanes am fab i amaethwr a breswyliai yn yr Ystrad
20 , Betws Garmon 21 , pan yn dychwelyd
adref o daith yn hwyr un noswaith, đarfod iđo weled cwmni o’r
Tylwyth Teg ynghanol eu hafiaeth a’u glođest. Syfrdanwyd y ỻanc yn
y fan gan degwch anghymarol un o’r rhianod hyn, fel y beiđiođ
neidio i ganol y cylch, a chymeryd ei eilun gydag ef. Wedi iđi fod
yn trigo gydag ef yn ei gartref am ysbaid, cafođ ganđi ađaw bod yn
wraig iđo ar amodau neiỻduol. Un o’r amodau hyn ydoeđ, na byđai iđo
gyffwrđ ynđi ag un math o haiarn. Bu yn wraig iđo, a ganwyd iđynt
đau o blant. Un diwrnod yr oeđ y gwr yn y maes yn ceisio dal y
ceffyl; wrth ei weled yn ffaelu, aeth y wraig ato i’w gynorthwyo, a
phan oeđ y march yn carlamu heibio goỻyngođ yntau y ffrwyn o’i law,
er mwyn ceisio ei atal heibio; a phwy a darawođ ond ei wraig, yr
hon a điflannođ yn y fan aỻan o’i olwg?

‘The story goes, that the son of a farmer, who lived at the Ystrad
in Bettws Garmon, when returning home from a journey, late in the
evening, beheld a company of fairies in the middle of their mirth
and jollity. The youth was at once bewildered by the incomparable
beauty of one of these ladies, so that he ventured to leap into the
circle and take his idol away with him. After she had tarried
awhile with him at his home, he prevailed on her, on special
conditions, to become his wife. One of these conditions was that he
should not touch her with iron of any description. She became his
wife, and two children were born to them. One day the husband was
in the field trying to catch the horse; seeing him unsuccessful,
the wife went to him to help him, and, when the horse was galloping
past him, he let go the bridle at him in order to prevent him from
passing; but whom should he strike but his wife, who vanished out
of his sight on the spot.’

Just as I was engaged in collecting these stories in 1881, a
correspondent sent me a copy of the Ystrad tale as published by the
late bard and antiquary, the Rev. Owen Wyn Jones, better known in
Wales by his bardic name of Glasynys 22 , in the
Brython
23 for 1863, p. 193. I will not attempt to translate
Glasynys’ poetic prose with all its compound adjectives, but it
comes to this in a few words. One fine sunny morning, as the young
heir of Ystrad was busied with his sheep on the side of Moel Eilio,
he met a very pretty girl, and when he got home he told the folks
there of it. A few days afterwards he met her again, and this
happened several times, when he mentioned it to his father, who
advised him to seize her when he next met her. The next time he met
her he proceeded to do so, but before he could take her away, a
little fat old man came to them and begged him to give her back to
him, to which the youth would not listen. The little man uttered
terrible threats, but the heir of Ystrad would not yield, so an
agreement was made between them, that the latter was to have the
girl to wife until he touched her skin with iron, and great was the
joy both of the son and his parents in consequence. They lived
together for many years; but once on a time, on the evening of the
Bettws Fair, the wife’s horse became restive, and somehow, as the
husband was attending to the horse, the stirrup touched the skin of
her bare leg, and that very night she was taken away from him. She
had three or four children, and more than one of their descendants,
as Glasynys maintains, were known to him at the time he wrote in
1863. Glasynys regards this as the same tale which is given by
Williams of Ỻandegai, to whom we shall refer later; and he says
that he heard it scores of times when he was a lad.

Lastly, I happened to mention these legends last summer among
others to the Rev. Owen Davies, curate of Ỻanberis, a man who is
well versed in Welsh literature, and thoroughly in sympathy with
everything Welsh. Mr. Davies told me that he knew a tale of the
sort from his youth, as current in the parishes of Ỻanỻechid and
Ỻandegai, near Bangor. Not long afterwards he visited his mother at
his native place, in Ỻanỻechid, in order to have his memory of it
refreshed; and he also went to the Waen Fawr, on the other side of
Carnarvon, where he had the same legend told him with the different
localities specified. The following is the Waen Fawr version, of
which I give the Welsh as I have had it from Mr. Davies, and as it
was related, according to him, some forty years ago in the valley
of Nant y Bettws, near Carnarvon:—

Ar brydnawngwaith hyfryd yn Hefin, aeth ỻanc ieuanc gwrol-đewr
ac anturiaethus, sef etifeđ a pherchennog yr Ystrad, i lan afon
Gwyrfai, heb fod yn nepeỻ o’i chychwyniad o lyn Caweỻyn, ac a
ymguđiođ yno mewn dyryslwyn, sef ger y fan y byđai poblach y cotiau
cochion—y Tylwyth Teg—yn arfer dawnsio. Yr ydoeđ yn noswaith hyfryd
loergannog, heb un cwmwl i gau ỻygaid y Ỻoer, ac anian yn đistaw
dawedog, ođigerth murmuriad ỻeđf y Wyrfai, a swn yr awel
ysgafndroed yn rhodio brigau deiliog y coed. Ni bu yn ei ymguđfa
ond dros ychydig amser, cyn cael difyrru o hono ei olygon a dawns y
teulu dedwyđ. Wrth syỻu ar gywreinrwyđ y đawns, y chwim droadau
cyflym, yr ymgyniweiriad ysgafn-droediog, tarawođ ei lygaid ar las
lodes ieuanc, dlysaf, harđaf, lunieiđiaf a welođ er ei febyd. Yr
oeđ ei chwim droadau a ỻedneisrwyđ ei hagweđion wedi tanio ei serch
tu ag ati i’r fath rađau, fel ag yr oeđ yn barod i unrhyw
anturiaeth er mwyn ei henniỻ yn gydymaith iđo ei hun. O’i ymguđfa
dywyỻ, yr oeđ yn gwylio pob ysgogiad er mwyn ei gyfleustra ei hun.
Mewn mynud, yn đisymwth đigon, rhwng pryder ac ofn, ỻamneidiođ fel
ỻew gwrol i ganol cylch y Tylwyth Teg, ac ymafaelođ a dwylaw cariad
yn y fun luniaiđ a daniođ ei serch, a hynny, pan oeđ y Tylwyth
dedwyđ yn nghanol nwyfiant eu dawns. Cofleidiođ hi yn dyner garedig
yn ei fynwes wresog, ac aeth a hi i’w gartref—i’r Ystrad. Ond
diflannođ ei chyd-đawnsyđion fel anadl Gorphennaf, er ei chroch
đolefau am gael ei rhyđhau, a’i hymegnion diflino i đianc o afael
yr hwn a’i hoffođ. Mewn anwylder mawr, ymđygođ y ỻanc yn dyner
odiaethol tu ag at y fun deg, ac yr oeđ yn orawyđus i’w chadw yn ei
olwg ac yn ei feđiant. Ỻwyđođ drwy ei dynerwch tu ag ati i gael
ganđi ađaw dyfod yn forwyn iđo yn yr Ystrad. A morwyn ragorol oeđ
hi. Godrai deirgwaith y swm arferol o laeth ođiar bob buwch, ac yr
oeđ yr ymenyn heb bwys arno. Ond er ei hoỻ daerni, nis gaỻai mewn
un mođ gael ganđi đyweud ei henw wrtho. Gwnaeth lawer cais, ond yn
gwbl ofer. Yn đamweiniol ryw dro, wrth yrru
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a hi yn noswaith loergan, efe a aeth i’r man ỻe yr arferai y
Tylwyth Teg fyned drwy eu campau yng ngoleuni’r Ỻoer wen. Y tro hwn
eto, efe a ymguđiođ mewn dyryslwyn, a chlywođ y Tylwyth Teg yn
dywedyd y naiỻ wrth y ỻaỻ—‘Pan oeđym ni yn y ỻe hwn y tro diweđaf,
dygwyd ein chwaer Penelope ođiarnom gan un o’r marwolion.’ Ar
hynny, dychwelođ y ỻencyn adref, a’i fynwes yn ỻawn o falchder
cariad, o herwyđ iđo gael gwybod enw ei hoff forwyn, yr hon a
synnođ yn aruthr, pan glywođ ei meistr ieuanc yn ei galw wrth ei
henw. Ac am ei bod yn odiaethol dlos, a ỻuniaiđ, yn
fywiog-weithgar, a medrus ar bob gwaith, a bod popeth yn ỻwyđo dan
ei ỻaw, cynygiođ ei hun iđi yn wr—y celai fod yn feistres yr
Ystrad, yn ỻe bod yn forwyn. Ond ni chydsyniai hi a’i gais ar un
cyfrif; ond bod braiđ yn bendrist oherwyđ iđo wybod ei henw. Fođ
bynnag, gwedi maith amser, a thrwy ei daerineb diflino, cydsyniođ,
ond yn amodol. Ađawođ đyfod yn wraig iđo, ar yr amod canlynol, sef,
‘Pa bryd bynnag y tarawai ef hi â haiarn, yr elai ymaith ođi wrtho,
ac na đychwelai byth ato mwy.’ Sicrhawyd yr amod o’i du yntau gyda
pharodrwyđ cariad. Buont yn cyd-fyw a’u gilyđ yn hapus a chysurus
lawer o flynyđoeđ, a ganwyd iđynt fab a merch, y rhai oeđynt dlysaf
a ỻunieiđiaf yn yr hoỻ froyđ. Ac yn rhinweđ ei medrusrwyđ a’i
deheurwyđ fel gwraig gaỻ, rinweđol, aethant yn gyfoethog iawn—yn
gyfoethocach na neb yn yr hoỻ wlad. Heblaw ei etifeđiaeth ei hun—Yr
Ystrad, yr oeđ yn ffarmio hoỻ ogleđ-barth Nant y Betws, ac ođi yno
i ben yr Wyđfa, ynghyd a hoỻ Gwm Brwynog, yn mhlwyf Ỻanberis. Ond,
ryw điwrnod, yn anffortunus đigon aeth y đau i’r đol i đal y
ceffyl, a chan fod y ceffylyn braiđ yn wyỻt ac an-nof, yn rhedeg
ođi arnynt, taflođ y gwr y ffrwyn mewn gwyỻtineb yn ei erbyn, er ei
atal, ac ar bwy y disgynnođ y ffrwyn, ond ar Penelope, y wraig!
Diflannođ Penelope yn y fan, ac ni welođ byth mo honi. Ond ryw
noswaith, a’r gwynt yn chwythu yn oer o’r gogleđ, daeth Penelope at
ffenestr ei ystafeỻ wely, a dywedođ wrtho am gymmeryd gofal o’r
plant yn y geiriau hyn:

Rhag bod anwyd ar fy mab,

Yn rhođ rhowch arno gób ei dad;

Rhag bod anwyd ar liw’r can,

Rhođwch arni bais ei mham.

Ac yna ciliođ, ac ni chlywyd na siw na miw byth yn ei
chylch.

For the sake of an occasional reader who does not know Welsh, I add
a summary of it in English.

One fine evening in the month of June a brave, adventurous youth,
the heir of Ystrad, went to the banks of the Gwyrfai, not far from
where it leaves Cweỻyn Lake, and hid himself in the bushes near the
spot where the folks of the Red Coats—the fairies—were wont to
dance. The moon shone forth brightly without a cloud to intercept
her light; all was quiet save where the Gwyrfai gently murmured on
her bed, and it was not long before the young man had the
satisfaction of seeing the fair family dancing in full swing. As he
gazed on the subtle course of the dance, his eyes rested on a
damsel, the most shapely and beautiful he had seen from his
boyhood. Her agile movements and the charm of her looks inflamed
him with love for her, to such a degree that he felt ready for any
encounter in order to secure her to be his own. From his hiding
place he watched every move for his opportunity; at last, with
feelings of anxiety and dread, he leaped suddenly into the middle
of the circle of the fairies. There, while their enjoyment of the
dance was at its height, he seized her in his arms and carried her
away to his home at Ystrad. But, as she screamed for help to free
her from the grasp of him who had fallen in love with her, the
dancing party disappeared like one’s breath in July. He treated her
with the utmost kindness, and was ever anxious to keep her within
his sight and in his possession. By dint of tenderness he succeeded
so far as to get her to consent to be his servant at Ystrad. And
such a servant she turned out to be! Why, she was wont to milk the
cows thrice a day, and to have the usual quantity of milk each
time, so that the butter was so plentiful that nobody thought of
weighing it. As to her name, in spite of all his endeavours to
ascertain it, she would never tell it him. Accidentally, however,
one moonlight night, when driving two of his cows to the spot where
they should graze, he came to the place where the fairies were wont
to enjoy their games in the light of the moon. This time also he
hid himself in a thicket, when he overheard one fairy saying to
another, ‘When we were last here our sister Penelope was stolen
from us by a man.’ As soon as he heard this off he went home, full
of joy because he had discovered the name of the maid that was so
dear to him. She, on the other hand, was greatly astonished to hear
him call her by her own name. As she was so charmingly pretty, so
industrious, so skilled in every work, and so attended by luck in
everything she put her hand to, he offered to make her his wife
instead of being his servant. At first she would in no wise
consent, but she rather gave way to grief at his having found her
name out. However, his importunity at length brought her to
consent, but on the condition that he should not strike her with
iron; if that should happen, she would quit him never to return.
The agreement was made on his side with the readiness of love, and
after this they lived in happiness and comfort together for many
years, and there were born to them a son and a daughter, who were
the handsomest children in the whole country. Owing, also, to the
skill and good qualities of the woman, as a shrewd and virtuous
wife, they became very rich—richer, indeed, than anybody else in
the country around; for, besides the husband’s own inheritance of
Ystrad, he held all the northern part of Nant y Bettws, and all
from there to the top of Snowdon, together with Cwm Brwynog in the
parish of Ỻanberis. But one day, as bad luck would have it, they
went out together to catch a horse in the field, and, as the animal
was somewhat wild and untamed, they had no easy work before them.
In his rashness the man threw a bridle at him as he was rushing
past him, but alas! on whom should the bridle fall but on the wife!
No sooner had this happened than she disappeared, and nothing more
was ever seen of her. But one cold night, when there was a chilling
wind blowing from the north, she came near the window of his
bedroom, and told him in these words to take care of the
children:—

Lest my son should find it cold,

Place on him his father’s coat:

Lest the fair one find it cold,

Place on her my petticoat.

Then she withdrew, and nothing more was heard of her.

In reply to some queries of mine, Mr. O. Davies tells me that
Penelope was pronounced in three syllables, Pénĕlôp—so he heard it
from his grandfather: he goes on to say that the offspring of the
Lake Lady is supposed to be represented by a family called
Pellings, which was once a highly respected name in those
parts, and that there was a Lady Bulkeley who was of this descent,
not to mention that several people of a lower rank, both in
Anglesey and Arfon, claimed to be of the same origin. I am not very
clear as to how the name got into this tale, nor have I been able
to learn anything about the Pellings; but, as the word appears to
have been regarded as a corrupt derivative from Penelope, that is,
perhaps, all the connexion, so that it may be that it has really
nothing whatever to do with the legend. This is a point, however,
which the antiquaries of North Wales ought to be able to clear up
satisfactorily.

In reply to queries of mine, Mr. O. Davies gave me the following
particulars:—‘I am now (June, 1881) over fifty-two years of age,
and I can assure you that I have heard the legend forty years ago.
I do not remember my father, as he died when I was young, but my
grandfather was remarkable for his delight in tales and legends,
and it was his favourite pastime during the winter nights, after
getting his short black pipe ready, to relate stories about
struggles with robbers, about bogies, and above all about the
Tylwyth Teg ; for
they were his chief delight. He has been dead twenty-six years, and
he had almost reached eighty years of age. His father before him,
who was born about the year 1740, was also famous for his stories,
and my grandfather often mentioned him as his authority in the
course of his narration of the tales. Both he and the rest of the
family used to look at Corwrion, to be mentioned presently, as a
sacred spot. When I was a lad and happened to be reluctant to leave
off playing at dusk, my mother or grandfather had only to say that
‘the Pellings were coming,’ in order to induce me to come into the
house at once: indeed, this announcement had the same effect on
persons of a much riper age than mine then was.’

Further, Mr. Davies kindly called my attention to a volume,
entitled Observations on the Snowdon Mountains, by Mr.
William Williams, of Ỻandegai, published in London in 1802. In that
work this tale is given somewhat less fully than by Mr. Davies’
informant, but the author makes the following remarks with regard
to it, pp. 37, 40:—‘A race of people inhabiting the districts about
the foot of Snowdon, were formerly distinguished and known by the
nickname of Pellings, which is not yet extinct. There are
several persons and even families who are reputed to be descended
from these people …. These children [Penelope’s] and their
descendants, they say, were called Pellings, a word
corrupted from their mother’s name, Penelope. The late Thomas
Rowlands, Esq., of Caerau, in Anglesey, the father of the late Lady
Bulkeley, was a descendant of this lady, if it be true that the
name Pellings came from her; and there are still living
several opulent and respectable people who are known to have sprung
from the Pellings. The best blood in my own veins is this
fairy’s.’

Lastly, it will be noticed that these last versions do not
distinctly suggest that the Lake Lady ran into the lake, that is
into Cweỻyn, but rather that she disappeared in the same way as the
dancing party by simply becoming invisible like one’s breath in
July. The fairies are called in Welsh, Y Tylwyth Teg , or the Fair Family; but the
people of Arfon have been so familiarized with the particular one I
have called the Lake Lady, that, according to one of my informants,
they have invented the term Y
Dylwythes Deg , or even Y Dylwythen Deg , to denote her; but it is unknown
to the others, so that the extent of its use is not very
considerable.

This is, perhaps, the place to give another tale, according to
which the man goes to the Lake Maiden’s country, instead of her
settling with him at his home. I owe it to the kindness of Mr.
William Jones, of Regent Place, Ỻangoỻen, a native of Beđgelert. He
heard it from an old man before he left Beđgelert, but when he sent
a friend to inquire some time afterwards, the old man was gone.
According to Mr. Jones, the details of the tale are, for that
reason, imperfect, as some of the incidents have faded from his
memory; but such as he can still remember the tale, it is here
given in his own words:—

Ryw noson lawn ỻoer ac un o feibion Ỻwyn On yn Nant y Betws yn
myned i garu i Glogwyn y Gwin, efe a welođ y Tylwyth yn ymlođestu a
dawnsio ei hochr hi ar weirglođ wrth lan Ỻyn Caweỻyn. Efe a nesaođ
tuag atynt; ac o dipyn i beth fe’i ỻithiwyd gan bereiđdra swynol eu
canu a hoender a bywiogrwyđ eu chwareu, nes myned o hono tu fewn
i’r cylch; ac yn fuan fe đaeth rhyw hud drosto, fel y coỻođ
adnabyđiaeth o bobman; a chafođ ei hun mewn gwlad harđaf a welođ
erioed, ỻe’r oeđ pawb yn treulio eu hamser mewn afiaeth a gorfoleđ.
Yr oeđ wedi bod yno am saith mlyneđ, ac eto nid oeđ đim ond megis
breuđwyd nos; ond daeth adgof i’w feđwl am ei neges, a hiraeth ynđo
am weled ei anwylyd. Feỻy efe a ofynođ ganiatad i đychwelyd adref,
yr hyn a rođwyd ynghyd a ỻu o gymdeithion i’w arwain tua’i wlad; ac
yn đisymwth cafođ ei hun fel yn deffro o freuđwyd ar y đol, ỻe
gwelođ y Tylwyth Teg yn chwareu. Trođ ei wyneb tuag adref; ond wedi
myned yno yr oeđ popeth wedi newid, ei rieni wedi meirw, ei frodyr
yn ffaelu ei adnabod, a’i gariad wedi priodi un araỻ.—Ar ol y fath
gyfnewidiadau efe a dorođ ei galon, ac a fu farw mewn ỻai nag
wythnos ar ol ei đychweliad.

‘One bright moonlight night, as one of the sons of the farmer who
lived at Ỻwyn On in Nant y Bettws was going to pay his addresses to
a girl at Clogwyn y Gwin, he beheld the Tylwyth Teg enjoying themselves in full swing
on a meadow close to Cweỻyn Lake. He approached them, and little by
little he was led on by the enchanting sweetness of their music and
the liveliness of their playing until he had got within their
circle. Soon some kind of spell passed over him, so that he lost
his knowledge of the place, and found himself in a country, the
most beautiful he had ever seen, where everybody spent his time in
mirth and rejoicing. He had been there seven years, and yet it
seemed to him but a night’s dream; but a faint recollection came to
his mind of the business on which he had left home, and he felt a
longing to see his beloved one. So he went and asked for permission
to return home, which was granted him, together with a host of
attendants to lead him to his country; and, suddenly, he found
himself, as if waking from a dream, on the bank where he had seen
the fair family amusing themselves. He turned towards home, but
there he found everything changed: his parents were dead, his
brothers could not recognize him, and his sweetheart was married to
another man. In consequence of such changes he died broken-hearted
in less than a week after coming back.’




V.

The Rev. O. Davies regarded the Ỻanỻechid legend as so very
like the one he got about Cweỻyn Lake and the Waen Fawr, that he
has not written the former out at length, but merely pointed out
the following differences: (1) Instead of Cweỻyn, the lake in the
former is the pool of Corwrion, in the parish of Ỻandegai, near
Bangor. (2) What the Lake Lady was struck with was not a bridle,
but an iron fetter: the word used is ỻyfether , which probably means a long fetter
connecting a fore-foot and a hind-foot of a horse together. In
Arfon, the word is applied also to a cord tying the two fore-feet
together, but in Cardiganshire this would be called a
hual , the other
word, there pronounced llowethir , being confined to the long fetter. In
books, the word is written llywethair , llefethair and llyffethair or llyffethar , which is possibly the pronunciation
in parts of North Wales, especially Arfon. This is an interesting
word, as it is no other than the English term ‘long fetter,’
borrowed into Welsh; as, in fact, it was also into Irish early
enough to call for an article on it in Cormac’s Irish
Glossary, where langfiter is described as an English word for a
fetter between the fore and the hind legs: in Anglo-Manx it is
become lanketer
. (3) The field in which they were trying to catch the horse is, in
the Ỻanỻechid version, specified as that called Maes Madog, at the
foot of the Ỻefn. (4) When the fairy wife ran away, it was headlong
into the pool of Corwrion, calling after her all her milch cows,
and they followed her with the utmost readiness.

Before going on to mention bits of information I have received from
others about the Ỻanỻechid legend, I think it best here to finish
with the items given me by Mr. O. Davies, whom I cannot too
cordially thank for his readiness to answer my questions. Among
other things, he expresses himself to the following effect:— ‘It is
to this day a tradition—and I have heard it a hundred times—that
the dairy of Corwrion excelled all other dairies in those parts,
that the milk was better and more plentiful, and that the cheese
and butter were better there than in all the country round, the
reason assigned being that the cattle on the farm of Corwrion had
mixed with the breed belonging to the fairy, who had run away after
being struck with the iron fetter. However that may be, I remember
perfectly well the high terms of praise in which the cows of
Corwrion used to be spoken of as being remarkable for their milk
and the profit they yielded; and, when I was a boy, I used to hear
people talk of Tarw Penwyn
Corwrion , or “the White-headed Bull of Corwrion,” as
derived from the breed of cattle which had formed the fairy
maiden’s dowry.’

My next informant is Mr. Hugh Derfel Hughes, of Pendinas, Ỻandegai
24 , who has been kind enough to give me the version,
of which I here give the substance in English, premising that Mr.
Hughes says that he has lived about thirty-four years within a mile
of the pool and farm house called Corwrion, and that he has
refreshed his memory of the legend by questioning separately no
less than three old people, who had been bred and born at or near
that spot. He is a native of Merioneth, but has lived at Ỻandegai
for the last thirty-seven years, his age now being sixty-six. I may
add that Mr. Hughes is a local antiquary of great industry and
zeal; and that he published a book on the antiquities of the
district, under the title of Hynafiaethau Ỻandegai a Ỻanỻechid , that is ‘the
Antiquities of Ỻandegai and Ỻanỻechid’ (Bethesda, 1866); but it is
out of print, and I have had some trouble to procure a copy:—

‘In old times, when the fairies showed themselves much oftener to
men than they do now, they made their home in the bottomless pool
of Corwrion, in Upper Arỻechweđ, in that wild portion of Gwyneđ
called Arfon. On fine mornings in the month of June these
diminutive and nimble folk might be seen in a regular line
vigorously engaged in mowing hay, with their cattle in herds busily
grazing in the fields near Corwrion. This was a sight which often
met the eyes of the people on the sides of the hills around, even
on Sundays; but when they hurried down to them they found the
fields empty, with the sham workmen and their cows gone, all gone.
At other times they might be heard hammering away like miners,
shovelling rubbish aside, or emptying their carts of stones. At
times they took to singing all the night long, greatly to the
delight of the people about, who dearly loved to hear them; and,
besides singing so charmingly, they sometimes formed into companies
for dancing, and their movements were marvellously graceful and
attractive. But it was not safe to go too near the lake late at
night, for once a brave girl, who was troubled with toothache, got
up at midnight and went to the brink of the water in search of the
root of a plant that grows there full of the power to kill all pain
in the teeth. But, as she was plucking up a bit of it, there burst
on her ear, from the depths of the lake, such a shriek as drove her
back into the house breathless with fear and trembling; but whether
this was not the doing of a stray fairy, who had been frightened
out of her wits at being suddenly overtaken by a damsel in her
nightdress, or the ordinary fairy way of curing the toothache,
tradition does not tell. For sometimes, at any rate, the fairies
busied themselves in doing good to the men and women who were their
neighbours, as when they tried to teach them to keep all promises
and covenants to which they pledged themselves. A certain man and
his wife, to whom they wished to teach this good habit, have never
been forgotten. The husband had been behaving as he ought, until
one day, as he held the plough, with the wife guiding his team, he
broke his covenant towards her by treating her harshly and
unkindly. No sooner had he done so, than he was snatched through
the air and plunged in the lake. When the wife went to the brink of
the water to ask for him back, the reply she had was, that he was
there, and that there he should be.

‘The fairies when engaged in dancing allowed themselves to be gazed
at, a sight which was wont greatly to attract the young men of the
neighbourhood, and once on a time the son and heir of the owner of
Corwrion fell deeply in love with one of the graceful maidens who
danced in the fairy ring, for she was wondrously beautiful and
pretty beyond compare. His passion for her ere long resulted in
courtship, and soon in their being married, which took place on the
express understanding, that firstly the husband was not to know her
name, though he might give her any name he chose; and, secondly,
that he might now and then beat her with a rod, if she chanced to
misbehave towards him; but he was not to strike her with iron on
pain of her leaving him at once. This covenant was kept for some
years, so that they lived happily together and had four children,
of whom the two youngest were a boy and a girl. But one day as they
went to one of the fields of Bryn Twrw in the direction of Pennarđ
Gron, to catch a pony, the fairy wife, being so much nimbler than
her husband, ran before him and had her hand in the pony’s mane in
no time. She called out to her husband to throw her a halter, but
instead of that he threw towards her a bridle with an iron bit,
which, as bad luck would have it, struck her. The wife at once flew
through the air, and plunged headlong into Corwrion Pool. The
husband returned sighing and weeping towards Bryn Twrw, “Noise
Hill,” and when he had reached it, the twrw , “noise,” there was greater than had
ever been heard before, namely that of weeping after “Belenë”; and
it was then, after he had struck her with iron, that he first
learnt what his wife’s name was. Belenë never came back to her
husband, but the feelings of a mother once brought her to the
window of his bedroom, where she gave him the following
order:—

Os byđ anwyd ar fy mab,

Rho’wch am dano gob ei dad;

Os anwydog a fyđ can 25 ,

Rho’wch am dani bais ei mam.

If my son should feel it cold,

Let him wear his father’s coat;

If the fair one feel the cold,

Let her wear my petticoat.

‘As years and years rolled on a grandson of Belenë’s fell in love
with a beautiful damsel who lived at a neighbouring farm house
called Tai Teulwriaid, and against the will of his father and
mother they married, but they had nothing to stock their land with.
So one morning what was their astonishment, when they got up, to
see grazing quietly in the field six black cows and a white-headed
bull, which had come up out of the lake as stock for them from old
grannie Belenë? They served them well with milk and butter for many
a long year, but on the day the last of the family died, the six
black cows and the white-headed bull disappeared into the lake,
never more to be seen.’

Mr. Hughes referred to no less than three other versions, as
follows:—(1) According to one account, the husband was ploughing,
with the wife leading the team, when by chance he came across her
and the accident happened. The wife then flew away like a wood-hen
( iar goed ) into the
lake. (2) Another says that they were in a stable trying to bridle
one of the horses, when the misfortune took place through
inadvertence. (3) A third specifies the field in front of the house
at Corwrion as the place where the final accident took place, when
they were busied with the cows and horses.

To these I would add the following traditions, which Mr. Hughes
further gives. Sometimes the inhabitants, who seem to have been on
the whole on good terms with the fairies, used to heat water and
leave it in a vessel on the hearth overnight for the fairies to
wash their children in it. This they considered such a kindness
that they always left behind them on the hearth a handful of their
money. Some pieces are said to have been sometimes found in the
fields near Corwrion, and that they consisted of coins which were
smaller than our halfpennies, but bigger than farthings, and had a
harp on one side. But the tradition is not very definite on these
points.

Here also I may as well refer to a similar tale which I got last
year at Ỻanberis from a man who is a native of the Ỻanỻechid side
of the mountain, though he now lives at Ỻanberis. He is about
fifty-five years of age, and remembers hearing in his youth a tale
connected with a house called Hafoty’r Famaeth, in a very lonely
situation on Ỻanỻechid Mountain, and now represented only by some
old ruined walls. It was to the effect that one night, when the man
who lived there was away from home, his wife, who had a youngish
baby, washed him on the hearth, left the water there, and went to
bed with her little one: she woke up in the night to find that the
Tylwyth Teg were in
possession of the hearth, and busily engaged in washing their
children. That is all I got of this tale of a well-known
type.

To return to Mr. Hughes’ communications, I would select from them
some remarks on the topography of the teeming home of the fairies.
He estimated the lake or pool of Corwrion to be about 120 yards
long, and adds that it is nearly round; but he thinks it was
formerly considerably larger, as a cutting was made some eighty or
a hundred years ago to lead water from it to Penrhyn Castle; but
even then its size would not approach that ascribed to it by
popular belief, according to which it was no less than three miles
long. In fact it was believed that there was once a town of
Corwrion which was swallowed up by the lake, a sort of idea which
one meets with in many parts of Wales, and some of the natives are
said to be able to discern the houses under the water. This must
have been near the end which is not bottomless, the latter being
indicated by a spot which is said never to freeze even in hard
winters. Old men remember it the resort of herons, cormorants, and
the water-hen ( hobi
wen ). Near the banks there grew, besides the
water-lily, various kinds of rushes and sedges, which were formerly
much used for making mats and other useful articles. It was also
once famous for eels of a large size, but it is not supposed to
have contained fish until Lord Penrhyn placed some there in recent
years. It teemed, however, with leeches of three different kinds so
recently that an old man still living describes to Mr. Hughes his
simple way of catching them when he was a boy, namely, by walking
bare-legged in the water: in a few minutes he landed with nine or
ten leeches sticking to his legs, some of which fetched a shilling
each from the medical men of those days. Corwrion is now a farm
house occupied by Mr. William Griffiths, a grandson of the late
bard Gutyn Peris. When Mr. Hughes called to make inquiries about
the legend, he found there the foundations of several old
buildings, and several pieces of old querns about the place. He
thinks that there belonged to Corwrion in former times, a mill and
a fuller’s house, which he seems to infer from the names of two
neighbouring houses called ‘Y Felin Hen,’ the Old Mill, and ‘Pandy
Tre Garth,’ the Fulling Mill of Tregarth, respectively. He also
alludes to a gefail
or smithy there, in which one Rhys ab Robert used to work, not to
mention that a great quantity of ashes, such as come from a smithy,
are found at the end of the lake furthest from the farm house. The
spot on which Corwrion stands is part of the ground between the
Ogwen and another stream which bears the name of ‘Afon Cegin
Arthur,’ or the River of Arthur’s Kitchen, and most of the houses
and fields about have names which have suggested various notions to
the people there: such are the farms called ‘Coed Howel,’ whence
the belief in the neighbourhood that Howel Đa, King of Wales, lived
here. About him Mr. Hughes has a great deal to say: among other
things, that he had boats on Corwrion lake, and that he was wont to
present the citizens of Bangor yearly with 300 fat geese reared on
the waters of the same. I am referred by another man to a lecture
delivered in the neighbourhood on these and similar things by the
late bard and antiquary the Rev. Robert Ellis (Cynđelw), but I have
never come across a copy. A field near Corwrion is called ‘Cae
Stabal,’ or the Field of the Stable, which contains the remains of
a row of stables, as it is supposed, and of a number of mangers
where Howel’s horses were once fed. In a neighbouring wood, called
‘Parc y Geỻi’ or ‘Hopiar y Geỻi,’ my informant goes on to say,
there are to be seen the foundations of seventeen or eighteen old
hut-circles, and near them some think they see the site of an old
church. About a mile to the south-east of Corwrion is Pendinas,
which Mr. Hughes describes as an old triangular Welsh fortress, on
the bank of the Ogwen; and within two stone’s-throws or so of
Corwrion on the south side of it, and a little to the west of Bryn
Twrw mentioned in the legend, is situated Penarđ Gron, a
caer or fort, which
he describes as being, before it was razed in his time, forty-two
yards long by thirty-two wide, and defended by a sort of rampart of
earth and stone several yards wide at the base. It used to be the
resort of the country people for dancing, cock-fighting
26 , and other amusements on Sundays. Near it was a
cairn, which, when it was dug into, was found to cover a kistvaen,
a pot, and a quern: a variety of tales attaching to it are told
concerning ghosts, caves, and hidden treasures. Altogether Mr.
Hughes is strongly of opinion that Corwrion and its immediate
surroundings represent a spot which at one time had great
importance; and I see no reason wholly to doubt the correctness of
that conclusion, but it would be interesting to know whether
Penrhyn used, as Mr. Hughes suggests, to be called Penrhyn
Corwrion; there ought, perhaps, to be no great difficulty in
ascertaining this, as some of the Penrhyn estate appears to have
been the subject of litigation in times gone by.

Before leaving Mr. Hughes’ notes, I must here give his too brief
account of another thing connected with Corwrion, though, perhaps,
not with the legends here in question. I allude to what he calls
the Lantern Ghost ( Ysbryd y
Lantar ):—‘There used to be formerly,’ he says, ‘and
there is still at Corwrion, a good-sized sour apple-tree, which
during the winter half of the year used to be lit up by fire. It
began slowly and grew greater until the whole seemed to be in a
blaze. He was told by an old woman that she formerly knew old
people who declared they had seen it. In the same way the trees in
Hopiar y Geỻi appeared, according to them, to be also lit up with
fire.’ This reminds me of Mr. Fitzgerald’s account of the Irish
Bile-Tineadh in the Revue
Celtique , iv. 194.

After communicating to me the notes of which the foregoing are
abstracts, Mr. Hughes kindly got me a version of the legend from
Mr. David Thomas, of Pont y Wern, in the same neighbourhood, but as
it contains nothing which I have not already given from Mr. Hughes’
own, I pass it by. Mr. Thomas, however, has heard that the number
of the houses making up the town of Corwrion some six or seven
centuries ago was about seventy-five; but they were exactly
seventy-three according to my next informant, Mr. David Evan
Davies, of Treflys, Bethesda, better known by his bardic name of
Dewi Glan Ffrydlas. Both these gentlemen have also heard the
tradition that there was a church at Corwrion, where there used to
be every Sunday a single service, after which the people went to a
spot not far off to amuse themselves, and at night to watch the
fairies dancing, or to mix with them while they danced in a ring
around a glow-worm. According to Dewi Glan Ffrydlas, the spot was
the Pen y Bonc, already mentioned, which means, among other things,
that they chose a rising ground. This is referred to in a modern
rhyme, which runs thus:—

A’r Tylwyth Teg yn dawnsio’n sionc

O gylch magïen Pen y Bonc.

With the fairies nimbly dancing round

The glow-worm on the Rising Ground.

Dewi Glan Ffrydlas has kindly gone to the trouble of giving me a
brief, but complete, version of the legend as he has heard it. It
will be noticed that the discovering of the fairy’s name is an idle
incident in this version: it is brought in too late, and no use is
made of it when introduced. This is the substance of his story in
English:—‘At one of the dances at Pen y Bonc, the heir of
Corwrion’s eyes fell on one of the damsels of the fair family, and
he was filled with love for her. Courtship and marriage in due time
ensued, but he had to agree to two conditions, namely, that he was
neither to know her name nor to strike her with iron. By-and-by
they had children, and when the husband happened to go, during his
wife’s confinement, to a merry-making at Pen y Bonc, the fairies
talked together concerning his wife, and in expressing their
feelings of sympathy for her, they inadvertently betrayed the
mystery of her name by mentioning it within his hearing. Years
rolled on, when the husband and wife went out together one day to
catch a colt of theirs that had not been broken in, their object
being to go to Conway Fair. Now, as she was swifter of foot than
her husband, she got hold of the colt by the mane, and called out
to him to throw her a halter, but instead of throwing her the one
she asked for, he threw another with iron in it, which struck her.
Off she went into the lake. A grandson of this fairy many years
afterwards married one of the girls of Corwrion. They had a large
piece of land, but no means of stocking it, so that they felt
rather distressed in their minds. But lo and behold! one day a
white-headed bull came out of the lake, bringing with him six black
cows to their land. There never were the like of those cows for
milk, and great was the prosperity of their owners, as well as the
envy it kindled in their neighbours’ breasts. But when they both
grew old and died, the bull and the cows went back into the
lake.’

Now I add the other sayings about the Tylwyth Teg , which Dewi Glan Ffrydlas has kindly
collected for me, beginning with a blurred story about
changelings:—

‘Once on a time, in the fourteenth century, the wife of a man at
Corwrion had twins, and she complained one day to a witch, who
lived close by, at Tyđyn y Barcud, that the children were not
getting on, but that they were always crying day and night. “Are
you sure that they are your children?” asked the witch, adding that
it did not seem to her that they were like hers. “I have my doubts
also,” said the mother. “I wonder if somebody has exchanged
children with you,” said the witch. “I do not know,” said the
mother. “But why do you not seek to know?” asked the other. “But
how am I to go about it?” said the mother. The witch replied, “Go
and do something rather strange before their eyes and watch what
they will say to one another.” “Well, I do not know what I should
do,” said the mother. “Well,” said the other, “take an egg-shell,
and proceed to brew beer in it in a chamber aside, and come here to
tell me what the children will say about it.” She went home and did
as the witch had directed her, when the two children lifted their
heads out of the cradle to find what she was doing—to watch and to
listen. Then one observed to the other, “I remember seeing an oak
having an acorn,” to which the other replied, “And I remember
seeing a hen having an egg”; and one of the two added, “But I do
not remember before seeing anybody brew beer in the shell of a
hen’s egg.” The mother then went to the witch and told her what the
twins had said one to the other; and she directed her to go to a
small wooden bridge, not far off, with one of the strange children
under each arm, and there to drop them from the bridge into the
river beneath. The mother went back home again and did as she had
been directed. When she reached home this time, she found to her
astonishment that her own children had been brought back.’

Next comes a story about a midwife who lived at Corwrion. ‘One of
the fairies called to ask her to come and attend on his wife. Off
she went with him, and she was astonished to be taken into a
splendid palace. There she continued to go night and morning to
dress the baby for some time, until one day the husband asked her
to rub her eyes with a certain ointment he offered her. She did so,
and found herself sitting on a tuft of rushes, and not in a palace.
There was no baby: all had disappeared. Some time afterwards she
happened to go to the town, and whom should she there see busily
buying various wares, but the fairy on whose wife she had been
attending. She addressed him with the question, “How are you
to-day?” Instead of answering her, he asked, “How do you see me?”
“With my eyes,” was the prompt reply. “Which eye?” he asked. “This
one,” said the woman, pointing to it; and instantly he disappeared,
never more to be seen by her.’ This tale, as will be seen on
comparison later, is incomplete, and probably incorrect.

Here is another from Mr. D. E. Davies:—‘One day Guto, the farmer of
Corwrion, complained to his wife that he lacked men to mow his hay,
when she replied, “Why fret about it? look yonder! There you have a
field full of them at it, and stripped to their shirt-sleeves (
yn ỻewys eu crysau
).” When he went to the spot the sham workmen of the fairy family
had disappeared. This same Guto—or somebody else—happened another
time to be ploughing, when he heard some person he could not see,
calling out to him, “I have got the bins (that is the
vice) of my plough broken.” “Bring it to me,” said the
driver of Guto’s team, “that I may mend it.” When they finished the
furrow, they found the broken vice, with a barrel of beer placed
near it. One of the men sat down and mended the vice. Then they
made another furrow, and when they returned to the spot they found
there a two-eared dish filled to the brim with bara a chwrw , or “bread and beer.” The
word vice, I may observe, is an English term, which is
applied in Carnarvonshire to a certain part of the plough: it is
otherwise called bins, but neither does this seem to be a
Welsh word, nor have I heard either used in South Wales.

At times one of the fairies was in the habit, as I was told by more
than one of my informants, of coming out of Ỻyn Corwrion with her
spinning-wheel ( troeỻ
bach ) on fine summer days and betaking herself to
spinning. While at that work she might be heard constantly singing
or humming, in a sort of round tune, the words sìli ffrit . So that sìli ffrit Leisa Bèla may now be heard
from the mouths of the children in that neighbourhood. But I have
not been successful in finding out what Liza Bella’s ‘silly frit’
exactly means, though I am, on the whole, convinced that the words
are other than of Welsh origin. The last of them,
ffrit , is usually
applied in Cardiganshire to anything worthless or insignificant,
and the derivative, ffrityn , means one who has no go or perseverance
in him: the feminine is ffriten . In Carnarvonshire my wife has heard
ffrityn and
ffritan applied to a
small man and a small woman respectively. Mr. Hughes says that in
Merioneth and parts of Powys sìli
ffrit is a term applied to a small woman or a female
dwarf who happens to be proud, vain, and fond of the attentions of
the other sex ( benyw fach neu
goraches falch a hunanol a fyđai hoff o garu ); but he
thinks he has heard it made use of with regard to the gipsies, and
possibly also to the Tylwyth
Teg . The Rev. O. Davies thinks the words
sìli ffrit Leisa Bèla
to be very modern, and that they refer to a young woman who lived
at a place in the neighbourhood, called Bryn Bèla or Brymbèla,
‘Bella’s Hill,’ the point being that this Bella was ahead, in her
time, of all the girls in those parts in matters of taste and
fashion. This however does not seem to go far enough back, and it
is possible still that in Bèla , that is, in English spelling,
Bella, we have merely a shortening of some such a name as
Isabella or Arabella, which were once much more popular in the
Principality than they are now: in fact, I do not feel sure that
Leisa Bèla is not
bodily a corruption of Isabella. As to sìli ffrit , one might at first have
been inclined to render it by small fry, especially in the sense of
the French ‘ de la friture’ as applied to young men
and boys, and to connect it with the Welsh sil and silod , which mean small fish; but the
pronunciation of silli or sìli being nearly that of the English word
silly, it appears, on the whole, to belong to the host of
English words to be found in colloquial Welsh, though they seldom
find their way into books. Students of English ought to be able to
tell us whether frit had the meaning here suggested in any
part of England, and how lately; also, whether there was such a
phrase as ‘silly frit’ in use. After penning this, I received the
following interesting communication from Mr. William Jones, of
Ỻangoỻen:—The term sìli
ffrit was formerly in use at Beđgelert, and what was
thereby meant was a child of the Tylwyth Teg . It is still used for any creature
that is smaller than ordinary. ‘Pooh, a silly frit like that!’ (
Pw, rhyw sìli ffrit fel
yna! ). ‘Mrs. So-and-So has a fine child.’ ‘Ha, do you
call a silly frit like that a fine child?’ ( Mae gan hon a hon blentyn braf. Ho, a ydych chwi’n
galw rhyw sìli ffrit fel hwnna’n braf? ) To return to
Leisa Bèla and Belenë, it may be that the same person was meant by
both these names, but I am in no hurry to identify them, as none of
my correspondents knows the latter of them except Mr. Hughes, who
gives it on the authority of the bard Gutyn Peris, and nothing
further so far as I can understand, whereas Bèla will come before
us in another story, as it is the same name, I presume, which
Glasynys has spelled Bella in Cymru
Fu .

So I wrote in 1881: since then I have ascertained from Professor
Joseph Wright, who is busily engaged on his great English
Dialect Dictionary, that frit 27 is the
same word, in the dialects of Cheshire, Shropshire, and
Pembrokeshire, as fright in literary English; and that the
corresponding verb to frighten is in them
fritten, while a frittenin (= the book English
frightening) means a ghost or apparition. So
sìli ffrit is simply
the English silly frit, and means probably a silly sprite
or silly ghost, and sìli ffrit
Leisa Bèla would mean the silly ghost of a woman called
Liza Bella. But the silly frit found spinning near Corwrion Pool
will come under notice again, for that fairy belongs to the
Rumpelstiltzchen group of tales, and the fragment of a story about
her will be seen to have treated Silly Frit as her proper name,
which she had not intended to reach the ears of the person of whom
she was trying to get the better.

These tales are brought into connexion with the present day in more
ways than one, for besides the various accounts of the
bwganod or bogies of
Corwrion frightening people when out late at night, Mr. D. E.
Davies knows a man, who is still living, and who well remembers the
time when the sound of working used to be heard in the pool, and
the voices of children crying somewhere in its depths, but that
when people rushed there to see what the matter was, all was found
profoundly quiet and still. Moreover, there is a family or two, now
numerously represented in the parishes of Ỻandegai and Ỻanỻechid,
who used to be taunted with being the offspring of fairy ancestors.
One of these families was nicknamed ‘Simychiaid’ or ‘Smychiaid’;
and my informant, who is not yet quite forty, says that he heard
his mother repeat scores of times that the old people used to say,
that the Smychiaid, who were very numerous in the neighbourhood,
were descended from fairies, and that they came from Ỻyn Corwrion.
At all this the Smychiaid were wont to grow mightily angry. Another
tradition, he says, about them was that they were a wandering
family that arrived in the district from the direction of Conway,
and that the father’s name was a Simwch, or rather that was his
nickname, based on the proper name Simwnt, which appears to have
once been the prevalent name in Ỻandegai. The historical order of
these words would in that case have been Simwnt , Simwch , Simychiaid , Smychiaid . Now Simwnt seems to be merely the Welsh form given to
some such English name as Simond, just as Edmund
or Edmond becomes in North Wales Emwnt . The objection to the nickname seems
to lie in the fact, which one of my correspondents points out to
me, that Simwch is understood to mean a monkey, a point on which I
should like to have further information. Pughe gives
simach , it is true,
as having the meaning of the Latin simia . A branch of the same family is said to be
called ‘y Cowperiaid’ or the Coopers, from an ancestor who was
either by name or by trade a cooper. Mr. Hughes’ account of the
Smychiaid was, that they are the descendants of one Simonds, who
came to be a bailiff at Bodysgaỻan, near Deganwy, and moved from
there to Coetmor in the neighbourhood of Corwrion. Simonds was
obnoxious to the bards, he goes on to say, and they described the
Smychiaid as having arrived in the parish at the bottom of a
caweỻ , ‘a creel or
basket carried on the back,’ when chance would have it that the
caweỻ cord snapped
just in that neighbourhood, at a place called Pont y Ỻan. That
accident is described, according to Mr. Hughes, in the following
doggerel, the origin of which I do not know—

E dorai ’r arwest, ede wan,

Brwnt y ỻe, ar Bont y Ỻan.

The cord would snap, feeble yarn,

At that nasty spot, Pont y Ỻan.

Curiously enough, the same caweỻ story used to be said of a widely spread
family in North Cardiganshire, whose surname was pronounced Massn
and written Mason or Mazon: as my mother was of this family, I have
often heard it. The caweỻ , if I remember rightly, was said, in this
instance, to have come from Scotland, to which were traced three
men who settled in North Cardiganshire. One had no descendants, but
the other two, Mason and Peel—I think his name was Peel, but I am
only sure that it was not Welsh—had so many, that the Masons, at
any rate, are exceedingly numerous there; but a great many of them,
owing to some extent, probably, to the caweỻ story, have been silly enough to change
their name into that of Jones, some of them in my time. The three
men came there probably for refuge in the course of troubles in
Scotland, as a Frazer and a Francis did to Anglesey. At any rate, I
have never heard it suggested that they were of aquatic origin,
but, taking the caweỻ
into consideration, and the popular account of the Smychiaid, I
should be inclined to think that the caweỻ originally referred to some such a supposed
descent. I only hope that somebody will help us with another and a
longer caweỻ tale,
which will make up for the brevity of these allusions. We may,
however, assume, I think, that there was a tendency at one time in
Gwyneđ, if not in other parts of the Principality, to believe, or
pretend to believe, that the descendants of an Englishman or
Scotsman, who settled among the old inhabitants, were of fairy
origin, and that their history was somehow uncanny, which was all,
of course, duly resented. This helps, to some extent, to explain
how names of doubtful origin have got into these tales, such as
Smychiaid ,
Cowperiaid ,
Pellings, Penelope, Leisa Bèla or Isabella, and the like.
This association of the lake legends with intruders from without is
what has, perhaps, in a great measure served to rescue such legends
from utter oblivion.

As to a church at Corwrion, the tradition does not seem to be an
old one, and it appears founded on one of the popular etymologies
of the word Corwrion, which treats the first syllable as
cor in the sense of a
choir; but the word has other meanings, including among them that
of an ox-stall or enclosure for cattle. Taking this as coming near
the true explanation, it at once suggests itself, that Creuwyryon
in the Mabinogi of Math ab Mathonwy is the same place, for
creu or
crau also meant an
enclosure for animals, including swine. In Irish the word is
cró , an enclosure, a
hut or hovel. The passage in the Mabinogi 28
relates to Gwydion returning with the swine he had got by dint of
magic and deceit from Pryderi, prince of Dyfed, and runs thus in
Lady Charlotte Guest’s translation: ‘So they journeyed on to the
highest town of Arỻechweđ, and there they made a sty (
creu ) for the swine,
and therefore was the name of Creuwyryon given to that town.’ As to
wyryon or
wyrion , which we
find made into wrion
in Corwrion according to the modern habit, it would seem to be no
other word than the usual plural of wyr , a grandson, formerly also any descendant in
the direct line. If so, the name of an ancestor must have
originally followed, just as one of the places called Bettws was
once Betws Wyrion
Iđon , ‘the Bettws of Iđon’s Descendants’; but it is
possible that wyrion
in Creu- or Cor-wyrion was itself a man’s name, though I have never
met with it. It is right to add that the name appears in the
Record of Carnarvon (pp. 12, 25, 26) as Creweryon, which
carries us back to the first half of the fourteenth century. There
it occurs as the name of a township containing eight gavels, and
the particulars about it might, in the hand of one familiar with
the tenures of that time, perhaps give us valuable information as
to what may have been its status at a still earlier date.
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