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“BRITANNIA directing the attention of HISTORY to the distant view, emblematical of WALES. The ruined castle and bardic circle, in the background, enveloped in clouds, allude to ancient times; and the intermediate space represents the present state of the country.”




This is the frontispiece of the Cambrian Register for the year 1795 (printed London 1796). It was founded ‘to lay the literary treasures of the Ancient Britons before the world’. Beneath the mountainous hills and bardic circle, lie the ruined castle, some woods, a small church, a hamlet and a solitary figure guiding a plough, pulled by two horses. 
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INTRODUCTION


Before the second half of the Eighteenth Century visitors to Wales were few, Wales being thought of as a poor rural backwater of Britain albeit it one with its own rich identity.  This view of Wales changed with a shift in aesthetic judgement. As mountains, once objects of fear, became viewed as places of awesome beauty, North Wales was hailed as the ‘British Alps’ and South Wales became a sought after destination for seekers of sublime views. This willingness to travel into Wales coincided with the Napoleonic Wars of 1799-1815 which forced many of those seeking to go on a Grand Tour of Europe’s classical sights and sites to root out enlightenment and new experiences closer to home just as later, visitors crossed the border enticed by the innovations of the Industrial Revolution.  




Under the Wales and Berwick Act 1746, England was formally defined as including Wales. That did not change until 1967. Before this time, Wales barely existed in any legal or political sense. With the passing of the Tudors, Welsh heraldic insignia and references to Wales ceased to feature in national flags or royal shields. The ‘Acts of Union’ of 1536 and 1543 stated that “this said Country or Dominion of Wales shall be, stand and continue for ever from henceforth incorporated, united and annexed to and with this Realm of England.”




A Council of Wales and the Marches carried on until it was abolished in the Glorious Revolution of 1689 and the Courts of Great Sessions in Wales was set up in 1543 to preside over more serious legal cases until 1830. English Law succeeded Welsh Law, with all trials being held exclusively in English and almost all judges being English.


Despite this incorporation of Wales into England and the insistence that English, and English alone, was to be used in all official roles and functions, one aspect of Wales hardly changed; outside the plantations of South Pembrokeshire and the Gower, Wales remained overwhelmingly Welsh speaking and mainly monoglot.


Language was perhaps a greater barrier than the symbols and separate constitutions of Scotland and Ireland despite their greater physical distance from London. Scottish Gaelic had always been confined to the Highlands and Western Islands (many of the surviving early Welsh poems were composed in what is now the Central Scottish Lowlands) and Irish Gaelic was steadily being pushed westwards by waves of repression and plantation. The Welsh language, on the other hand, formed a border more immediately tangible than Offa’s Dyke or any county boundary. Needing an interpreter to transverse what was meant to be a western part of England gave the Welsh counties an exoticism that remained almost undiminished throughout this time.


* * *



The study of travel and tourism has been a flourishing academic discipline for some decades and the experience of visitors to Wales over the years has provided much material for the devotee. For example, the Journal ‘Studies in Travel Writing’ had a special issue (18/2) in 2014 entitled ‘Travel Writing and Wales’, while during 2016, an exhibition ‘EuroVisions: Wales through the Eyes of European visitors, 1750-2015’ was the result of a collaborative project between Swansea, Aberystwyth and Bangor Universities, examining 360 travel accounts and a plethora of images. Meanwhile, a website ‘sublime Wales’ (sublimewales.wordpress.com) is currently under development covering early (18th and 19th century) tourists’ comments about Wales, as well as looking at ‘Curious Travellers: Thomas Pennant and the Welsh and Scottish Tour 1760-1815’, a project being managed by Aberystwyth University’s Centre for Advanced Welsh and Celtic Studies. Some illustrative examples of these studies have been included in the bibliography to give an idea of the depth and breadth of these endeavours.



This book makes no attempt to contribute towards any academic discourse. I am a behavioural ecologist by training who has subsequently strayed into the field of water policy. My perspective is that of the engaged returnee; childhood memories of Ceredigion forty or fifty years ago are of a more exotic, distinct place compared to say, the Home Counties of the day. All places change with time, especially through our individual perspectives. That is one thing that earlier travel accounts help to highlight.


Rather than taking an academic approach, my aim is to present a selection of travellers’ accounts published between 1610 to 1831 with the hope that it will encourage readers not only to peruse the original accounts in greater depth but to appreciate the generosity of spirit and open-mindedness reflected in many of these passages. There has been a tendency to assume that English writers in particular, have visited Wales in order only to look down upon it. Happily, this is not evident in these accounts.


Satires and polemics have also been omitted. For example, William Richards’ ‘Wallography, or the Britton describ’d: Being a pleasant relation of a journey into Wales, wherein are set down several remarkable passages that occur'd in the way thither. And also many choice observables, and notable commemorations, concerning the state and condition, the nature and humor, actions, manners, customs, &c. of that countrey and people’ (London: Printed for Edward Caudell, bookseller in Bath, 1682) which is a satire of social pretensions in England and Wales rather than a travel book.


There are two reasons for adopting an 1831 cut-off date for visitors’ accounts. Firstly, because of the sheer wealth of material being published from the start of the Nineteenth Century and secondly, to draw a line between two quite distinct social and political eras. In the period between 1740-1800, 11 riots were noted in Wales, with two deaths. In that between 1801-1820, there were nine riots, with three deaths in Merthyr Tydfyl; two hanged and one shot. These were so unremarkable as to not catch the attention of early travellers. After this relative calm, came the storm of the Scotch Cattle movement (enforcing strikes in coal mines and ironworks, chiefly between 1822 and the 1840s), the Merthyr Rising (1831), Chartism (from 1836), the Rebecca Riots (1839-43, against toll gates), and land enclosure (the 1845 Enclosure Act encouraged the enclosure of once common lands in Wales).


Before 1831, we also find a Wales in which the Welsh language and culture were largely unchallenged, as, by and large, were the local Gentry, since voters did what they were expected to do. The ‘Treachery of the Blue Books’ in 1847 unleashed state and social hostility against the Welsh language, and South Wales starting with the schools, steadily became Anglicised. In rural Wales, democracy was as unwelcome to the landed interests as enclosure was to their subjects. Finally, the diverse forms of nonconformity and religious dissent brought their own conformities when it came to music and public life.


Did something change after this? Did a desire for progress impel travellers to disdain local culture and custom? These are questions for academics. As an ‘aboriginal Briton’ I have been generally refreshed by the degree of nuance in many of those accounts predating 1831. By going back and looking beyond times when linguistic difference has been despised, we can reconnect with a time when educated or intrepid people appreciated the value of variety and the elemental importance of sustaining the language and cultures that a place may hold.


Early accounts are often of a pragmatic nature; appraising fortifications and fertilisers, pondering wrecked castles, commenting on agricultural improvements and the prospect for gainful employment through industry. A more flamboyant language flourished, one that employed the overblown imagery deemed necessary when describing an aesthetically perfect curve of the River Wye, for instance, usually spiced with soaring rhetoric. Mountains were meant to be majestic, while picturesque landscapes could be classified according to their components. Writers vied with each other to unearth intriguing customs and local mannerisms, while seeking to draw broader conclusions about human nature from their sundry observations.



These accounts are about perceptions as much as they are about realities. When we look at how Wales is seen by the English and others subsequently, attitudes have been distorted by a negative view of Welsh culture that persisted until relatively recently. Conversely, the accounts offered here often emphasise the need to preserve a ‘British’ tongue and chroniclers regard the practicalities of traversing a land inhabited by foreign speakers in the manner recommended when visiting continental Europe.



* * *


‘English Language Travel Books Dealing with Wales’, an invaluable compilation by Diana Luft, notes 153 accounts written by 1831; three from Medieval and Tudor times, seven in the Seventeenth Century, five in the first and fifty-one in second half of the Eighteenth Century, and eighty-seven from 1800 to 1831. In this work, I have used thirty-eight accounts by thirty-six authors dating between 1610 and 1831, with a total of approximately 2.2 million words. Thirty-three were written with publication in mind while five (Dineley, Fiennes, Lyttleton, Johnson and Skinner) are manuscripts that were posthumously published. Two are by women (Fiennes and Morgan), five are identified as Welshmen (Pennant, Davies (two), Jones and an anonymous correspondent) and two (Skrine and Malkin) had married into Welsh families. Brief biographies have been included for thirty-one of the authors. Two other named authors remain a mystery, while three were either pseudonymous or anonymous accounts.


The recycling rate in these accounts is prodigious. This is not usually a case of plagiarism, rather one of various tales that each visitor is aware of from previous narratives, and, therefore, may be expected to be included. Stories about Holywell in North Wales and flowers on graves in the South are prime examples. Some of these have been included here to show how they recurred and evolved.


Editing has been kept to a minimum. For ease of reading, the archaic ‘f’ is replaced by the contemporary ‘s’, while gaps between words and quotation marks, colons and semicolons have been closed. Otherwise, spelling and punctuation have been retained. Where possible, first editions were used and exceptions are noted. Many of the writers at times displayed a numbing verbosity and a propensity to insert quotations at the least excuse. I have aimed to mitigate the former and excise the latter.


I have not sought a complete coverage of towns and traverses, concentrating only on accounts that best reflect the authors and their approaches. Many of the books are dominated by history and biography which lie outside the scope of this publication, as do natural history (Pennant was a leading naturalist in his day) and geology. The exceptions here are mining and industry, due to their development and transformative role during, and immediately after, this period, and farming, given the nature of its direct impact on people’s livelihoods.


Perhaps ‘A Wilder Wales’ is a case of the past being another country – in public life and politics it was English rather than Welsh, yet culturally more identifiably Welsh than English. There is little room for sentimentality when looking back at the past as it is depicted here, yet it is difficult not to admire how a distinct culture endured when outside churches and chapels it enjoyed no formal recognition. The final chapter presents a contemporary riposte to generalisations and clichéd observations, a reminder of the diversity which existed within a place that could beguile and bemuse the visitor at the same time.


















1


EARLY VISITATIONS: 1610 – 1698


Such was the low profile of Wales after its conquest in 1282 that the 1188 visit to Wales by Gerallt Cymro (Gerald of Wales) written in 1191 as Itinerarium Cambriae (‘Journey through Wales’) was seen as the primary source of information about the country until William Camden published his Britannia in 1584. Indeed, just as others were to base their accounts on Camden’s observations, he used the Journey as his starting point. John Leland’s ‘labryouse journey’ included at least one visit to Wales between 1536 and 1539, but was not published until Thomas Hearne’s edition of 1710-12. Leland does not appear to have been used as a source by later writers about Wales.


During the seventeenth century, visits to most of Wales for the sake of curiosity were unusual to say the least. Those that were published often included long historical and genealogical accounts. The six travel accounts included here have been retained in some detail. While they offer new encounters they also show Camden’s influence. Outside Monmouth, Flint and Carmarthen they depict an overwhelmingly rural Wales, punctuated by towns and castles in varying degrees of size and ruin. George Owen’s description of Pembrokeshire was written in 1603, but remained unpublished until it was serialised in the Cambrian Registers for 1796 and 1799.


When the Stuarts succeeded the Tudors, it appears that interest in Wales eased somewhat and with it Welsh antiquarianism. Matters improved with the polymath Edward Lhuyd (1660-1709) who travelled extensively through Wales, first in 1688 and then from 1697, and who pioneered the comparative study of Celtic languages. Two of these accounts (Dinley and Fiennes) were not published until the Victorian era.


In 1586 William Camden published Britannia in Latin. Britannia was the first attempt to fully describe the whole of the British Isles, and by 1607 the sixth edition had expanded from 556 pages of octavo text to 860 pages of folio. In 1610 the final edition was translated into English by Philemon Holland. Camden wrote his work at a time when Welsh antiquarianism was flourishing. Sir John Prise’s Historiae Britannicae Defensio (1573) pioneered the study of British history and David Powell expanded this book in his Historie of Cambria, published in 1584. Sir Edward Stradling and Rice Merrick specialised in the topography of Glamorganshire as did George Owen in Pembrokeshire. Outside such circles, accounts about Wales were few. Until the nineteenth century, Camden’s Britannia remained the primary point of information and comparison for travellers to Wales.


In Britannia, the counties of Wales are divided according to the tribes described by the Romans. Radnor, Brecknock, Monmouth, and Glamorgan, along with Hereford are grouped as the Silures, Carmarthen, Pembroke, and Cardigan under the Demetae, and Montgomery, Meirioneth, Caernarfon, Anglesey, Denbigh, and Flint as the Ordovicae.







“Nature hath loftily areared it up farre and nere”







William Camden visited Wales to revise and expand his ‘Britannia’ in the summer of 1590, enabling him to develop a feel for the Welsh landscape as well as its history. He was being strictly correct in describing Wales as part of the Kingdom of England in a pre-union Britain.


RADNORSHIRE



The East-side hath to beautifie it, besides other castles of the Lords Marchers, now all buried well neere in their owne ruines, Castle Paine, built and so named of Paine a Norman, and Castle Colwen, which, if I be not deceived, was sometime called the Castle of Mawd in Colwent. … But of especiall name is Radnor the principall towne of the whole Shire, in British Maiseveth, faire built, as the maner of that country is, with thatched houses. In times past it was firmely fensed with a wall and castle, but after that Owen Glendowerdy what notable rebell had burnt it, it beganne by little and little to decrease and grow to decay, tasting of the same fortune that the mother thereof did before, I meane Old Radnor, called in British Maiseveth hean, and for the high situation Pencrag, which in the reigne of King John Rhese Ap Guffin had set on fire. … Scarce three miles Eastward from hence you see Prestaine, in British Lhan Andre, that is, Saint Andrews Church, which of a very little village within the memorie of our grandfathers is by the meanes of Richard Martin Bishop of Saint Davids growne now to be so great a mercate towne and faire withall, that at this day it dammereth and dimmeth the light in some sort of Radnor. From whence also scarce foure miles off, stands Knighton, a towne able to match with Prestaine, Called in British, as I have heard say, Trebuclo in steed of Trefcyluadh, of a famous ditch lying under it which Offa King of the Mercians with admirable worke and labour caused to be cast from Dee-Mouth unto Wy mouth by this towne, for the space of foureskore and ten miles, to separate the Britans from his Englishmen. Wherupon in British it is called Claudh Offa, that is, Offaes ditch. Concerning which, John of Salisbury in his Polycraticon writeth thus: Harald ordained a law that what Welshman soever should be found with a weapon on this side the limite which he had set them, that is to say Offaes Dike, he should have his right hand cut off by the Kings officers.




When yee are past this place, all the ground that lieth toward the West and South limits, being for the most part baren, leane, and hungry, is of the inhabitants called Melienith, for that mountaines be of a yellowish colour. Yet remaine there many footings as it were of castles to be seene heere and there, but especially Kevenles and Timbod, which standing upon a sharpe pointed hill, Lhwellin Prince of Wales overthrew in the yeere 1260. This Melienith reacheth as farre as to the river Wy, which cutteth overthwart the West corner of this shire, and, being hindered in his streame with stones lying in his way, upon a sudden for want of ground to glide on hath a mighty and violent downfall, hath a mighty and violent downfall, where upon the place is tearmed Raihader Gowy, that is, The fall or Fludgats of Wy. And I cannot tell whether thereupon that British word Raihader the Englishmen forged this name first for the whole shire, and afterwards for the chiefe towne. … Hard by there is in some sort a vast and wide wildernesse, hideous after a sort to behold by reason of the turning and crooked by-waies and craggy mountaines, into which as the safest place of refuge Vortigern, that pestilent wretch and bane of his native country, odious both to God and man, (whose memorie the Britans may wish damned) withdrew himselfe, when after he had called the Saxons into this Iland in horrible incest married his owne daughter.



[…]


BRECHNOCKSHIRE


Farre greater this is than Radnorshire, but thicker set with high hils, yet are the valleies fruitfull every where.


[…]



On the North side, as [Gerallt Cymro] said, it is more open and plaine, namely where the river Wy severeth it from Radnorshire, by which stand two townes well knowen for their antiquity, Buelth and Hay. Buelth is pleasantly situate with woods about it, fortified also with a Castle, but of a later building, by the Breoses and Mortimers, whenas Rhese ap Guffin had rased the ancient Castle. … And as for Hay, which in British is called Trekethle, that is, The towne in a grove of Hasel trees, in the very utmost skirt of this shire next unto Herefordshire, it standeth hard by the river Wye, well known, as it seemeth, to the Romans, whose coines is is often digged up there, and it sheweth also by the ruins that in old time it was walled. But being now as it were decaied it complaineth of that most lewd rebell Owen Glendoweredwy for his furious outrages, who in wasting and spoiling all those countries most villanously did depopulate it and set it on fire.




As this river Wy washeth the North side of this shire, so doth Uske a notable river likewise runne through the middest thereof, which Uske, springing out of the Blacke-Mountain, passeth along with a shallow streame beside Brechnock the shire towne, standing in the very hart in maner of the country, which the Britans call Aber-Hodney because the two rivers Hodney and Uske doe meet in that place. That this town was inhabited in the Romans time appeareth by the coines of Romane Emperours now and then digged up here.



[…]


Leveney a little river, after it is run into this Poole, keepeth his owne hew and colour still by himselfe, as disdayning to be mingled therewith (which the very colour sheweth), is thought to carry out his owne water, entertained a while there by the way, and no more than he brought in with him. It hath beene a currant speech of long continuance among the neighbours there about, that where now the Meere is there was in times past a City, which being swallowed up in an earth quake, resigned up the place unto the waters. And beside other reasons, they allege this for one, that all the high waies of this shire come directly hither on every side. Which if it be true, what other City should a man thinke stood by the river Leveney than Loventium, which Ptolomee placeth in this tract? And in no place hitherto could I finde it (albeit I searched diligently for it) either by the name, or situation, or ruines remaining.


[…]


MONMOUTHSHIRE



In the utmost angle, called Ewias, to the Northwest, not farre from the river Munow, among the Hatterell hils which, because they rise up in height like a chaire, they call Munith Cader, there stood Lanthony, a little ancient Abbay which Walter Lacy founded.



[…]



In other other corner North-east-ward, Munow and Wy at their confluence doe compasse almost round about the chiefe towne of the shire and give it the name. For in the British tongue it is called Mongwy and in ours Monmouth. On the Northside, where it is not defended with the rivers, it was fortified with a wall and ditch. In the midest of the towne hard by the mercate place standeth a castle.



[…]


From hence Wy with many windings and turnings runneth downe Southward, yeelding verie great plenty of delicate Salmons from September to April. And is at this day the bound betweene Glocestershire and Monmouthshire, in times past betweene the Welsh and Englishmen, according to this verse of Nechams making:


By Wales on this side runeth Wy,



And of the other England he doth eye. 





Who, when he is come almost unto his mouth, runneth by Chepstow, that is, if one interprete it after the Saxons tongue, a Mercat. The Britans call it Castle-went. A famous towne this and of good resort, situate upon the side of an hill, rising from the verie river, fortified round about with a wall of a large circuite, which includes within it both fields and orchyards. It hath a very spatious castle situate over the river, and just against it stood a Priory, the better part whereof beeing pulled downe, the rest is converted into a Parish Church. As for the bridge that standeth over Wy, it is of timber and verie high built, because the river at every tide riseth to a great height. … This towne is not verie ancient to speake of. For may there be that constantly affirme, and not without good reason, that not many ages agoe it had his beginning from Venta, a verie ancient citie that in the daies of Antonine the emperour flourished about foure miles hence Westward and was named Venta Silurum (as one would say, the Principall citie of the Silures). which name neither hostile fury nor length of time hath as yet discontinued: for it is called even as this day Caer went, that is, The City Wet. But as for the citie it selfe, either time or hostility hath so caried it away that now, were it not only for the ruinate wals, the checker worke pavements, and peeces of Roman money, it would not appeere there was such a city. It tooke up in compasse above a mile. On the South side a great part of the wal standeth, and there remaine little better than the rubbish of three bulwarks. And yet of how great account it was in ancient times, wee may gather if it were but by this, that before the name of Monmouth once heard of, all this whole country was of it called Guent, Went-set, and Wents-land.





[…]



Beneath these places upon the Severn Sea, nere unto Wy-mouth, standeth Portskeweth, which Marianus nameth Portscith … And adjoining to it is Sudbrok the church wherof called Trinity Chappell standeth so neere the sea that the vicinity of so tyrannous a neighbour hath spoiled it of halfe the Church-yarde, as it hath done also of an olde fortification lieng thereby, which was compassed with a triple ditch and three rampiers as high as an ordinary house, cast in forme of a bowe, the string whereof is the sea-cliffe. That this was a Romane worke the Britaine brickes and Roman coynes there found are most certaine arguments… Then Throgoy, a little river neere unto Caldecot, entreth into the Severn Sea, where saw the wall of a castle that belonged to the high Constables of England, and was holden by the service of Constableship of England. Hard by are seene Wondy and Penhow, the seats in times past of the noble family of Saint Maur, now corruptly named Seimor.


[…]


Beneath this lieth spred for many miles togither a mersh, they call it the Moore, which when I lately revised this worke, suffered a lamentable losse. For when the Severn sea at a spring tide in the change of the Moore, what beeing driven backe for three daies together with a Southwest winde, and what with a verie strong pirrie from the sea troubling it, swelled and raged so high that with surging billowes it came rolling and in-rushing amaine upon this tract lying so low, as also upon the like states in Somersetshire over against it, that it overflowed all, subverted houses and drowned a number of beasts, and some people withall. Where this mersh coast bearing out by little and little runneth forth into the sea, in the verie point thereof standeth Goldclyffe aloft.


[…]



Neere to this place there remaine the reliques of a Priorie, that acknowledge those of Chandos for their founders and patron. Passing thence by the merish country, wee came to the mouth of the river Isca, which the Britans name Usk and Wiisk, and some writers terme it Osca. This river as it runneth through the midest, as I said before, of this County, floweth hard by three townes of especiall antiquity. The first, in the limite of the shire North-west, Antonine the Emperour calleth Gorbanium, at the very meeting of Uske and Geveny, whereof it had the name, and even at this day, keeping the ancient name, as it were, safe and sound, is tearmed Aber-Gevenny, and short Abergenny, which signifieth the confluents of Gevenny or Gorbanny. Fortified it is with wals and a Castle.



[…]



The second little Citie, which Antonine named Burrium and setteth downe twelve miles from Gobannium, standeth where the river Birthin and Uske mete in one streame. The Britans at this day, by transposing of the letters, call it Brunebegy for Burenbegie, and Caer Uske. Giraldus tearmeth it Castrum Oscae, that is, The Castle of Uske, and we Englishmen Uske. At this day it can shew nothing but the ruins of a large and strong Castle, situate most pleasantly betweene the river Uske and Oilwy, a riveret, which beneath it runneth from the East by Ragland, a faire house of the Earle of Worcesters, built castle-like.




The third Citie, which Antonine nameth Isca and Legio Secunda, is on the other side of Uske twelve Italian miles just distant from Burrium, as he hath put it downe. The Britans call it Caer Leon and Caer Leon ar Uske, that is, The citie of the Legion upon Uske, of the second Legion Augusta, which is also called Britannica Secunda.



[…]


GLAMORGANSHIRE


The North part by reason of the mountaines is rough and unpleasant, which as they bend downe southward by little and little become more mild and of better soile, and at the foote of them there stretcheth forth a plaine open to the South-Sunne … For this part of the County is most pleasant and fruitfull, beautified also on every side with a number of townes.


[…]



The river Rhemnie, falling from the mountaines, is the limite on the Eastside, whereby this Country is divided from Monmouthshire, and rhemni in the British tongue signifieth to Divide. Not farre from it were the river holdeth on his course through places hardly passable, among the hills, in a marish ground are to be seene the tottering wals of Caer-philli Castle, which hath beene of so huge a bignesse, and such a wonderfull peece of worke beside, that all men wel nere say it was a garison-fort of the Romans. Neither will I denie it, although I cannot as yet perceive by what name they called it. And yet it may seeme to have beene re-edified anew, considering it hath a chappell built after the Christians maner (as I was enformed by John Sanford, a man singular well learned and of exact judgment), who diligently tooke view of it.



[…]



A little beneath hath Ptolomee placed the mouth of Ratostabius or Ratostibius, using a maimed word in steed of Traith-Taff, that is, The sandy Trith of the river Taff. For the said river Taff, sliding downe from the hilles, runneth toward the sea by Landaff, that is, the Church by Taff, a small Citie and of small reputation, situate somewhat low, yet a Bishops See, having within the Dioecesse 154 parishes, and adourned with a Cathedral Church consecrated to Saint Telean Bishop of the same. Which Church German and Lupus, … From hence goeth Taff to Caerdiff, called of the Britans Caer-did, a proper fine towne (as townes goe in this country) and a very commodious haven, which the foresaid Fitz-Haimon fortified with a wall and Castle, that it might bee both a seat for warre and a Court of Justice.



[…]



Scarce three miles from the mouth of Taff, in the very bending of the shore, there lie aflote as it were two small but pleasant Ilands, separated one from another and from the maine land with narrow in-lettes of the sea. The hithermore is called Sullie of the towne right over against it, which tooke the name name, as it is thought, of Robert Sully (for it fell to his part in the division), if you would not rather have him to take his name of it. The farthermore is named Barry of Baruch, an holy man buried there, who as hee gave name to the place, so the place gave the surname afterwards to the Lords thereof. … Beyond these Islands, the shire runneth directly westward and giveth entrance and passage to one river, upon which more within land standeth Cowbridge (the Britans of the Stone-bridge call it Pont-van), a mercate towne, and the second of those three which Fitz-Haimon the Conqueror kept for himselfe. … Neath, a towne very well knowne, retaining still the old name, in manner, whole and sound, and here at Lantwit, that is, The Church of Iltut, that joyneth close thereto, are seene the foundations of many houses, for it had divers streetes in old time. A little from hence in the very bout well nere of the shore standeth Saint Donats Castle, a faire habitation of the ancient and notable familie of the Stradlings, neere unto which were lately digged up antique peeces of Roman money, but those especially of the thirty Tyrants, yea and some of Aemilianus and Marius, which are seldome found. The river Ogmor, somewhat higher, maketh him selfe way into the sea, falling downe from the mountaines by Coitie.



[…]



From hence coasting along the shore, you come within the site of Kinefeage, the castle in old time of Fitz-Haimon him selfe; also of Margan, hard by the sea side, sometime an Abbay founded by William Earle of Glocester, but now the habitation of the worshipfull family of the Maunsells, knights. Neere unto this Margan, in the very top of an hill called Mynyd Margan there is erected of exceeding hard grit a monument or grave-stone, foure foote long and one foote broad, which an Inscription,which whosoever shall happen to read, the ignorant common people dwelling about give it out upon a credulous error that hee shall be sure to die within a little while after. Let the reader therefore looke to him selfe, if any dare read it, for let him assure himselfe that he shall for certaine die after it.



[…]



After you are past Margan, the shore shooteth forth into the North-easy by Aber-Avon, a small mercate town upon the river Avons mouth (whereof it tooke the name) to the river Nid or Neath, infamous for a quick-sand, upon which stands an ancient towne of the same name … Beneath this river Neath, whatsoever lieth betweene it and the river Loghor, which boundeth this shire in the West, we call Gower, the Britans and Ninnius Guhir … This is now divided into the East part and the West. In the East part Swinesey is of great account, a towne so called by the Englishmen of Sea-Swine, but the Britans Aber-Taw of the river Taw running by it, which the foresaied Henry Earle of Warwick fortified. But there is a towne farre more ancient than this by the river Loghor, which Antonine the Emperor called Leucarum, and we by the whole name, Loghor. … Beneath this lieth West-Gower, and by reason of two armes of the sea winding in, on other side one, it becommeth a Biland, more memorable for the fruitfulnesse than the townes in it, and in times past of great name in regard of Kined, canonized a Saint, who lived heere a solitarie life, of whom if you desire to know more, read our countryman Capgrave, who hath set out his miracle with great commendation.



CAERMARDENSHIRE


CAERMARDEN-SHIRE is plenteous enough in corne, stored abundantly with cattaile, and in some places yeeldeth it cole for fewell. On…the South with the Ocean, …with so great a bay or creeke getteth within the land that this country seemeth as it were for very feare to have shrunke backe and withdrawne it selfe more inwardly.



Upon this Bay, Kidwelly first offreth it selfe to our sight … Kidwelly with a wall and Castle to it, which now for very age is growen to decay and standeth, as it were, forlet and forlorne. For the inhabitants, having passed over the little river Vendraeth Vehan, built a new Kidwelly, entised thither by the commodity of the haven; which notwithstanding, being at this day choked with shelves and barres, is at this present of no great use. … A few miles beneath Kidwelly, the river Tovie, which Ptolomee calleth Tobius, falleth into the Sea after he hath passed through this region from North-east to South, first by Lanandiffry, so called, as men thinke, of rivers meeting together, which Hoel the sonne of Rhese overthrew for malice that he bare unto the English; then by Dinevor, a princely castle standing aloft upon the top of an hill and belonging unto the Princes of South-wales whiles they flourished; and last of all by Caer-Marden, which the Britans themselves call Caer-Firdhin … This is the chiefe Citie of the country, for medowes and woods pleasant, and in regard of antiquity to be respected … Straight after the Normans entring into Wales, this Citie was reduced (but I wote not by whose conduct) under their subjection, and for a long time sore afflicted with many calamities and distresses, being oftentimes assaulted, once or twice set on fire, first by Gruffin ap Rise, then by Rise the said Gruffins brother. At which time, Henrie Turbervill an Englishmen succoured the castle and heawed downe the bridge. But afterwards by the meanes of Gilbert de Clare, who fortified both the walles thereof and the castles adjoining, it was freed from these miseries; and being once eased of all grievances, and in security enduring afterwards more easily from time to time the tempests of warre and all assaults.



[…]



Neere unto this Citie on the Eastside lieth Cantred Bichan, that is The lesse Hundred (for the Britans terme a portion of land that containeth 100 villages a Cantred), in which, beside the ruins of Careg Castle, situate upon a rocke rising on every side steepe and upright, there are many under-mines or caves of very great widenesse within the ground, now covered all over with green-sord and turfe, wherein it is thought the multitude unable to beare armes hid themselves during the heate of warre.



[…]



But on the North-east side there stretcheth it selfe a great way out Cantred Maur, that is, The great hundred, a most safe refuge for the Britans in times past, as being thicke set with woods, combersome to travaile in by reason the waies are intricate by the windings in and out of the hils. Southward stand Talcharn and Lhan-Stephan Castles upon rockes of the Sea, which are most notable witnesses of martiall valour and proesse as well in the English as in the Welsh. Beneath Talcharn, Taff sheddeth it selfe into the Sea, by the side whereof was in times past that famous Twy Gwn ar taf, that is The white house upon the river Taf, because it was built of white hazels for a summer house, where in the yeere of our redemption 914 Hoel, surnamed Dha, that is is, Good, Prince of Wales, in a frequent assembly of his States (for there met there, besides others, of the Cleargie one hundred and fortie), abrogated the ancient ordinances and established new lawes for his subjects, as the Prooeme to the very lawes themselves doe witnesse. In which place afterward a little Abbay named White Land was built. Not farre from whence is Killmayn Lhoyd, where of late daies certaine country people hapned upon an earthen vessell, in which was hourded a mighty deale of Romaine coine of embased silver … Now it remaineth that I should relate how upon the river Tivy that separateth this County from Cardiganshire, there standeth New-castle (for so they call it at this day) … before time it was named Elmelin. Which name, …the Englishmen gave unto it of elme-trees.



[…]


PENBROKSHIRE



First and formost upon the shore descending Southward, Tenby, a proper fine towne well governed by a Major, and strongly walled toward the land, looketh down into the sea from a drie cliffe, very famous because it is a commodious road for ships, and for abundance also of fish there taken, whereupon in the British tongue it is called Tenby-y-Piscoid, and hath for Magistrates a Maior and a Bailiffe.



[…]


From hence runneth the shore along not many miles continuate, but at length the land shrinketh backe on both sides giving place unto the sea, which, encroching upon it a great way, maketh the haven which the Englishmen call Milford haven, than which there is not another in all Europe more noble or safer, such variety it hath of nouked bayes, and so many coves and creekes for harbour of ships, wherewith the bankes are on every side indented… For, to make use of the mariners words and their distinct termes, there are reckoned within in 16 Creekes, 5 Baies, and 13 Rodes, knowen every one by their severall names. Neither is this haven famous for the secure fastnesse thereof more than for the arrivall therein of King Henrie the Seventh … Upon the innermore and East creeke of this haven, in the most pleasant country of all Wales, standeth Penbroke the Shire-towne, one direct street upon a long narrow point, all rock, and a forked arme of Milford haven ebbing and flowing close to the Towne walles on both sides. It hath a Castle, but now ruinate, and two Parish-churches within the walles, and is incorporate of a Maior, Balives and Burgesses.


[…]


Upon another creeke also of this haven, Carew Castle sheweth it selfe, which gave both name and originall to the notable family de Carew.


[…]



Into this have there discharged themselves, with their out-lets joined almost in one, two rivers, which the Britans tearme Gledawh, that is, if you interpret it, Swords, whereupon themselves use to tearme it Aber du gledhaw, that is, The outlet of two swords.



[…]


That tract was inhabited by Flemings out of the Lowcountries, who by the permission of King Henrie the First were planted heere when the Ocean, by making breaches in the bankes, had overwhelmed a great part of the said Low-countries. These are distinctly knowen still from the Welsh, both by their speech and manners, and so neere joined they are in society of the same language with Englishmen, who come nighest of any nation to the low Dutch tongue, that this their little country is tearmed by the Britans Little England beyond Wales.


[…]



By the more westward of these two rivers is Harford West, called by the Englishmen in times past Haverford, and by the Britans Hulphord, a faire towne and of great resort, situat upon an hil side, having scarce one even street, but is steepe one way or another, which, being a County by it self, hath for magistrates a Major, a Sheriff, and two Baliffs. The report goeth that the Earles of Clare fortified it with rampier and wall on the North side, and wee read that Richard Earle of Clare made Richard Fitz-Tancred Castellan of this Castle.




Beyond Ros, there shooteth out with a mighty front farre into the Western Ocean a great Promontorie, which Ptolomee called Ocltopitarum, the Britans Pebidiauc and Candred Devi, we Saint Davids land. A stony, barraine, and unfruitfull ground … Devi, a most religious Bishop, translated the Archiepiscopall see from Isca Legionum into the most remote and farthest angle heereof, even to Menew or Menevia, which afterwards the Britains of his name called Tuy Devy, that is Devi his house, the Saxons Davy S. Mynster, the Englishmen at this day Saint Davids, and was for a long time an Archbishops See. … What this Saint Davids was and what maner of thing in times past, a man can hardly tell, considering it hath beene so often by pirates raised. But now it is a very small and poore Citie, and hath nothing at all to make shew of but a faire Church dedicated to Saint Andrew and David, which, having beene many times overthrowen, Petre the Bishop, in the reigne of King John, and his successours erected in that forme which now sheweth, in the vale (as they tearme it) of Ros under the towne, and hard by it standeth the Bishops pallace, and faire houses of the Chaunter (who is next unto the Bishop, for there is no Dean heere), of the Chauncellor, Treasurer, and foure Archdeacons, who be of the number of the XXII Canons, all enclosed round within a strong and seemely wall, whereupon they call it the Close.



[…]



A noble kinde of falcons have their Airies here and breed in the rocks, which King Henry the Second, as the same Giraldus writeth, was wont to prefer before al others. For of that kinde are those, if the inhabitants thereby doe not deceive mee, which the skilful faulconers call Peregrines … But from this promontorie, as the land draweth backward, the sea with great violence and assault of waters inrusheth upon a little region called Keimes, which is reputed a Barony. In it standeth, first, Fishgard, so called in English of the taking of fish, in British Aber-gwain, that is, The mouth of the river Gwain, situate upon a steepe cliff, where there is a very commodious harbour and road for ships. Then Newport at the foote of an high mountaine by the river Neverns side, in British Tref-draeth, i. e. The towne upon the sands … Who founded likewise Saint Dogmaels Abbay according to the order of Tours, by the river Tivy low in a vale environed with hils, unto which the Borrough adjoyning (as many other townes unto Monasteries) is beholden for the original thereof.



[…]


More inward, upon the river Tivy aforesaid is Kilgarran, which sheweth the reliques of a castle built by Girald, but being at this day reduced unto one only street, it is famous for nothing else but the most plentifull fishing of Salmon. For there have you that notable Salmon Leap, where the river from on high falleth downright, and the Salmons from out of the Ocean, coveting to come up further into the river, when they meet with this obstacle in the way, bend backe their taile to the mouth, otherwhiles also to make a greater leap up hold fast their taile in the mouth, and as they unloose them selves from such a circle, they give a jirke, as if a twig bended into a rondle were sodainly let go, and so with the admiration of the beholders mount and whip themselves aloft from beneath.


[…]


CARDIGANSHIRE



The river Tivy, which Ptolomee calleth Tuerobius, but corruptly in steed of Dwy-Tivius, that is, The river Tivy, issueth out of the poole Lin-Tivy, beneath the hils whereof I spake before: first combred, as it were, with stones in the way, and rumbling with a great noise without any chanel, and so passeth through a very stony tract (nere unto which at Rosse the mountainers keepe the greatest faire for cattaile in all those parts), untill it come to Strat-fleur, a monastery long since of the Cluniack monks, compassed about with hils. From thence, being received within a chanel, it runneth downe by Tregaron and Lhan-Devi-brevi, built and so named in memoriall of David Bishop of Menevia, where he in a frequent Synode refuted the Pelagian heresie springing up againe in Britaine, both by the holy scriptures and also by a miracle, while the earth whereon hee stood as he preached arose up under his feete, by report, to a hillock. Thus farre and somewhat farther also Tivy holdeth on his course Soutward to Lan-Beder a little mercate towne. From hence Tivie, turning his streame Westward, carith a broader chanell, and maketh that Salmons Leape whereof I spake ere while.



[…]



Scarce two miles from hence standeth upon a steepe banke Cardigan, which the Britans name Aber-tivy, that is, Tivy-mouth, the shire towne, strongly fortified.



[…]


From Tibv mouth the shore gently giveth back, and openeth for itself the passage of many riverets, among which in the upper part of this shire … being called in common speach Ystwith: at the head whereof are veines of lead, and at the mouth the towne Aber-y-stwith, the most populous and plentuous place of the whole shire … At the same mouth also the river Ridol dischargeth it self into the Irish sea. This river, descending out of Plinlimon, an exceeding steepe and high hill that encloseth the North part of this shire, and powreth out of his lap those most noble rivers Severn and Wy, whereof I have already often spoken. And not much above Y-stwith mouth the river Dev, that serveth in steed of a limite betweene this and Merionithshire, is lodged also within the sea.


MONTGOMERYSHIRE



Five miles hence, the Hil Plinlimon, whereof I spake, raiseth it selfe up to a wonderfull height, and on that part where it boundeth one side of this shire, it powreth forth Sabrina, the greatest river in Britaine next to Thamis, which the Britains tearme Haffren, and Englishmen Severn.



[…]


This river immediatly from his spring head maketh such a number of windings in and out in his course that a man would thinke many times he returns againe to his fountaine, yet for all that hee runneth forward, or rather slowly wandereth through this Shire …, it being overshadowed with woods, after much strugling hee getteth out Northward by Lanidlos, Trenewith or Newtowne, and Caer-fuse, which, as they say, is both ancient and enjoieth also ancient priviledges, and not farre from his East banke leaveth behind him the Castle and towne of Montgomery upon the rising of a rocke, having a pleasant plaine under it.


[…]



Hard by this, Corndon Hill mounteth up to a very great height, in the top whereof are placed certaine stones in a round circle like a coronet, whence it taketh that name, in memoriall as it should seeme of some victorie. A little higher, Severn glideth downe by Trellin, that is, The towne by a poole, whereupon it is called Welch Poole in English. It hath a Castle joining unto it on the South-side, called Castle Coch of a kind of reddish stone wherewith it is built, which within the compasse of one wall containeth two Castles, the one belonged to the Lord of Powis, the other to the Baron Dudley.



MERIONETHSHIRE


The inhabitants, who for most part wholy betake themselves to breeding and seeding of cattaile, and live upon white meates, as butter, cheese &c. (however Strabo mocked our Britans in times past as unskilfull in making cheese) are for stature, cleere complexion, goodly feature and lineaments of body, inferiour to no nation in Britaine, but they have an ill name among their neighbours for being so forward in the wanton love of women, and that proceeding from their idlenesse.


[…]



Where the river Avon runneth downe more Westward there is Dolegethle a little mercat town, so called of the vale wherein it is built. Hard by the sea in the little territory named Ardudwy, the castle Arlech, in times past named Caer Colun, standeth advanced upon a very steepe rock and looketh downe into the sea from aloft, which being built, as the inhabitants report, by King Edward the First, tooke name of the situation. For Arlech in the British tongue signifieth as much as upon a Stony rocke… A little higher, in the verie confines of the shires, two notable armes of the sea enbosom thermselves within the land, Traith Maur and Traith Bachan, that is, the Greater wash, and the Lesse. And not farre from hence neere unto a little village called Fastineog, there is a street or Port-way paved with stone, that passeth through these combersome and, in manner, unpassable mountaines. Which, considering that the Britans name it Sarn Helen, that is, Helens street, it is not to bee thought but that Helena mother to Constantine the Great, who did many such like famous workes throughout the Roman Empire, laied the same with stone.



[…]



In the East side of this shire the river Dee springeth out of two fountaines, whence some thinke it tooke the name, for they call it Dwy, which word importeth also among them the number of two (although others would needes have it so termed of some Divinity, others of the blacke colour), and forthwith passeth entier and whole through Lhinteged, in Engish Pimble-Meare and Plenlin-meare, a lake spreding far in length and breath, and so runneth out of it with as a great a streame as it entred in. For neither shal a man see in Dee the fishes called guiniad, which are peculiar to the Meare, nor yet Salmons in the Meare, which neverthelesse are commonly taken in the river.



[…]


On the browe or edge hereof standeth Bala, a little towne endowed with many immunities, but peopled with few inhabitants, and as rudely and unhandsomely built, neverthelesse it is the chiefe mercate towne for these mountainers.


CAERNARVONSHIRE



Nature hath loftily areared it up farre and nere with mountaines standing thick one by another, as if she would here have compacted the joints of this Island within the bowells of the earth, and made this part thereof a most sure place of refuge for the Britans in time of adversitie. For there are so many roughes and rocks, so many vales full of woods, with pooles heere and there crossing over them, lying in the way betweene, that no armie, nay not so much as those that are lightly appointed, can finde passage. A man may truely, if hee please, terme these mountaines the British Alpes: for, besides that they are the greatest of the whole Island, they are no lesse steepe also with cragged and rent rockes on every side than the Alpes of Italie, yea and all of them compasse one mountaine round about, which over-topping the rest so towreth up with his head aloft in the aire as hee may seeme not to threaten the skie, but to thrust his head up into heaven. And yet harbour they the Snow, for all the yeere long they bee hory with snow, or rather with an hardened crust of many snowes felted together. Whence it is that all these hilles are in British by one name termed Craig Eriry, in English Snow-don, which in both languages sound as much as Snowye Mountaines … Neverthelesse, so ranke are they with grasse that it is a very comon speech among the Welsh, that the mountaines Eriry will yeeld sufficient pasture for all the cattaile in Wales, if they were put upon them together. Concerning the two Meare on the toppe of these, in the one of which floteth a wandering Island, and in the other is found great store of fishes, but having all of them but one eye apeece … certaine it is that there bee in the very top of these mountains pooles indeed and standing waters.



[…]



But come wee downe now from the mountaines into the champian plaines, which because wee finde no where else but by the sea side, it may suffice to coast onely along the shore. The Promontory … that the inhabitants name it at this day Lhein, … runneth forth with a narrow and even by-land, having larger and more open fields than the rest of the Country, and the same yeelding barley most plentuously. Two little townes it sheweth, and no more, that are memorable. Farther within upon the creeke is Pullhely, that is, that salt Meare or Poole. More outward, by the Irish sea (that beateth upon the other side of the Biland) is Nevin, a village having a mercate kept in it.



[…]



From Nevin the shore, pointed and endented with one or two elbowes lying out into the sea, tendeth Northward, and then, turning afront North-east, by a narrow sea or Firth (they call it Menai), it severeth the Isle of Anglesey from the firme land. … It tooke the name of a river running by the side of it, which yet at this day is called Seiont, and issueth out of the poole Lin-Peris. In which there is a kinde of fish peculiar to that water … King Edward the First[,] [w]ho out of the ruines of this towne at the same time raised the Citie Caer-narvon somewhat higher upon the rivers mouth, so as that on the West and North-sides it is watered therewith. Which, as it was called Caer-narvon because it standeth right over against the Island Mona (for so much doth the word import), so it hath communicated that name unto the whole Country, for heereupon the English men call it Caer-narvonshire. This is encompassed with a verie small circuite of walles about it and in manner round, but the same exceeding strong, and to set it the better out, sheweth a passing faire Castle which taketh up the whole West side of it. The private buildings (for the manner of that Country) are sightly enough, and the inhabitants for their courtesie much commended … About seven miles hence by the same narrow sea standeth Bangor or Banchor low seated, enclosed on the south side with a mountaine of great height, on the North with a little hill. … The Church was consecrated unto Daniel sometime Bishop thereof, but that which now standeth is of no especiall faire building. For Owen Glendoverdwy … set it on fire … and defaced the ancient Church, which albeit Henry Deney Bishop of the same repaired about the time of King Henry the Seventh, yet it scarcely recovered the former dignity. Now the towne is small, but in times past so large that for the greatnesse thereof it was called Banchor Vaur, that is, Great Banchor, and Hugh Earle of Chester fortified it with a Castle, whereof I could finde no footings at all, though I sought them with all diligent inquiry. But that castle was situate upon the verie entry of the said narrow sea.



[…]



From thence the shore, raising itself with a bending ascent, runneth on by Pennaen-maur, that is the great stony head, a very exceeding high and steep rock, which, hanging over the sea when it is floud, affourdeth a very narrow path way for passengers, having on the one side huge stones over their heads, as if they were ready to fall upon them, on the other side the raging Ocean lying of a wonderfull steepe depth under it. But after a man hath passed over this, together with Pen-maen bychan, that is, the lesser stony head, he shall come to an open broad plaine that reacheth as farre as to the river Conwey, which limiteth this shore on the East side. … For a very smal and poore village standing among the rubbish thereof is called Caer hean, that is, the ancient City. Out of the spoile and ruines whereof King Edward the First built a new towne at the very mouth of the river, which thereupon they call Aber-Conwey, that is, the Mouth of Con-wey, which place Hugh of Chester had before time fortified. But this New Conovium or Aber-Conwey, being strongly situated and fensed both with wals and also with a very proper castle by the rivers side, deserveth the name rather of a pety City than of a towne, but that it is not replenished with inhabitants.



Opposite unto this towne, and yet on this side of the river, which is passed by ferry and not by bridge, reacheth out a huge Promontory with a bending elbow (as if nature purposed to make there a road and harbour for ships), which is also counted part of this shire and is named Gogarth, wherein stood Diganwy, an ancient City just over the river Conwey, where it issueth into to the sea, which was burnt many yeeres ago with lightning.


MONA INSULA SIVE ANGLESEY



This Isle, called of the Romans Mona, of the Britans Mon and Tir-Mon, that is the land of Mon, and Ynis Dowil, that is, A shadowy or darke Iland, of the ancient Anglo-Saxons Moneg, and at last, after that the Englishmen became Lords of it, Engles-ea and Anglesey, as one would say, The Englishmens Iland, being severed from the continent of Britaine with the small narrow streight of Menai, and on all parts besides beatten upon with that surging and troublous Irish sea … In cattaile also it is passing rich, and sendeth out great multitudes. It yeeldeth also grind-stones, and in some place an earth standing upon Alum, out of which some not long since beganne to make Alum and Coperose. But when they saw it not answerable to their expectation at first, without any further hope they gave over their enterprise.



[…]



The next town in name to Beau-Marish is Newburg, called in British Rossur, standing ten miles off Westward, which having bin a long time greatly annoyed with heaps of sand driven in by the sea, complaineth that it hath lost much of the former state that it had. Aber-fraw is not far from hence, which is now but an obscure and meane towne, yet in times past it excelled all the rest farre in worth and dignity, as having beene the Royall seat of the Kings of Guineth or North-wales. And in the utmost Promontorie Westward, which wee call Holy-head, there standeth a little poore towne, in British Caer-Guby, so named of Kibie, a right holy man and a disciple of S. Hilarie of Poitiers, who therein devoted himselfe to the service of God, and from whence there is an usuall passage over into Ireland. All the rest of this Iland is well bespred with villages, which because they have in them nothing materially memorable, I will crosse over into the Continent and view Denbighshire.



DENBIGHSHIRE



The West part, but that it is somewhat more plentifull and pleasant toward the sea side, is but heere and there inhabited, and mounteth up more with bare and hungry hils, but yet the painfull diligence and witty industrie of the husbandmen hath begunne a good while since to overcome this leannesse of the soile where the hils setle anything flattish, as in other parts of Wales likewise. For after they have with a broad kind of spade pared away the upper coat, as it were, or sord of the earth into certaine turfes, they pile them up artificially on heapes, put fire to them, and burne them to ashes, which being throwen upon the ground so pared and flayed, causeth the hungry barainnesse thereof so to fructifie that the fields bring forth a kind of Rhie or Amel corne in such abundance as it is incredible. Neither is this a new devise thus to burne grouind, but very ancient, as we may see in Virgil and Horace. Among these hilles there is a place commonly called Cerigy Drudion, that is, The stones of the Druidae, and certaine little columnes or pillers are seen at Yvoellas, with inscriptions in them of strange characters, which some imagine to have beene erected by the Druides.



[…]



By the vale side whre these mountaines begnne now to wax thinner, upon the hanging of a rocke standeth Denbigh, called of our Britans by a more ancient name Cled Fryn-yn Ross, that is A rough hill in Ross, for so they call that part of the Shire … with a wall about, not large in circuit, but strong, and on the Southside with a proper castle, strengthned with high towres. … And then, either because the inhabitants like not the steep situation therof (for the cariage up and down was very incommodious), or by reason that it wanted water, the removed downe from thence by little and little, so as that this ancient towne hath now few or none dwelling in it. But a new one farre bigger than it sprung up at the very foote of the hill, which is so well peopled and inhabited that by reason that the Church is not able to received the multitude, they beganne to build a new one in the place where the old towne stood.



[…]



Now are we come into the very hart of the shire, where Nature, having removed the hilles out of the way on both sides to shew what she could doe in a rough country, hath spred beneath them a most beautifull pleasant vale reaching 17 miles in length from South to North and five miles or thereabout in bredth, which lieth open onely toward the sea and the cleering North Wind: otherwise environed it is on every side with high hills, and those from the Eastside, as it were, embatled. For such is the wonderfull workmanship of nature that the tops of these mountaines resemble in fashion the battlements of walles. Among which the highest is Moilenlly, on the top whereof I saw a warlicke fense with trench and rampier, also a little fountaine of cleere water. This vale for wholsomenesse, fruitfulnesse and pleasantnesse excelleth. The colour and complexion of the inhabitants is healthy, their heads are sound and of a firme constitution, teir eie sight continuing and never dimme, and their age long lasting and very cheerefull. The vale it selfe, with his greene medowes, yellow corne-fields, villages, and faire houses thicke, and many beautifull Churches, giveth wonderfull great contentment to such as behold it from above. The river Cluid, encreased with beckes and brookes resorting unto it from the hilles on each side, doth from the very spring-head part it in twaine running through the midst of it, whence in ancient time it was named Strat Cluid. … On the East banke of Cluid, in the South part of the vale, standeth Ruthin, in Latin writers Ruthunia, in British Ruthun, the greatest market towne in all the vale, full of inhabitants and well replenished with buildings, famous also not long since by reason of a large and very faire Castle able to receive and entertaine a great houshold.



[…]



When you ascend out of the vale Eastward, you come to Yale, a little hilly country, and in comparison of the regions beheath and round about it passing high, so that no river from elswhere commeth into it, and it sendeth forth some from it. By reason of this high situation it is bleake, as exposed to the winds on all sides. Whether it tooke that name of the riveret Alen, which rising first in it, undermineth the ground and once or twice hideth himselfe, I know not. The mountaines are full of neat, sheepe, and goats, the vallies in some places plenteous enough of corne, especially Eastward,on this side of Alen. But the more Westerly part is not so fruitfull, and in some places is a very heath and altogither barraine. Neither hath it any thing memorable, save onely a little Abbay, now wholy decaied, but standing most richly and pleasantly in a vale, which among the woody hils cutteth it selfe overthwart in maner of a crosse, whereupon it was called in Latin Vallis Crucis, that is, the vale of the Crosse, and in British Lhane-Gwest. 





From hence more Eastward, the territory called in Welsh Mailor Cymraig, that is, West Mailor, in English Bromfield, reacheth as far as to the river Dee. A smal territory, but verie rich and pleasant, plentiful withal of lead, especially nere unto Moinglath, a little towne which tooke the name of mines. Heere is Wrexham to be seene, in the Saxons tongue Writtles-ham, much spoken of for a passing faire towre steeple that the Church hath, and the Musical Organs that be therein.



[…]



Beneath Bromfield Southward lieth Chirke, in Welsh Gwain, being also very hilly, but wel knowne in elder ages for two Castles, Chirk, which gave it the name, built by Roger Mortimer, and Castle Dinas Bran, situate in the hanging of a mighty high hill pointed in the top, where of note there remaineth nothing but the very ruines.



FLINTSHIRE



Beneath this Varis, or Bodvari, in the vale glideth Cluid, and streightwaies Elwya, a little riveret, conjoineth it selfe with it, where there is a Bishops see. This place the Britains call according to the river Llan-Elwy, the Englishmen of Asaph the Patron thereof Saint Asaph, and the Historiographers Asaphensis. Neither is the towne for any beauty it hath, nor for the Church for building or braverie memorable, yet some thing would bee said of it in regard of antiquity.



[…]



Above this, Rughlan, taking the name of the ruddy and red banke of Cluid on which it stands, maketh a good shew with a Castle, but now almost consumed by very age. … Beneath this we saw the little town of Haly-well, as one would say Holy-well, where there is that fountaine frequented by Pilgrimes for the memoriall of the Christian Virgin Winefride, ravished there perforce and beheaded by a tyrante, as also for the mosse there growing of a most sweet and pleasant smell. Out of which well there gusheth forth a brooke among stones, which represent bloudy spottes upon them, and carrieth so violent a streame that presently it is able to drive a mill. Over the very well there standeth a Chappell built of stone right curiously wrought, whereunto adjoineth a little Church, in a window whereof is portraied and set out the history of the said Winifride, how her head was cut off and set on againe by Saint Benno.



[…]



This part of the Country, because it smileth so pleasantly upon the beholders with a beautifull shew, and was long since subject unto Englishmen, the Welsh named Teg-Engle, that is, Faire England. But whereas one hath termed it Tegenta, and thought that the Igeni there planted themselves, take heede I advise you that you bee not overhasty to beleeve him.



[…]



Through the South part of this shire, lying beneath these places above named wandereth Alen, a little river, neere unto which in a hill hard by Kilken, a small village, there is a well, the water whereof at certaine set times riseth and falleth after the manner of the sea-tides. Upon this Alen standeth Hope Castle, in Welsh Caer-gurle, in which King Edward the First retired himselfe when the Welshmen had upon the sodaine set upon his soldiers, being out of array, and where good milstones are wrought out of the rocke; also Mold, in Welsh cuid Cruc, a castle belonging in ancient time to the Barons of Monthault, both which places shew many tokens of Antiquity.



William Camden,  


Britain, or, a Chorographicall Description of the most flourishing Kingdomes, England, Scotland, and Ireland, 1607 (Translated by Philémon Holland, 1610)



William Camden (1551-1623) lived most of his life in London, apart from spending five years at Oxford. He was a master at Westminster School, and subsequently became its headmaster. Camden made good use of long vacations, spending twenty five summers traversing England, and in 1590, Wales. His chapters on Wales benefited from his learning Welsh. He was also Clarenceux King of Arms at the Royal College of Heralds and his ‘Remaines Concerning Britain’ (a series of historical essays and the first collection of English proverbs) was published in 1605, along with his ‘Annales’ (a history of Queen Elizabeth’s reign) which was published posthumously in 1625. An enlarged edition was edited by Edmund Gibson in 1695, including detailed accounts of the archaeology of Wales by Edward Lhwyd and further expanded in 1722. Finally, in 1789, Richard Gough’s edition encompassed three folio volumes with four in 1806.









“With a wide wild heath under me”







John Taylor spent 28 days riding and walking through Wales, sometimes on all fours. He did not approve of the use of churches as places of recreation on Sundays.


On Fryday the 30. of July, I rode (and footed it) ten miles to Flint (which is the shire town of Flintshire), and surely war hath made it miserable; the sometimes famous castle there, in which Richard the Second of that name, king of England, was surprised by Henry of Bullinbrook, is now almost buried in its own ruins, and the town is so spoiled, that it may truely be said of it, that they never had any market (in the memory of man). They have no sadler, taylor, weaver, brewer, baker, botcher, or button maker; they have not so much as a signe of an alehouse, so that I was doubtfull of a lodging, but (by good hap) I hapned into the house of one Mr. Edward Griffith, where I had good meat and lodging for me and my dumb Dun beast, for very reasonable consideration, and this (me thinks) is a pitifull discription of a shire town.


Saturday, the last of July, I left Flint, and went three miles to Holy-well, of which place I must speak somewhat materially. About the length of a furlong, down a very steep hill, is a well (full of wonder and admiration); it comes from a spring not far from Rudland castle; it is and hath been many hundred yeares knowne by the name of Holy-well, but it is more commonly and of most antiquity called Saint Winifrids well, in memory of the pious and chaste virgin Winifrid, who was there beheaded for refusing to yield her chastity to the furious lust of a pagan prince: in that very place where her bloud was shed, this spring sprang up; from it doth issue so forcible a stream, that within a hundred yards of it, it drives certain mils, and some do say that nine corn mils and fulling mils are driven with the stream of that spring. It hath a fair chappell erected over it, called Saint Winifrids chappell, which is now much defaced by the injury of these late wars. The well is compassed about with a fine wall of free-stone; the wall hath eight angles or corners, and at every angle is a fair stone piller, whereon the west end of the chappell is supported. In two severall places of the wall there are neat stone staires to go into the water that comes from the well, for it is to be noted that the well it selfe doth continually work and bubble with extream violence, like a boiling cauldron or furnace, and within the wall, or into the well very few do enter. The water is christalline, sweet and medicinable; it is frequented daily by many people of rich and poore, of all diseases, amongst which great store of folkes are cured, divers are eased, but none made the worse. The hill descending is plentifully furnished (on both sides of the way) with beggers of all ages, sexes, conditions, sorts and sizes; many of them are impotent, but all are impudent, and richly embrodered all over with such hexameter poudred ernins (or vermin) as are called lice in England.


Monday, the second of August, when the day begun, I mounted my dun, having hired a little boy (to direct me in the way) that could speak no English, and for lack of an interpreter, we travelled speachless eight miles, to Rudland, where is an old ruined winde and war-shaken castle; from that town, after my horse and the boy, and my selfe had dined with hay, oats, and barrow causs, we hors’t and footed it twelve miles further, to a fine strong walled towne, named Aberconwy; there I lodged at the house of one Mr. Spencer (an English man) ; he is a post-master there, and there my entertainement was good, and my reckoning reasonable. There is a good defensive castle which I would have seen, but because there was a garrison, I was loath to give occasion of offence, or be much inquisitive.


The next day, when the clock strok two and foure,


I mounted Dun, Dun mounted Penmen Mawre;


And if I do not take my aime amisse,


That lofty mountain seems the skies to kisse:


But there are other hils accounted higher,


Whose lofty tops I had no mind t’ aspire:


As Snowdon, and the tall Plinnillimon,


Which I no stomack had to tread upon.


Merioneth mountains, and shire Cardigan


To travell over, will tire horse and man:


I, to Bewmaris came that day and din’d,


Where I the good lord Buckley thought to find:


But he to speak with me had no intent,


Dry I came into’s house, dry out I went.


I left Bewmaris, and to Bangor trae’d it,


Ther’s a brave church, but time and war defae’d it:


For love and mony I was welcome thither,


Tis merry meeting when they come together.


Thus having travelled from Aberconwy to Beumorris and to Bangor, Tuesday 3. August, which in all they are pleased to call 14 miles, but most of the Welsh miles are large London measure, not any one of them but hath a hand bredth or small cantle at each end, by which means, what they want in broadness, they have it in length; besides the ascending and descending almost impassable mountains, and the break-neck stony ways, doth make such travellers as my selfe judge that they were no misers in measuring their miles; besides, the land is courser then it is in most parts about London, which makes them to afford the larger measure: for course broad-cloath is not at the rate of velvet or satten.


Wednesday the 4. of August, I rode 8 miles from Bangor to Carnarvon, where I thought to have seen a town and a castle, or a castle and a town; but I saw both to be one, and one to be both; for indeed a man can hardly divide them in judgement or apprehension; and I have seen many gallant fabricks and fortifications, but for compactness and compleatness of Caernarvon I never yet saw a parallel. And it is by art and nature so sited and seated, that it stands impregnable; and if it be well mand, victualled and ammunitioned, it is invincible, except fraud or famine do assault, or conspire against it.


I was 5. hours in Caernarvon, and when I thought that I had taken my leave for ever of it, then was I meerly deceived; for when I was a mile on my way, a trooper came galloping after me, and enforced me back to be examined by Colonell Thomas Mason (the governour there), who, after a few words, when hee heard my name and knew my occasions, he used me so respectively and bountifully, that (at his charge) I stayd all night, and by the means of him, and one Mr. Lloyd (a justice of peace there), I was furnished with a guide, and something else to beare charges for one weeks travaile; for which curtesies, if I were not thankfull, I were worth the hanging for being ingratefull.


The 5. of August I went 12 miles to a place called Climenie, where the noble Sire John Owen did, with liberall welcome, entertain me.


The 6. day I rode to a town called Harleck, which stands on a high barren mountaine, very uneasie for the ascending into, by reason of the steep and uneeven stony way; this town had neither hay, grass, oats, or any relief for a horse: there stands a strong castle, but the town is all spoild, and almost inhabitable by the late lamentable troubles.


So I left that towne (for fear of starving my horse) and came to a place called Bermoth (12. miles that day, as narrow as 20.) That place was so plentifully furnished with want of provision, that it was able to famish 100. men and horses: I procured a brace of boyes to goe two miles to cut grasse for my dun, for which I gave them two groats; for my selfe and guide, I purchased a hen boyld with bacon, as yellow as the cowslip, or gold noble. My course lodging there was at the homely house of one John Thomson, a Lancashire English man.


Saturday the 7. of August, I horst, footed (and crawling upon all 4.) 10. slender miles to Aberdovy, which was the last lodging that I had in Merionethshire, where was the best entertainement for men, but almost as bad as the worst for horses in all Merionethshire.


August 9. I gat into Cardiganshire, to a miserable market town called Aberistwith, where before the late troubles there stood a strong castle, which being blown up, fell down, and many fair houses (with a defensible thick wall about the town) are transformed into confused heaps of unnecessary rubbidge: within foure miles of this town are the silver mines, which were honourable and profitable, as long as my good friend Thomas Bushell, Esquire, had the managing of them, who was most industrious in the work, and withall by his noble demeanour and affable deportment deservedly gain’d the generall love and affection of all the countrey of all degrees of people: but since he hath left that important imployment, the mines are neglected.


From Aberistwith, I went to the house of Sir Richard Price, knight and baronet, where my entertainment was freely welcome, with some expression of further curtesies at my departure, for which I humbly thank the noble knight, not forgetting my gratefull remembrance to Mr. Thomas Evans there: that whole dayes journey being 9. miles.


Tuesday the 10. of August, having hired a guide, for I that knew neither the intricate wayes, nor could speake any of the language, was necessitated to have guides from place to place, and it being harvest time, I was forced to pay exceeding deare for guiding; so that some dayes I payd 2s., sometimes 3, besides bearing their charges of meat and drinke and lodging; for it is to bee understood that those kind of labouring people had rather reap hard all the day for six pence, then to go ten or twelve miles easily on foot for two shillings. That day, after sixteen miles travell, I came to the house of an ancient worthy and hospitable gentleman, named sure Walter Lloyd; he was noble in bountifull house-keeping, and in his generositie caused his horse to be saddled, and the next day hee rode three miles to Conway, and shewed me the way to Caermarden, which they do call 18 small miles, but I had rather ride 30 of such miles as are in many parts of England; the way continually hilly, or mountainous and stony, insomuch that I was forced to alight and walke 30 times, and when the sun was near setting, I having foure long miles to go, and knew no part of the way, was resolved to take my lodging in a reeke of oats in the field ; to which purpose, as I rode out of the stony way towards my field chamber, my horse and I found a softer bed, for we were both in a bog or quagmire, and at that time I had much ado to draw myselfe out of the dirt, or my poore weary Dun out of the mire.


I being in this hard strait, having night (of Gods sending) owl-light to guide me, no tongue to aske a question, the way unknown, or uneven, I held it my best course to grope in the hard stony way againe, which having found (after a quarter of an houres melancholy paces), a horsman of Wales, that could speak English, overtook me and brought me to Caermarden, where I found good and free entertainment at the house of one Mistris Oakley.


Caermarden, the shire town Caermardenshire, is a good large town, with a defencible strong castle, and a reasonable haven for small barks and boats, which formerly was for the use of good ships, but now it is much impedimented with shelvs, sands, and other annoyances; it is said that Merlyn the prophet was born there; it is one of the plentifullest townes that ever I set my foot in, for very fair egs are cheaper then small pears; for, as near as I can remember, I will set down at what rate victuals was there.


Butter, as good as the world affords, two pence halfepenny, or three pence the pound.


A salmon, two foot and a halfe long, twelve pence.


Biefe, three half pence the pound.


Oysters, a penny the hundred.


Egs, twelve for a penny.


Peares, six for a penny.






And all manner of fish and flesh at such low prices, that a little money will buy much, for there is nothing scarce, dear, or hard to come by, but tobacco pipes.


My humble thanks to the governour there, to William Guinn of Talliaris, Esquire; to Sure Henry Vaughan; and to all the rest, with the good woman mine hostess.


Concerning Pembrookshire, the people do speak English in it almost generally, and therefore they call it little England beyond Wales, it being the furthest south and west county in the whole principality. The shire town, Pembrook, hath been in better estate, for as it is now, some houses down, some standing, and many without inhabitants; the castle there hath been strong, large, stately, and impregnable, able to hold out any enemy, except hunger, it being founded upon a lofty rock, gives a brave prospect a far off. Tenby towne and castle being somewhat near, or eight miles from it, seems to be more usefull and considerable. My thanks to Mistris Powell at the Hart there.


Tenby hath a good castle and a haven, but in respect of Milford Haven, all the havens under the heavens are inconsiderable, for it is of such length, bredth, and depth, that 1000 ships may ride safely in it in all weathers, and by reason of the hills that do inclose it, and the windings and turnings of the haven, from one poynt of land to another, it is conjectured that 1500 ships may ride there, and not scarce one of them can see another. The haven hath in it 16 creekes, 5 bayes, and 13 rodes, of large capacity, and all these are known by severall names.


The goodly church of St. Davids hath beene forced lately to put off the dull and heavy coat of peacefull lead, which was metamorphosed into warlike bullets. In that church lies interred Edmund earle of Richmond, father to King Henry the seventh, for whose sake his grandson (K. Henry the eight) did spare it from defacing, when hee spared not much that belonged to the church.


Thus having gone and riden many miles, with two many turning and winding mountains, stony turning waies, forward, backward, sidewaies, circular and semicircular, upon the 17. of August I rode to the house of the right honourable Richard Vaughan, earle of Karbery, at a place called Golden Grove; and surely that house, with the faire fields, woods, walks, and pleasant scituation, may not onely be rightly called the Golden Grove, but it may without fiction be justly stiled the Cambrian Paradise, and Elizium of Wales; but that which grac’d it totally, was the nobleness, and affable presence and deportment of the earle, with his faire and vertuous new married countess, the beautiful lady Alice, or Alicia, daughter to the right honourable the late earle of Bridgwater, deceased: I humbly thank them both, for they were pleased to honour me so much, that I supp’d with them, at which time a gentleman came in, who being sate, did relate a strange discourse of a violent rain which fell on the mountains in part of Radnorshire and into Glamorganshire; the story was, as near as I can remember, as followeth.


That on Saturday the 17. of July last, 1652, there fell a sudden showre of rain in the counties aforesaid, as if an ocean had flowed from the clouds to overwhelm and drown the mountains: it poured down with such violent impetuositie, that it tumbled down divers houses of stone that stood in the way of it; it drowned many cattell and sheep, bore all before it as it ran, therefore a poore man with his son and daughter forsook their house, and the father and son climed up into a tree for their safety; in the mean time the merciless waters took hold of the poore maid, and almost furiously bare her away down between two mountains, rolling and hurling her against many great stones, till at last it threw her near the side of the stream, and her hair and hair-lace being loose, it catched hold of a stump of an old thorn bush, by which means she was stayed, being almost dead; but as she lay in this misery, she saw a sad and lamentable sight, for the water had fiercely unrooted the tree, and bore it down the stream, with her father and brother, who were both unfortunately drowned: the maid, as I was certified, is like to live and recover.


My humble thanks to the good yong hopefull lord Vaughan, and to all the rest of the noble olive branches of that most worthy tree of honour, their father, not omitting or yet forgetting my gratitude to Mr. Steward there, with all the rest of the gentlemen and servants attendant, with my love to Mr. Thomas Ryve, unknown, and so Golden Grove farewell.


The 18. of August, I hired a guide who brought me to Swansey (sixteen well stretch’d Welch mountainous miles), where I was cordially welcome to an ancient worthy gentleman, Walter Thomas, esquire, for whose love and lebirality I am much obliged to him and the good gentlewoman his wife; he staid me till the next day after diner, and then sent his man with me a mile to his sons house, named William Thomas, esquire: there, as soon as I had rewarded my guide he slip’d from me, leaving me to the mercy of the house, where I found neither mercy nor manners, for the good gentleman and his wife were both rode from home; and though there were people old enough, and big enough, yet there was not one kind enough or good enough to do me the least kind of courtesie or friendship; they did not so much as bid me come into the house, or offer me a cup of drink; they all scornfully wondred at me, like so many buzzards and woodcocks about an owle: there was a shotten, thin scul’d, shallow brain’d, simpleton fellow, that answered me, that he was a stranger there, but I believed him not, by reason of his familiarity with the rest of the folks; there was also a single soal’d gentlewoman, of the last edition, who would vouchsafe me not one poor glance of her eye beams, to whom I said as followeth :—




Fair gentlewoman, I was sent hither by the father of the gentleman of this house, to whom I have a letter from a gentleman of his familiar acquaintance; I am sure that the owner of this place is famed and reported to be a man endowed with all affability and courtesie to strangers, as is every way accomodating to a gentleman of worth and quality; and that if I were but a meer stranger to him, yet his generosity would not suffer me to be harbourless, but by reason of his fathers sending his servant with, and a friends letter, I sayd that if Mr. Thomas had been at home I should be better entertained.



To which Mrs. Fumpkins, looking scornfully ascue over her shoulders, answered me with, It may be so. Then, most uncourteous mistress, quoth I, I doubt I must bee necessitated to take up my lodging in the field: to which the said ungentle gentlewoman (with her posteriors, or butt end, towards me) gave me a finall answer, that I might if I would.


Whereupon I was enraged, and mounted my dun; and in a friendly maner I tooke my leave, saying, that I would wander further and try my fortune, and that if my stay at that house, that night, would save either Mr. Shallow-pate or Mrs. Jullock from hanging, that I would rather lie, and venture all hazards that are incident to hors, man, or traveller, then to be beholding to such unmanerly mungrils.


Thus desperately I shaked them off, that would not take me on; and riding I knew not whither, with a wide wild heath under me, and a wider firmament above me, I roade at adventure, betwixt light and darkness, about a mile, when luckily a gentleman overtook mee, and after a little talk of my distresse and travail, he bad me be of good chear, for he would bring me to a lodging and entertainment; in which promise he was better than his word, for he brought me to a pretty market town called Neath, where he spent his money upon me; for which kindness I thank him. But one doctour (as they call him) Rioc Jones (or doctor Merriman) came and supt with mee, and very kindly payd all the reckoning. That dayes journey being but six miles sterling.



The 19. of August I hired a guide for 3s. (16 miles) to a place called Penline, where sometime stood a strong castle, which is now ruined; adjoining to it, or in the place of it, is a fair house, belonging to Anthony Tuberville, esquire, where, although the gentleman was from home, the good gentlewoman his wife did with hospitable and noble kindnesse bid me welcome.



Fryday, the 20. of August, I rode a mile to an ancient town, named Coobridge, from whence I scrambled two miles further to Llanstrithyott, where the noble gentleman Sure John Awbrey, with his vertuous lady, kept me three dayes; in the mean space I rode two miles to the house of the ancient and honorable knight Sir Thomas Lewis, at Penmark, to whom and his good lady I humbly dedicate my gratitude. The same day, after dinner, I returned back to Llanstrithyott, which was to me a second Golden Grove, or Welch paradice, for building, scituation, wholsome ayre, pleasure, and plenty : for my free entertainment there, with the noble expression of the gentlemans bounty at my departure, I heartily do wish to him and his, with all the rest of my honorable and noble, worshipfull and friendly benefactors, true peace and happinesse, internall, externall, and eternall.


Monday, the 23. of August, I rode eight miles to the good town of Cardiffe, where I was welcome to Mr. Aaron Price, the town clark there, with whom I dined, at his cost and my perrill: after dinner he directed me two miles further, to a place called Llanrumney, where a right true bred generous gentleman, Thomas Morgan, esquire, gave me such loving and liberall entertainment, for which I cannot be so thankfull as the merit of it requires.


Tuesday, being both Saint Bartholomews day, my birthday, the 24. of the month, and the very next day before Wednesday, I arose betimes, and travelled to a town called Newport, and from thence to Carbean, and lastly to Uske, in all 15 well measur’d Welsh Monmouthshire miles: at Uske I lodg’d at an inn, the house of one Master Powell.


The 25. of August I rode but 12 miles; by an unlook’d for accident, I found Bartholomew Fair at Monmouth, a hundred miles from Smithfield; there I stayed two nights upon the large reckoning of nothing to pay, for which I humbly thank my hospitable host and hostess, Master Reignald Rowse and his good wife.


Monmouth, the shire town of Monmouthshire, was the last Welsh ground that I left behind me. August 27. I came to Glocester, where, though I was born there, very few did know me… Of all the places in England and Wales, that I have travelled to, this village of Barnsley [in Gloucestershire] doth most strictly observe the Lords day, or Sunday.


[…]


There is no such zeale in many places and parishes in Wales; for they have neither service, prayer, sermon, minister, or preacher, nor any church door opened at all, so that people do exercise and edifie in the church yard, at the lawfull and laudable games of trap, catt, stool-ball, racket, etc., on Sundayes.


[…]



Those that are desirous to know more of Wales, let them either travell for it as I have done, or read Mr. Camdens Britania, or Mr. Speeds laborious History, and the geographicall maps and descriptions will give them more ample or contenting satisfaction.



John Taylor,


A Short Relation Of A Long Journey Made Round or Ovall By Encompassing the Principalitie of Wales Through Wales, 1653


John Taylor ‘the water-poet’, was born in Gloucester in 1578, moved to London as a bound apprentice to a waterman, and was afterwards for many years a servant in the Tower. In 1612, he started writing ‘doggerel poems’. A six hundred mile ‘painfull circuit’ of Wales and and the Marches carried out between 13th July and 7th September 1652 was written up and published in March 1653. He died in Phoenix Alley later that year. Many of his journeys were funded by issuing “bills” inviting subscribers to pay his travel costs in return for an account of the journey on his return. James O. Halliwell republished this account in 1859 in an edition of 26 copies. Taylor entered Wales in the second quarter of his journey, offering a brief insight into the country as it recovered from the English Civil War.







“The Vulgar here are most miserable and low”







Thomas Dineley accompanied the eighth Duke of Beaufort to write an “account of the Progress, and magnificent reception and hearty welcome which awaited his Grace at the various places through which he passed.”




“Margham is a very noble Seat…it appears by some noble ruines about it to have been form’d out of an ancient Religious House; the modern additions are very stately, of which the Stables are of free-stone, with fair standings capable of . . . horses, the roof being ceiled, and adorned with cornishes and fretwork of goodly artifice. … The ancient Gate-house before the Court of the house remains unaltered because of an old Prophesie among the Bards thus concerning it and this family; viz. That as soon as this Porch or Gate-house shall be pulled down this family shall decline and go to decay; ideo quaere.




Haverford West Is called in Welsh Hulforth … Dyvet, or West Wales, where better English is spoke than Welsh, though anciently were here a Colony of Flemings…and they are a sort of people of Industry, exceeding their neighbours, improving of their lands lime, and Tennants renting greater parcells than usuall in the other parts of Wales, viz. from £10 to £60 a-yeer.




[Lhanddhewibrevi] This is a fair Church in Cardiganshire named Llandewy brevy, the Etimology whereof in English is Church David bellowing from a very large Ox, one of them which drew the stones for the building thereof, which had so large an head that the Pith of one of its Horns would equall in bigness a middle-siz’d man’s thigh, thence its addition bellowing is said to be derived.



This Pith I saw; it is kept in a Chest in the high Chancel to shew strangers. This hath been view’d also by several Persons of quality and Judges going this Circuit, as Sir Francis Manley, &c., as the Inhabitants here relate. As for the Church, it has no other manner of Antiquity but itself, and an od kind of a long marble stone erect att the entrance into the great west door, marked A, which they would fain perswade you has carried some Inscription, but I can discern no footsteps thereof. It appears to me as if it has been pick’t with a pickax to create a fallacy, rather than ever to have born any character.



[Cardigan] The Vulgar here are most miserable and low, as the rich are happy and high, both to an extream. The Poorer sort for bread eat Oaten cakes and drink small beer made of Oaten Malt; some drink onely water for necessity. Those of Estates have their Tables well spread; French Wines (Clarets especially) plenty and good, at the rate of five pounds per hogshead, as I was inform’d. They have choice Wine also of their own growth off the mountains, which the Welsh Gentlewomen make of Resberryes and which abound in these parts. But as Usquebauh in Ireland, so the celebrated liquor here is Punch, which they make to a Miracle.




Bala, exhibited on the other side, is where the River Dee issueth out of Lhintegid or Pimble-meare, in the County of Merioneth, neer this Town; and the foot of the Bridge there, […] were the Foot of this County is drawn up, giving his Grace severall Volleyes in his passage. The great Lake there, called Lhyn Tegyd.



Thomas Dineley,


An Account of the Progress of His Grace Henry the First Duke of Beaufort Through Wales, 1684


Edited from the Original MS in the possession of His Grace the Eighth Duke of Beaufort by Charles Baker, Strangeways & Walden, London 1864


The Duke (Henry Somerset, 1629-1700) was appointed President of the Council for the Marches of Wales, which comprised of the “great officers of state, and other noblemen, bishops, and gentry possessing local influence and importance.” Its ostensible purpose was to keep the peace by acting as a higher court for all applicable disputes and cases of particularly lawless behaviour. In reality, it was concerned with gathering support for the Tory Party amongst the gentry and commoners, and for allowing James, Duke of York to succeed to the throne. By making his stays brief, he redoubled the loyalty of his hosts, as their expenses were that much smaller. Dineley used the formalities as an excuse to visit local buildings and record their inscriptions.


The great majority of the MS is a description of local militia, market days, church inscriptions, genealogy, history and loyal receptions with bells ringing, hat doffing, wine proffering and soldiery paraded.







“The Air is sharp and piercing”







James Brome was taken aback to discover echoes of the Old Faith at St Winifred’s well, where people mumbled over their beads in a manner this low churchman could not countenance.



[From the first journey]




Having spent some time in Hereford, and being now upon the Borders of Wales, we resolved to make a visit to some parts of that Country: To this purpose we Travelled into Monmouthshire, in some places very Fruitful, and in others as Barren, through Nature supplies those Defects, by giving the Inhabitants great plenty of Iron, which provides to them a very advantageous Commodity.




We found the ways near Monmouth very hard and rugged, and that Town to be environ’d with Hills on all sides, the Ruins of its Wall and Castle argue its great Antiquity, it hath a fair Church and Market-place, with a Hall for the Assizes and Sessions; ‘tis govern’d by a Mayor, Recorder, and Aldermen, and the Inhabitants do generally speak both the Welsh and English Tongue: They told us there of great Immunities and Privileges granted to them by the House of Lancaster; but for nothing is it so much Renown’d, as itt that it was the Native place, of Henry V. that dreadful Scourge of the French, and glorious Pillar of the English Nation.



[…]



After we were past this Town, we found the Ways still more troublesom and uneasie, and were entertained with no other Objects, but what the stony Rocks, and dangerous Cliffs, the towring Mountains, and craggy Precipices, did afford us, being covered with Flocks of Sheep, or Herds of Goats, or Multitudes of Oxen, which they call Runts. The Rusticks will tell you, that upon the Black Mountain, or near it, are some Hills which are so high, and whose Tops are so sharp, that two Persons may stand upon two different Point thereof, and discourse with one another, and understand one onother with great Facility, although they must be forced to traverse a long Circuit of Ground before they can meet to embrace each other; But though I will not answer for the Truth of this Story, sure I am, that there are many of those Mountains of so unconceivable a Height, and so steep an Ascent, that they seem to be, as It were, Nature’s Stair-Cases, by which we may climb up to some higher Regions, and have an Entercourse and Correspondence with the Inhabitants of the Moon, or converse more frequently and familiarly with the Aereal Daemons.




Having, with much difficulty, scrambled over some of these Mountaias, we arrived at a Town in the furthermost part of this County, which is called Chepstow, which signifies in the Saxon Language, a Market, or place of Trade; this Town hath formerly been Fortified with Walls, though more naturally with Rocks, with which it is environ’d on all sides. It is still remarkable for its Castle built, as some affirm, by Julius Caesar, after he had conquer’d Britain, which is strong, and generally well guarded with a convenient Garrison: ‘Tis seated upon the Wye, with a strong wooden Bridge over it near its fall into the Severn. The Water flows here 11 or 12Ells high at every Tide, as likewise at Bristol, and extraordinary proportion in comparison of most places besides on the English Shore.



[…]



Near to this Town is a Dike, called in Welsh, Clauda Offa, i.e. Offa’s. Dike, made by Offa the puissant King of the Mercians, which beginning at the Influx of the Wye into the Severn, extendeth 84 or 90 Miles in length, even as far as Chester, where the Dee is mingled with the Sea.



[ …]



Whilst we were in these parts, we made the best Enquiries after South-Wales, which we had not then an opportunity to travel over, and from some of the Natives, who were very Communicative, and ready to make what discoveries they could of the Rarities of their own Country, we made a shift to Collect this short Account.




Brecknockshire is one of the most Mountainous of all Wales, but between its Mountains there are many fruitful Vallies; it has four Market Towns, amongst which Brecknock is the chief; Three Miles from which is a Hill, called Mounth-Denny.




[…] 





Two Miles East from the same place is a Mere called Lynsavathan, which (as the People dwelling there say) was once a City, but was swallowed by an Earthquake, and this Water, or Lake, succeeded in the place: They Report likewise, that after a long Frost, when the Ice of this Lake breaks, it makes a fearful Noise like Thunder, possibly, because the Lake is encompass’d with high steep Hills, which pen in the Sound, and multiply it, or else the Ground may be hollow underneath, or near the Lake.




Through this Lake runs a River called Levenny, without mixtures of its Waters, as may be perceived both by the Colour of the Water, and also by the quantity of it, because it is no greater afterward than when it entred the Lake.




Cadier Arthur, or Arthur’s Chair, is a Hill so called on the Southside of this County, from the Tops resembling the form of a Chair, proportionate to the Dimensions of that great and mighty Person, upon the Top whereof riseth a Spring as deep as a Well, four-square, having no Streams issuing from it, and yet there are plenty of Trouts to be found therein.




Radnorshire, in the East and South parts thereof is more fruitful than the rest, but is uneven and rough with Mountains, yet it is well stored with Woods, watered with running Rivers, and in some places with standing Pools; the Air is cold and sharp, because the Snow continues long unmelted under the shady Hills, and hanging Rocks, whereof there are many.



[…]



Glamorganshire hath a temperate Air, and is generally the most pleasant part of all South-Wales. It is replenished with divers convenient Towns, amongst which Cardiff, which stands near the Sea, where Robert the Eldest Son of William the Conrqueror, died after a long Imprisonment, is reputed the most Eminent, a Mile above which stands also on the River Taff Landaff, one of the four Episcopal Sees of Wales; ‘Tis one of the most ancient Sees either in England or Wales, claiming a direct Succession from the Arch Bishops of Caerleon upon the River Uske in Monmouthshire, where formerly was placed an ancient School of Learning for the Britains, by the Roman Powers … It is adorn’d with a Cathedral consecrated to St. Teliawe, who was Bishop here, which Church Germanus and Lupus, French Bishops, then Erected when they had suppressed the Pelagian Heresie, preferring Dubritius, a very devout Person, to this Bishoprick, unto whom Meurick a British Lord, gave all the Lands which lie betwixt the two Rivers Taff and Elri.



[…]



Clement Alexandrinus saith, That in Britain is a Cave under the bottom of a Hill, and on the top of it a gaping Chink, where when the Wind is gathered into that Hole, and toss’d to and fro in the Womb of it, there is heard, as it were, a Musical sound like that of Cymbals: It is not unlikely that he might point at the Cave at Aberbarry in this Shire, the Story agreeing very near with the Quality of this Cave: It is mention’d by my Lord Bacon, in his History of Winds, to this effect, That in a certain Rocky Cliff, in which there are Holes, if a Man lay his Ears to them, he shall hear divers Noises, and rumbling of Winds; now these Noises Cambden saith, are as well as be heard at the lowest Ebb, as the highest Flood.




Caermarthenshire, though a most Hilly Country yet hath a wholsom Air, and though the Soil be not very fruitful in Corn, ‘tis well stored with Cattle, and, in some places, yields good Pit Coal for Fuel, and the best Lead. On the South side the Ocean hath, with so great violence, encroach’d upon the Land, that the Country seems to have shrunk back in a fright, and withdrawn it self more inwardly for Security.




Caermarthen, the chief place of it, being a pretty distance from the Sea, is situated between pleasant Meadows and Woods: The Residence kept here by the Princes of South-Wales, made it anciently very Eminent, and it became a Prey to the Normans in the Reign of William the Conqueror.




Near Carreg Castle are many Caves of great wideness within the Ground, now covered all over green-Sword and Turf, wherein ‘tis probable, the Multitude, unable to bear Arms, when the Normans made their first Incursions into these parts, hid themselves during the heat of the War; where also is a Well that, like the Sea, Ebbs and Flows twice in 24 hours.




That Cardiganshire being a Hilly Maritime Country, was not formerly planted, or garnished with Cities, may be gathered from that Speech of their Prince Caratacus, who being taken Prisoner by the Romans, and carried to Rome; when he had throughly viewed the Magnificence of that City, What mean you, saith he, when you have such stately Buildings of your own, to covet such poor and, mean Cottages as ours are?




Its chief Town is Cardigan, pleasantly seated upon the Tivy near its fall into the Sea, which River parts this County from Pembrokeshire; and over it here is a Stone-Bridge, supported by several Arches.




Pembrokeshire hath a good temperate Air, considering it lies so near to Ireland; the Inhabitants are now many of then Dutch Men, and formerly, as it appears from Giraldus Cambrensis, they were like the Romans of old, very skilful in Soothsaying, by looking narrowly into the Entrails of Beasts, and by their Manners and Language are so near a-kin to the English, that upon this Account this Country is call’d Little England beyond Wales.




[…]





About Kilgarran are abundance of Salmons taken, and there is a place called the Salmons- Leap, as there is also in other Rivers, probably for this Reason, the Salmon coveteth to get into fresh Water Rivers to Spawn, and when he comes to places where the Water falls down right, almost Perpendicular, as some such like places there be, he useth this Policy; he bends himself backwards, and takes his Tail in his Mouth, and with all his force unloosing his Circle, on a sudden with a smart Let-go he mounts up before the fall of the Stream; and therefore these downright-falls, or little Cataracts, are call’d the Salmons Leap. 





In this County is St. David’s, now only a Bishop’s, though formerly an Archbishop’s See.



[…]



‘Tis reported by some Historians, That while David, Bishop of this See, who was a very sharp Stickler against the Pelagian Heresie, was one day very zealously disputing against those erroneous Tenents, the Earth, whereon he then stood arguing, rose up by a Miracle to a certain height under his Feet, and a white dove descending, as is supposed, from Heaven, sat all the while he preached upon his right shoulder.




[From the Third Journey]




When we left this City [Chester] we took the Opportunity of the Sands, and passed with a Guide over the Washes into Flintshire in North-Wales, where Flint Castle saluted us upon our first Arrival. This Castle was begun by King Henry the Second, and finished by Edward the First, where King Richard the Second was deposed, and King Edward the Second met his great Favourite Gaveston at his Return out of Ireland. 





The Air is healthy, without any Fogs or Vapours, and the People generally very aged and hearty; the Snow lyes long upon the Hills; the Country affords great Plenty of Cattle, but they are small: Mill-stones are also digged up in these Parts as well as in Anglesey: Towards the River Dee the Fields bear in some Parts Barley, in others Wheat, but generally throughout Rye, with very great Encrease, and especially the first Year of their breaking up their Land, and afterwards Two or Three Crops together of Oats.




Upon the River Cluyd is situated St. Asaph, (anciently Elwy) a Town of greater Antiquity than Beauty, and more Honourable for a Bishop’s See, placed here about 560 by Kentigerne, a Scot, Bishop of Glascow, than for anything else contained therein, by whom the Cathedral was Built on the Elwy. whence the Town is called Land-Elwy by the Welsh, and the Bishop Elwensis in the Ancient Latin: After that he returned into Scotland he deputed Asaph, a Religious and Devout Man to succeed him in the Bishoprick, from whom the Place received its Denomination.




But most remarkable is this County for a little Village called Holy-Well, so Famous for the strange Cures which have been wrought (as is supposed ) by the Virtue and Intercession of St. Winifrid, who is the grand Patroness thereof: The Water hereof is extream Cold, and hath so great a Stream that flows from it that it is presently able to drive aMill; the Stones which are at the bottom being’ of a Sanguine Colour, are believed to have received that Rubicund Tincture from the Drops of Blood which trickled down this Holy Virgin’s Body, when she was here Beheaded by the Bloody Tyrant that would have Ravished her; and the Moss which grows upon the Sides, and bears a very Fragrant Smell, is averred to have been the Product of her Hair; tho’ I find by some we brought away with us that in Process of Time it loseth all its sweetness. Over the Well stands a Chapel, Dedicated to her, Built of Stone after a Curious Manner, to which formerly was much Resorting by Pilgrims, who came hither out of a Blind Devotion; and the generality of the Commonalty hereabouts, who are too much addicted to Popish Superstition, are so extreamly Credulous to believe the Legend of this Martyrd Virgin, and the great Miracle that was wrought by St. Benno, who restored her to Life again, as they say, by clapping on her Head immediately after it was cut off upon her Shoulders, that we happening to smile at this Fabulous Relation, which we had from an Old Romish Zealot, who gave his Attendance, it seeming indeed as ridiculous to us as the Story of Gartgantua, or the Wandring Jew, he presently observed us, and replied, That he supposed we e’er long would not believe the very Scriptures to be true; as if the Holy and Undoubted Oracles of God had now no more Certain and Infallible Grounds of Veracity to enforce an Assent to the Credibility thereof, than such Idle and Extravagant Fables as these, which have only been the Chymical Extracts of some Enthusiastick hot-brained Monks, dress’d up finely with some outward Shews of Probability to Cheat the Vulgar into a Belief hereof.




At this Place we met divers Persons of as different Qualities as Designs; some came hither for the good of their Bodies, and others, as they hoped for, the Benefit of their Souls; some we saw kneeling about the Well, mumbling, over their Beads with such profound Murmurs as the Conjurers did of Old, who used to invocate Old Hecate’s Assistance, and kissing the Stones on which they kneeled with as great Reverence as if the Sacred Feet of St. Winifrid, or the Pope’s Toe, had been there present before; others were crossing themselves from Head to Foot with the Holy Water in which they bathed, supposing it as effectual to drive away all Evil Spirits from their Bodies:, as the Spaniard did in Flanders, who seeing a Demoniack exorcised that looked earnestly upon him, a thing which he had never seen before, and being told that the Devil, when dispossessed of his former Hold, had a great mind to enter into his Posterities, leaps up immediately and clapp’d his Back-side into a Basin of Holy Water, by that Means hoping to keep it free from that Black intruding Inmate: Others were gathering up the bloody Stones, and picking up the sweet Moss from the sides of the Well, which Holy Relicks they resolved to treasure up as carefully as the Nuns in Britany did the Bones of Eleven Hundred Martyr’d Virgins. And in fine, others went in purely for their Pleasure and Diversion, to cleanse and purifie themselves from Bodily Pollutions, reserving their Souls for other kind of Lustrations, more suitable and congruous to their Divine Nature.




Amongst these Persons we passed away some Days, in which time, by conversing with the Welsh, we gathered up from them again an Account of some Curiosities in these Northern Counties, which we had not then time enough personally to survey, which I shall next decypher with as much brevity as I can.




Montgomeryshire is a mountainous Country, and yet very fruitful, because well irrigated, but nothing more observable than for its excellent Breed of Horses, which are of most excellent Shapes, strong Limbs, and very swift.




The Hill Plim-limmon raiseth it self up to a wonderful Height, and on that part where it boundeth on this Shire it poureth forth the Severne, the greatest River in Britain next the Thames; as likewise in the other Parts of it riseth the River Wye, and the River Rideal. 





Upon Cerdon-Hill are placed certain Stones in a round Circle like a Coronet, in all Probability to commemorate some notable Victory.




Merionethshire may have a wholesome Air, but is very Barren, and exceeding full of spir’d Hills, and good for little but Cattle: It was not conquered by the English till the Reign of Edward the first, A.D. 1283. And in the Reign of Henry the IVth, Owen Glendower having drawn this and all Wales into a Combination against that Prince, endangered the Loss of the whole, but that he had to do with too Martial a Prince.




Near Bala is a great Pool of Water, that drowns at least 200 Acres of Ground, whose Nature is such, as they say, that the High-land Floods cannot make this Pool swell bigger, tho’ never so great; but if the Air be troubled with violent Tempests of Wind, it riseth above the Banks; the River Dee runneth into this Pool with a swift Stream, and glides through it without Mixture of Water; for in this Pool is bred the Fish called Gulmad, which is never seen in the Dee; and in Dee Salmons are taken, which are never found in the Pool. Upon the Sea Coasts of this County great Store of Herrings are taken at time of Year, and upon the West side of it the Sea beats so sore and hard, that it is thought it hath carried away part of it.




Anglesey is a considerable Island in the North-West Part of Wales, parted from the Continent by a narrow Arm of the Sea named the Menay: The Welsh call this Island Mon, or Tie-Mon, but since Edward the First conquered it from Llewellen, King or Prince of North-Wales, it got the Name of Anglesey, that is, the English Land. ‘Tis in Length about Twenty Miles, though in Breadth scarce Seventeen; and herein are frequently found and digged up in the Low Grounds Bodies of huge Trees with their Roots, and Fir Trees of a wonderful Bigness and Length, which Trees some believe were cut down by the Romans; so that it appears this Island was in Times past full of Woods and Timber, but instead thereof it yeildeth now Plenty of Corn, Sheep and Cattle; the Air is reasonably Healthful, save only a little Aguish at some Time, and in some Places, by reason of the Fogs that do arise from the Sea. It yeildeth also great Store of Milstones and Grindstones, and in some Places a Sort of Earth, of which they make Alum and Copperas; but more especially it affords such Plenty of Wheat, that it is deservedly entitled the Mother of Wales. 





In Caernarvanshire the Air is sharp and piercing, and in it are the highest Hills in Wales, for which Reason it is justly called the English Alps; onsome of which the Snow lyes long, and on others all the Year long hard crusted together.




In the Pool called Lin-paris, there is, as ‘tis reported, a kind of Fish called Torroch, having a red Belly, which is nowhere else to be seen but here: ‘Tis affirmed likewise, that on some of the high Hills of this Shire are Two Meers, one of which produceth Fish which have but one Eye, and in the other is a movable and floating Island, which as soon as any Person treads on it presently falls into a moving Posture.




Snowdown-Hills, although they have always Snow lying upon them, yet they are exceeding Rank with Grass, insomuch that they are become a Proverb amongst the Welshmen, that those Mountains will yield sufficient Pasture for all the Cattle in Wales: And ‘tis certain that there are Pools and standing Waters upon the top of these Mountains; and they are so coated with a snowy Crust that lyes on them, that if a Man doth but lightly set his Foot upon the top of them he shall perceive the Earth to stir for several Foot from him, which probably might Occasion the Story of the floating Island before mentioned.




Penmaen-Mour, i.e. the great stony Head, is an exceeding high and steep Rock, which hanging over the Sea when it is Flood, affordeth a very narrow Way for Passengers, having on the one side huge Stones over their Heads, as if they were ready to fall upon them, and on the other side the raging Ocean, lying of a wonderful depth under it; but after a Man hath passed over this, together with Penmean-Lychan, the less stony Head, he shall come to an open broad Plain, that reacheth as far as the River Conway, in which are bred a Sort of Shell-Fish, which being conceived of an Heavenly Dew, as is conjectured, bring forth Pearl.



[…]



In Denbighshire the Air is cold, but very wholesome, and the Snow lyes long upon the Hills, which resemble the Battlements of Walls, and upon the top of Moilenny-Hill, which is one of the largest in this Shire, is a Spring of clear Water.




In this County is Wrexham, a Market Town, distant about Fifteen Miles from Holy-Well, and much admired for the Steeple of its Collegiate Church, being a Curious Fabrick, contrived according to the most exact Draught and Model of Architecture, and nowhere to be parallelled in those Parts for Workmanship of which taking a transient View, we passed on again through Shrewsbury.



James Brome,


Travels over England, Scotland and Wales, 1694


James Brome (c. 1650-1719) was a clergyman and travel writer. This work was originally published in 1694 as ‘Mr Roger’s Three Years Travels over England and Wales’ and republished under Brome’s own name in 1700. This account is taken from the second edition of 1707. He observed in the preface that ‘it is very incongruous to pretend to be acquainted with other Countries, and to be Strangers to their Own, which is an Epitome of all other’.







“Several strange Apparitions”







Wales was a land of supernatural qualities to Nathaniel Crouch, perhaps due to an abundance of mead.


Remarkable Observations upon the most memorable Persons and Places in Wales. And an Account of several considerable Transactions and Passages that have happen’d for many hundred Years past. Together with the natural and artificial Rarities and Wonders in the several Counties of that Principality.



Yet South Wales, called by the Inhabitants Dehenbarth, or the right side, as being nearer the Sun, was the largest, most fruitful and rich, but more subject to the Invasions and Depredations of the English andFlemings, and therefore North Wales being secured by its Hills and Mountains was preferred before it, and retaineth more of the Purity of the Welsh Tongue. However this makes the Soil lean and hungry, but that is supplied by the large Quantity thereof, which occasioned this pleasant Passage: An English Gentleman in Discourse with a worshipful Knight of Wales boasting that he had in England so much Ground worth 40s an Acre, the Welsh Gentleman replied, You have ten Yards of Velvet, and I have two hundred Yards of Prize, I shall not exchange with you. 





There are likewise in Wales very pleasant Meadows water’d by fine Rivers; and as the sweetest Flesh is said to be near the Bones, so the moft delicious Valleys are interposed betwixt these Mountains. The Natives are generally healthy, strong, swift, and witty, which is imputed to the clear and wholesome Air of the Mountains, the cleanly and moderate Diet of the People, and the Hardship to which they are inur’d from their Childhood.



[…]



The Principality of Wales produceth Mines, and among others, Royal Mines ofSilver in Cardiganshire in the Mountains of Cosmelock, Tallabant, Gadarren, Bromgoid, Geginnon and Cummerrum. The Romans began to mine here, as appears by their Coins found in the trenches wherein they worked about twenty four fathom deep, and found Plenty of Lead, till the Waters drowned their Works. The Danet and Saxons work’d a hundred Fathom deep, and gain’d much Lead, till the Waters drowned their Works. Sir Tho. Smith discover’d Silver in Cosmelock in the latter end of Queen Elizabeth’s Reign. Which Design was prosecuted after his Death by Sir Hugh Middleton, coining the Silver, to his great Charge, at the Tower of London, as his Predecessor had done. Next Sir Francis Godolphin of Cormwal, and Tho. Bushel Esq; undertook it, having Power from King Charles I. to coin it at Aberruski in that County: Sir Francis dying, and Cosmelock being deserted, Mr. Bushel adventur’d on the other five Mountains, and at last these Mines yielded an hundred Pound a Week, and half so much more in Lead. The Silver was coin’d into Pence, Groats, Shillings and Half Crowns, and had the Ostrich Feathers, being the Arms of the Prince of Wales, stamp’d in them for distinction. They had an ingenious Invention to supply the Miners with fresh Air, which was done by two Men blowing Wind with a Pair of bellows on the Outside of the Entrance into a Pipe of lead, which was daily lengthen’d as the Mine grew larger, whereby the Candle in the Mine was daily kept burning, and the Diggers were constantly supplied with a Sufficiency of Breath. But the Civil Wars in 1642. discomposed all the Work. … As for manufactures, the British valuing themselves upon their Gentile Birth and Extraction, are better pleased in employing their Valour than Labour and therefore have but few Commodities, as Cottons and Frieze, of which King Henry V. when Prince of Wales having a Suit, and being check’d by a bold Courtier for wearing the same many weeks together, ‘I wish’, said he, ‘that the Cloth of my Country would last forever.’ Then they have Cheese very tender and palatable, the Pedigree whereof was by one arily derived:




Adam’s nawn Cusson was by her Birth 





Ap Curds, ap Milk, ap Cow, ap Grass, ap Earth. 





They have likewise Metheglin, first invented by Matthew Glin, their own Countrymen. It is compounded of Milk and Honey, and very wholesome. … It is like Mead, but much stronger. Queen Elizabeth, who by the Tuders was of Welsh Descent much loved this her native Liquor.




The Buildings of Wales are generally like those of the old Britons, neither large nor beautiful, the Italian Humour of Building not having affected (not to say Infected) the British Nation.



[…]



Anglesey, called by the Britains Tir Mon, or the land of Mon, in Latin Mona, and by the English Anglesey or the English Island, being separate from the Continent, and surrounded on all sides by the Irish Sea, save on the South, where it is joined by a small and narrow Streight of the River Menai, and almost square, containing twenty Miles from Beaumaris to Holy-Head East and West, and from Llanbaderick North to the point of Menai South, seventeen, in the whole Circuit about seventy Miles. The Air is generally healthy and the Soil seemingly barren, but really fruitful, affording Corn and Cattle sufficient both for the Natives and their Neighbours, therefore the Welsh Proverb, Mon Mam Cymbry, Anglesey is the Mother of Wales, because when other Countries fail, this plentifully feeds their markets, and is said to afford Corn enough to supply all Wales. This County produceth likewise the best Mill-stones to grind it; also Alom and Copperas: And in divers Places in the low Fields and champaigne Grounds, there are several Trees, digged up, black within like Ebony, and are used by Carvers for inlaying Cupboards; yea, Haslenets are found under Ground with sound Kernels in them. It is hard to resolve how they came hither. Some imagine the Romans cut them down as being Coverts for their Enemies. Others think they fell of themselves, and with their own Weight were buried in those marshy Places, and that, the clammy bituminous Substance which is found about them, keeps them from Putrefaction.



[…]



The chief Town, Beumaris, formerly called Bonc-per, built by this King Edward I. (together with a strong Castle) is governed by a Mayor, two Bailiffs, two Serjeants at Mace, and a Town-Clerk.



[…]



Brecknockshire … is full of Hills, and difficult in travelling. The Mountains of Talgar and Ewias on the East seem to defend it from the excessive Heat of the Sun, which makes an wholesome and temperate Air, from whence likewise rise many curious Springs that render the Valleys fruitful both in Corn and Grass, and thereby make amends for their own Barrenness. … [O]ne Mountain in the South is of such an height and occult Quality, that saith Mr. Speed, I should blush to relate it, had I not the Alderman and Bayliffs of the Town of Brecknock for my Vouchers, who assured me, that from this Hill, called Mounchdenny, they have oft-times cast down their Hats, Cloaks and Staves, which yet would never fall to the bottom, but with the Air and Wind still returned back and blown up again, neither will any thing but a stone or hard Metal fall from thence; and the Clouds are oft seen lower than the top of it. There is likewise Cadier Arthur, or Arthur’s Chair, a Hill so called on the South side of this Country, the top thereof somewhat resembling the form of a Chair, proportionate to the Dimension which the Welsh imagine that great and mighty Person to be of. Upon the top thereof riseth a spring as deep as a Well, four square, having no stream issuing from it, and yet there are plenty of Trouts to be found therein. They also told him, that when the MeerLynsavathan two Miles from the Brecknock, hath its frozen Ice, first broken, it yieldeth a dreadful noise like thunder. And it is reported, that where this Meer now spreadeth its Waters, there formerly stood a fair City, which was swallowed up by an Earthquake, and it seems probable, both because all the highways of this County led thither, and likewise the learned Cambden judgeth it might be the City Leventrium, which Ptolomy placeth in these parts, and Mr Cambden could not discover, and therefore likely to be drowned in this Pool, which the River Levenny running hard by, farther confirms, the Waters whereof running through this Meer without mixing with them, as appears in the Colour and Breadth of the Stream, which is the same through the whole length of the Pool.



[…]


Brecknock still retains some Beauty in its Building, it had formerly three Gates for entrance, and ten Towers for Defence, with a very fine Castle.


[…]



Cardiganshire …The Air is open and sharp, for besides the great and high Mountain of Plinillimon, it hath a continued Range of lesser Hills. The Valleys are rich in Pasture and Corn, and well watered with Pools and Springs. In the River Tivy Beavers were formerly found, a Creature living both by Land and Water, having the two fore Feet like a Dog, wherewith he runs on Land, and the two hinder like a Goose with which he swims, his broad Tail served for a Rudder, but now none are found, the Salmon seeming to succeed, who coming out of the Sea into fresh Waters, and meeting with some downright Water-falls in this River, he bends himself backward, and putting, his Tail in his Mouth, gives a Spring up those Ascents, which are called the Salmon’s Leap, many of which are caught in this River.



[…]



John Lewis, Esq; a Justice of Peace at Glaskerrigg near Aberystwith, in this County, in the Year 1656. by several Letters to Mr. B. a late worthy Divine, deceased, gives an Account of several strange Apparitions in Caermarthen, Pembrokeshire, and this County about that Time, confirmed by divers Persons of good Quality and Reputation, the substance whereof are as followeth. A Man and his Family being all in Bed, he being awake about Midnight perceived a Light entring the little Room where he lay, and about a Dozen in the shapes of Men, and two or three Women with small Children in their Arms following, they seemed to dance, and the Chamber appeared much wider and lighter than formerly. They seemed to eat Bread and Cheese, all about a kind of a Tick upon the Ground, they offered him some, and would smile upon him, he heard no Voice, but calling upon God to bless him, he heard a Whispering Voice in Welsh, bidding him hold his Peace. They continued there about four Hours, all which Time he endeavoured to awake his Wife but could not. Afterward they went into another Room, and having danced a while departed; he then arose, and though the Room was very small, yet he could neither find the door, nor the way to Bed again, until crying out his Wife and Family awaked. He living within two Miles of Justice Lewis he sent for him, being a poor honest Husbandman, and of good Report and made him believe he would put him to his Oath about the Truth of this Relation who was very ready to take it.
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