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    Beautiful Wales explores how land and life continually shape one another, tracing the quiet tensions between permanence and change, solitude and community, and past and present as they are registered in coasts, valleys, hills, roads, farms, and towns.

Edward Thomas’s Beautiful Wales is a work of travel and topographical prose that appeared in the early twentieth century, well before he became widely known for his poetry. It belongs to a period when vivid, observant writing about place flourished, and when Wales—diverse in landscape and history—drew writers seeking to capture its character for a broad reading public. The book situates itself between literature and guidebook, aiming less to instruct than to evoke. Thomas’s perspective as an English critic and essayist gives the volume a distinctive angle: attentive, rigorous, and motivated by a desire to look closely without presuming too much.

Rather than telling a single, continuous story, the book offers a mosaic of journeys and meditations that assemble into a portrait of Wales. Readers encounter seaboard and upland, market town and remote lane, industrial traces and agricultural rhythms, all filtered through a calm, exacting eye. The travel is steady and unhurried, framing vistas and details with equal care. What emerges is a sense of place built from textures—weather, light, distances, paths—more than from spectacle. The experience for the reader is immersive, reflective, and measured, inviting lingering attention rather than hurried consumption.

Thomas writes with a clarity that prizes precision over flourish, yet the prose carries a quiet lyricism born of close observation. He notices the forms of fields, the lie of roads, the gait of a river, and lets such particulars suggest history and habit without forcing conclusions. His judgments are careful, his tone composed, and his curiosity disciplined by a critic’s ear for cadence and an essayist’s instinct for balance. The mood is contemplative, even companionable: the author walks beside the reader, pointing, pausing, and allowing the landscape to speak in its own time.

Key themes include the relation between geography and culture, the way boundaries—natural and historical—shape identity, and the persistence of memory in the features of a countryside. Thomas observes how work, belief, custom, and settlement weave themselves into terrain; he attends to continuities while acknowledging inevitable change. The book also weighs the responsibilities of looking: how to see a place attentively, without imposing on it. In these pages, Wales is not a backdrop but a protagonist, its character emerging from the interplay of stone and stream, track and threshold, horizon and habitation.

For contemporary readers, Beautiful Wales offers a model of slow attention at a moment when quick impressions dominate. Its patient method illuminates questions of belonging, stewardship, and the experience of travelling respectfully through inhabited landscapes. The book encourages noticing the ordinary as a source of meaning and invites curiosity about how communities and environments inform one another. In an era alert to environmental change and cultural complexity, Thomas’s approach—careful, open-minded, and grounded—retains real value, suggesting that understanding place begins with the humble arts of looking, listening, and allowing the world to arrive without haste.

Approached today, Beautiful Wales serves as both an introduction to Thomas’s prose and a distinct contribution to British travel writing of the early 1900s. It is not a catalogue of sights but a sustained exercise in seeing, one that honors the textures of a country by resisting easy summary. Readers drawn to landscape writing, to reflective journeys, or to studies of regional character will find here a companionable guide. The book’s enduring appeal lies in its equilibrium: attentive yet unsentimental, historically aware yet alive to the present, intimate in scale yet spacious in vision.
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    Beautiful Wales, published in 1905, is Edward Thomas's topographical and cultural portrait of Wales, arranged as a journey through its regions. He combines close description of landscape with notes on history, work, customs, and language to show how varied terrains form a coherent country. The book proceeds from the borderlands into industrial and rural districts, along coasts and into mountains, attending to towns, farms, quarries, chapels, and roads. Thomas records what he sees and hears - place-names, stories, and livelihoods - without programmatic argument, aiming to fix a clear impression of place. The narrative's movement offers both itinerary and framework for the themes that recur.

Beginning at the eastern edge, Thomas enters by the Marches, where England and Wales meet across the Wye and Severn. He follows the wooded valley of the Wye past Chepstow and Tintern, tracing Norman castles, abbey ruins, and steep river bends. In Monmouth and the neighboring countryside he notes inns, bridges, orchards, and lanes, observing how the border's long history shows in stone and speech. The countryside seems ordered by river and ridge: Usk meadows, Forest of Dean horizons, and the first Welsh hills. This section establishes a method of moving with the roads, letting geography lead to settlement and memory.

Turning west, he surveys Glamorgan's coast and valleys, where coal and iron have drawn dense populations. Cardiff's docks, rail lines, and sea traffic introduce the industrial south, while the terraced towns of the Valleys present workdays structured by pit and chapel. Thomas contrasts these districts with the open headlands and beaches of the Gower Peninsula and the rural stretches inland. He remarks on castles at Caerphilly, market life, and the patterns of Sunday services and singing. The section emphasizes the closeness of sea, port, and pit, showing how industry and older fields coexist within a compact geography.

From the valleys he climbs onto the uplands of Brecknockshire: the Black Mountains and the Brecon Beacons. Here the story turns to sheep walks, commons, and isolated farms, and to sources of rivers that shaped the lowlands. Thomas describes weather passing quickly over ridges, the long views to Radnorshire and Gwent, and towns such as Brecon and Crickhowell at the feet of hills. He visits Llanthony's priory remains in a green hollow and notes the old roads that cross the watersheds. The quieter pace highlights seasonal work, fairs, and droving, anchoring the narrative before it moves down toward the western counties.

Entering Carmarthenshire and Pembrokeshire, Thomas follows estuaries and sea cliffs where farming, fishing, and trade meet. He notes Welsh- and English-speaking parishes, especially in Little England beyond Wales, and visits St David's, where cathedral, pilgrim history, and rocky coast converge. The Preseli uplands, cromlechs, and standing stones open a view to deeper pasts, while towns like Haverfordwest and Tenby connect countryside with harbors. Offshore islands and seabirds, lime kilns along beaches, and lanes bordered by banks and ferns are recorded carefully. This section stresses the variety of the far west and its long continuity of settlement and travel.

North and east from the coast, the book turns to the central counties and their moors, rivers, and small market towns. In Radnorshire and Cardiganshire, Thomas traces drovers' roads, quiet commons, and the dispersed farms that feed fairs at places like Rhayader and Tregaron. The new reservoirs of the Elan Valley, built to supply Birmingham, illustrate modern engineering set within remote hills. He follows the sources and courses of the Wye, Severn, and Teifi, noting bridges and chapels as waymarks. The emphasis falls on distance, sparsity, and endurance, as the narrative crosses passes and watersheds toward the northern mountains.

In North Wales, the route reaches Snowdonia and its surrounding coasts. Thomas records the steep valleys, lakes, and passes around Snowdon and Cader Idris, and the slate towns of Bethesda and Blaenau Ffestiniog, where quarrying reshapes slopes and communities. Medieval strongholds at Conwy, Caernarfon, and Harlech mark earlier struggles and royal designs, while seaside resorts such as Llandudno face the Irish Sea. He observes bilingual street life, mountain inns, and railways threading narrow defiles. The section balances recreation, labor, and history within close proximity, presenting the north as both the scenic climax and an industrial heartland.

Alongside places, Thomas surveys the culture that binds them. He remarks on the Welsh language's strength and variation, the prevalence of Nonconformist chapels, and traditions of hymn singing and preaching. Eisteddfodau, local poets, and the inheritance of the Mabinogion and Dafydd ap Gwilym represent literature's place in daily life. Folklore of saints, wells, and giants, and the significance of place-names, are considered as guides to understanding. Education, printing, and newspapers help connect regions, even as some districts face anglicization. This overview clarifies how custom, worship, and language persist amid industry, tourism, and administrative change.

The book concludes by drawing together land, labor, and memory into a single picture of Wales. Thomas emphasizes how coast, upland, town, and valley interdepend, and how work - farming, mining, quarrying, fishing - has shaped what is called beautiful. Without arguing for policy, he suggests that careful seeing and respect for local speech and history preserve value in a time of rapid change. The closing pages reaffirm variety within unity: many counties and landscapes, one recognizable country. The book leaves images standing as evidence, inviting readers to regard Wales as a living whole rather than a series of scenes.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Edward Thomas’s Beautiful Wales (1905) is set in the early Edwardian years, when Wales balanced inherited rural lifeways with accelerating industrial modernity. Thomas walks and rides through Eryri (Snowdonia), Anglesey, Ceredigion, Pembrokeshire, and the coal valleys of Glamorgan and Monmouthshire, observing farm, chapel, quarry, and pit village. Railways and new resorts had opened mountain and coast to travelers, yet many communities retained Welsh as a vernacular and chapels as social centers. The book’s time and place thus coincide with the crest of slate and coal production, the consolidation of national institutions, and a fervent Nonconformist religious culture, all visible in the landscapes Thomas records.

Foremost among shaping events was the Penrhyn Quarry dispute at Bethesda, Gwynedd, the longest industrial conflict in British history to that date. The “Great Strike” or lockout ran from 1900 to 1903, pitting some 2,800 slate quarrymen, organized in the North Wales Quarrymen’s Union, against Lord Penrhyn (George Sholto Douglas-Pennant). Wages, union rights, and harsh managerial discipline were central issues; the stoppage devastated Bethesda’s economy and prompted emigration. The quarried mountainsides, austere terraced villages, and proliferating chapels Thomas describes were the living backdrop of this struggle. His portraits of slate country—its laconic workers, blue-grey spoil tips, and tight-knit congregations—quietly register the social costs of industrial paternalism.

In South Wales, the coalfield’s explosive growth reshaped society. Output rose from roughly 9 million tons in 1870 to over 56 million by 1913; the Rhondda’s population leapt from 1,998 (1861) to more than 113,000 (1911). Legal and political flashpoints crystallized tensions: in Taff Vale Railway Co v Amalgamated Society of Railway Servants (1901), the House of Lords made unions liable for damages, a ruling reversed by the Liberal government’s Trade Disputes Act (1906). The Tonypandy disturbances (1910–1911) later dramatized miners’ grievances. Thomas’s evocations of valley railways, slag heaps, and shift-changes mirror this industrial order, foreshadowing unrest in his attentive contrasts between pithead regimentation and hilltop pastoral freedoms.

The Welsh Religious Revival of 1904–1905, associated with the young lay preacher Evan Roberts of Loughor, brought intense evangelical meetings, public repentance, and hymn-singing that reportedly drew 70,000–100,000 converts. Nonconformist chapels—already central to education, mutual aid, and politics—overflowed; drinking and crime were said to dip in some districts. The Revival’s currents coursed through mining villages and slate towns alike, binding communities with shared ritual and song. Thomas’s depictions of hush on Sundays, congregational music, and the moral authority of deacons and ministers reflect this climate. His travelogue’s cadence—pauses for psalms, portraits of chapel doorsteps—inscribes a society momentarily disciplined by spiritual expectation.

A parallel nation-building arc was institutional. The federal University of Wales was chartered in 1893, joining colleges at Aberystwyth (1872), Cardiff (1883), and Bangor (1884). The National Library of Wales (charter 1907; Aberystwyth) and National Museum of Wales (charter 1907; Cardiff) signaled cultural consolidation. The National Eisteddfod, regularized after 1861, fostered bardic competition and Welsh-language prestige. These bodies codified a bilingual, learned public sphere. Thomas’s attention to place-names, inscriptions, and local antiquities—standing stones, medieval churches, and vernacular architecture—mirrors this archival impulse. He moves through landscapes now curated by scholarship and civic pride, noting how schools, reading rooms, and eisteddfodau knit language, memory, and locality.

Religious Nonconformity’s political weight drove campaigns to disestablish the Anglican Church in Wales. Grievances peaked during the Welsh Tithe War (1886–1890), when largely chapel-going farmers resisted paying tithes to an alien church. After failed bills in the 1890s, the Welsh Church Act (1914) disestablished and partially disendowed the church, taking effect in 1920. Earlier, the home-rule movement Cymru Fydd (c. 1886–1896), championed by T. E. Ellis and David Lloyd George, collapsed after a 1896 Newport split with industrial Liberal leader D. A. Thomas. Thomas’s passages on prosperous rectories amid humble chapels, and on village political meetings, register the era’s critique of privilege and demand for Welsh civic autonomy.

Railways and tourism reconfigured access and perception. The Cambrian Railways company (formed 1864) linked mid and west Wales; Great Western lines threaded the coal valleys and coast. Mountain attractions became modern spectacles: the Snowdon Mountain Railway opened in 1896 (after an early accident, operations stabilized), and Llandudno’s resort frontage developed under the Mostyn estate; the Great Orme Tramway began in 1902. Preservation gained a foothold when Dinas Oleu at Barmouth became the National Trust’s first property in 1895. Thomas travels by train and footpath, attentive to excursionists and guides, yet wary of standardization. His contrasts between shepherd tracks and timetabled viewpoints probe how tourism commodifies, but also safeguards, celebrated scenery.

Beautiful Wales functions as a restrained social and political critique by juxtaposing landscapes of worship and work with the structures that govern them. Thomas’s evocations of quarry rows and pit villages expose the asymmetries of industrial capitalism, where paternalist estates and companies shape wages, housing, and time. His chapel-centered towns critique the lingering privileges of an English-established church and the cultural marginalization of Welsh speech. Scenes of tourism and railways weigh progress against loss, noting how profit can flatten local meaning. Without polemic, the book delineates class divides, landlord power, and center–periphery tensions, inviting readers to value Welsh community resilience over the extractive calculations of an era.
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Among friends and acquaintances and authors, I have met many men who have seen and read more of Wales than I can ever do. But I am somewhat less fearful in writing about the country, inasmuch as few of them seem to know the things which I know, and fewer still in the same way. When I read their books or hear them speak, I am interested, pleased, amazed, but seldom am I quite sure that we mean the same thing by Wales; sometimes I am sure that we do not. One man writes of the country as the home of legends, whose irresponsibility puzzles him, whose naïveté shocks him. Another, and his name is legion, regards it as littered with dead men's bones, among which a few shepherds and miners pick their way without caring for the lover of bones. Another, of the same venerable and numerous family as the last, has admired the silver lake of Llanberis or blue Plynlimmon; has been pestered by the pronunciation of Machynlleth, and has carried away a low opinion of the whole language because his own attempts at uttering it are unmelodious and even disgusting; has fallen entirely in love with the fragrant Welsh ham, preferring it, in fact, to the curer and the cook. Others, who have not, as a rule, gone the length of visiting the persons they condemn, call the Welshmen thieving, lying, religious, and rebellious knaves. Others would repeat with fervour the verse which Evan sings in Ben Jonson's masque, For the Honour of Wales:




And once but taste o' the Welsh mutton,

Your English seep's not worth a button:







and so they would conclude, admitting that the trout are good when caught. Some think, and are not afraid of saying, that Wales will be quite a good place (in the season) when it has been chastened a little by English enterprise: and I should not be surprised were they to begin by introducing English sheep, though I hardly see what would be done with them, should they be cut up and exposed for sale. The great disadvantage of Wales seems to be that it is not England, and the only solution is for the malcontents to divide their bodies,[1q] and, leaving one part in their native land, to have the rest sent to Wales, as they used to send Welsh princes to enjoy the air of two, three, and even four English towns, at the same time and in an elevated position.
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SUMMER EVENING, ANGLESEY COAST





Then also there are the benevolent writers of books, who have for a century repeated, sometimes not unmusically, the words of a fellow who wrote in 1798, that the beauty of Llangollen "has been universally allowed by gentlemen of distinguished taste," and that, in short, many parts of Wales "have excited the applause of tourists and poets." Would that many of them had been provided with pens like those at the catalogue desks of the British Museum! Admirable pens! that may be put to so many uses and should be put into so many hands to-day and to-morrow. Admirable pens! and yet no one has praised them before. Admirable pens that will not write; and, by the way, how unlike those which wrote this:—

"Caldecot Castle, a grand and spacious edifice of high antiquity, occurs to arrest the observation of the passing stranger about two miles beyond the new passage; appearing at no great distance across the meadows that lie to the left of the Newport road. The shattered remnants of this curious example of early military architecture are still so far considerable as to be much more interesting than we could possibly have been at first aware, and amply repaid the trouble of a visit we bestowed upon it, in our return through Monmouthshire by the way of Caldecot village. In the distance truly it does not fail to impress the mind with some idea of its ancient splendour, for it assumes an aspect of no common dignity: a friendly mantling of luxuriant ivy improves, in an eminent degree, the picturesque effect of its venerable mouldering turrets; and, upon the whole, the ruin altogether would appear unquestionably to great advantage, were it, fortunately for the admirers of artless beauty, stationed in a more conspicuous situation, like the greater number of edifices of a similar nature in other parts of the country."

The decency, the dignity, the gentlemanliness (circa 1778), the fatuity of it, whether they tickle or affront, are more fascinating than many better but less portentous things. There was, too, a Fellow of the Royal Society who said in the last century that, in the Middle Ages, St. Winifred's Well and Chapel, and the river, and Basingwerk, must have been "worthy of a photograph."
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Yet there are two others who might make any crowd respectable—the lively, the keen-eyed, the versatile Mr. A. G. Bradley, and George Borrow, whose very name has by this time absorbed and come to imply more epithets than I have room to give. From the former, a contemporary, it would be effrontery to quote. From the latter I allow myself the pleasure of quoting at least this, and with the more readiness because hereafter it cannot justly be said that this book does not contain a fine thing about Wales. Borrow had just been sitting (bareheaded) in the outdoor chair of Huw Morus[1], whose songs he had read "in the most distant part of Lloegr, when he was a brown-haired boy"; and on his way back to Llangollen, he had gone into a little inn, where the Tarw joins the Ceiriog brook. "'We have been to Pont-y-Meibion,' said Jones, 'to see the chair of Huw Morus,' adding, that the Gwr Boneddig was a great admirer of the songs of the Eos Ceiriog. He had no sooner said these words than the intoxicated militiaman started up, and, striking the table with his fist, said: 'I am a poor stone-cutter—this is a rainy day and I have come here to pass it in the best way I can. I am somewhat drunk, but though I am a poor stone-mason, a private in the militia, and not so sober as I should be, I can repeat more of the songs of the Eos than any man alive, however great a gentleman, however sober—more than Sir Watkin, more than Colonel Biddulph himself.'

"He then began to repeat what appeared to be poetry, for I could distinguish the rhymes occasionally, though owing to his broken utterance it was impossible for me to make out the sense of the words. Feeling a great desire to know what verses of Huw Morus the intoxicated youth would repeat, I took out my pocket-book and requested Jones, who was much better acquainted with Welsh pronunciation, under any circumstances, than myself, to endeavour to write down from the mouth of the young fellow any verses uppermost in his mind. Jones took the pocket-book and pencil and went to the window, followed by the young man, scarcely able to support himself. Here a curious scene took place, the drinker hiccuping up verses, and Jones dotting them down, in the best manner he could, though he had evidently great difficulty to distinguish what was said to him. At last methought the young man said, 'There they are, the verses of the Nightingale (Eos), on his deathbed. … '
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" … A scene in a public-house, yes! but in a Welsh public-house. Only think of a Suffolk toper repeating the deathbed verses of a poet; surely there is a considerable difference between the Celt and the Saxon?"

But the number is so great of sensible, educated men who have written on Wales, or would have written if business or pleasure or indolence or dislike of fame had not prevented them, that either I find it impossible to visit the famous places (and if I visit them, my predecessors fetter my capacity and actually put in abeyance the powers of the places), or, very rarely, I see that they were imperfect tellers of the truth, and yet feel myself unwilling to say an unpleasant new thing of village or mountain because it will not be believed, and a pleasant one because it puts so many excellent people in the wrong. Of Wales, therefore, as a place consisting of Llandudno, Llangammarch, Llanwrtyd, Builth, Barmouth, Penmaenmawr, Llanberis, Tenby, … and the adjacent streams and mountains, I cannot speak. At——, indeed, I ate poached salmon and found it better than any preserver of rivers would admit; it was dressed and served by an Eluned (Lynette), with a complexion so like a rose that I missed the fragrance, and movements like those of a fountain when the south wind blows; and all the evening they sang, or when they did not sing, their delicate voices made "llech" and "llawr" lovely words: but I remember nothing else. At—— I heard some one playing La ci darem la mano: and I remember nothing else. Then, too, there was——, with its castle and cross and the memory of the anger of a king: and I remember that the rain outside my door was the only real thing in the world except the book in my hand; for the trees were as the dreams of one who does not care for dreams; the mountains were as things on a map; and the men and women passing were but as words unspoken and without melody. All I remember of—— is that, as I drew near to it on a glorious wet Sunday in winter, on the stony roads, the soles began to leave my boots. I knew no one there; I was to reach a place twelve miles ahead among the mountains; I was assured that nobody in the town would cobble on Sunday: and I began to doubt whether, after all, I had been wise in steadily preferring football boots to good-looking things at four times the price; when, finally, I had the honour of meeting a Baptist—a Christian—a man—who, for threepence, fixed my soles so firmly that he assured me they would last until I reached the fiery place to which he believed I was travelling, and serve me well there. I distrusted his theology, and have yet to try them on "burning marl," but they have taken me some hundreds of miles on earth since then.
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It would be an impertinence to tell the reader what Llangollen is like, especially as he probably knows and I do not. Also, I confess that its very notoriety stupefies me, and I see it through a cloud of newspapers and books, and amid a din of applausive voices, above which towers a tremendous female form "like Teneriffe or Atlas unremoved," which I suppose to be Lady Eleanor Butler.

Nevertheless, I will please myself and the discerning reader by repeating the names of a few of the places to which I have never been, or of which I will not speak, namely, Llangollen, Aberglaslyn, Bettws-y-Coed, the Fairy Glen, Capel Curig, Colwyn, Tintern, Bethesda, Llanfairfechan, Llanrhaiadr, Llanynys, Tenby (a beautiful flower with a beetle in it), Mostyn, Glyder Fach and Glyder Fawr, Penmaenmawr, Pen-y-Gader, Pen-y-Gwryd, Prestatyn, Tremadoc, the Swallow Falls, the Devil's Bridge, the Mumbles, Harlech, Portmadoc, Towyn, and Aberdovey (with its song and still a poet there). I have read many lyrics worse than that inventory.



But there is another kind of human being—to use a comprehensive term—of which I stand in almost as much awe as of authors and those who know the famous things of Wales. I mean the lovers of the Celt. They do not, of course, confine their love—which in its extent and its tenuity reminds one of a very great personage indeed—to the Celt; but more perhaps than the Japanese or the Chinese or the Sandwich Islander the Celt has their hearts; and I know of one who not only learned to speak Welsh badly, but had the courage to rise at a public meeting and exhort the (Welsh-speaking) audience to learn their "grand mother tongue." Their aim and ideal is to go about the world in a state of self-satisfied dejection, interrupted, and perhaps sustained, by days when they consume strange mixed liquors to the tune of all the fine old Celtic songs which are fashionable. If you can discover a possible Celtic great-grandmother, you are at once among the chosen. I cannot avoid the opinion that to boast of the Celtic spirit is to confess you have it not. But, however that may be, and speaking as one who is afraid of definitions, I should be inclined to call these lovers of the Celt a class of "decadents[3]," not unrelated to Mallarmé, and of æsthetes, not unrelated to Postlethwaite. They are sophisticated, neurotic—the fine flower of sounding cities—often producing exquisite verse and prose; preferring crême de menthe and opal hush to metheglin or stout, and Kensington to Eryri and Connemara; and perplexed in the extreme by the Demetian with his taste in wall-papers quite untrained. Probably it all came from Macpherson's words, "They went forth to battle and they always fell"; just as much of their writing is to be traced to the vague, unobservant things in Ossian, or in the proud, anonymous Irishman who wrote Fingal in six cantos in 1813. The latter is excellent in this vein. "Let none then despise," he writes, "the endeavour, however humble, now made, even by the aid of fiction, to throw light upon the former manners and customs of one of the oldest and noblest nations of the earth. That once we were, is all we have left to boast of; that once we were, we have record upon record. … We yet can show the stately pharos where waved the chieftain's banner, and the wide ruin where the palace stood—the palace once the pride of ages and the theme of song—once Emuin a luin Aras Ullah." The reader feels that it is a baseness to exist. Mr. John Davidson, who, of course, is as far removed from the professional Celt as a battle-axe from a toothpick, has put something like the fashionable view majestically into the mouth of his "Prime Minister":




… That offscouring of the Eastern world,

The melancholy Celt, whom Latin, Greek,

And Teuton drove through Europe to the rocks,

The utmost isles and precincts of the sea;

Who fight for fighting's sake, and understand

No meaning in defeat, having no cause

At heart, no depth of purpose, no profound

Desire, no inspiration, no belief;—

A twilight people living in a dream,

A withered dream they never had themselves,

A faded heirloom that their fathers dreamt:

How much more happy these had they destroyed

The spell of life at once, and so escaped

An unregarded martyrdom, the consciousness

Of inefficience and the world's contempt.
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THE TROUT STREAM








"An Earth-born coolness

Coloured with the sky."









But it is probably true that when one has said that the typical Celt is seldom an Imperialist, a great landowner, a brewer, a cabinet minister, or (in Wales, at least) a member of the Salvation Army, one has exhausted the list of his weaknesses; and that not greatly wanting to be one of these things, he has endeared himself to those to-day who have set their hearts on gold and applause and have not gained them, and those few others who never sought them. I heard of a pathetic, plausible stockbroker's clerk the other day, who, having spent his wife's money and been at last discovered by his tailor, took comfort in studying his pedigree, which included a possibly Welsh Lewis high upon




Through all the changing scenes of life,

In trouble and in joy,

The praises of my God shall still

My heart and tongue employ.
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Fluminaque antiquos subterlabentia muros;











A cry from the sea, a cry from the mountain;
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Oh, lest my son should suffer cold,

Him in his father's coat enfold:

Lest cold should seize my darling fair,

For her, her mother's robe prepare.
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Blue is the mist and hollow the corn parsnep,
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