
Dear Connor, 

 I am jerked out of my book, out of post-World War One Oxford, by an enormous bang as 

the bus goes right over something in the middle of the road. I have become so engrossed that 

I no longer know where I am. I am not yet at my destination, I know that, but through the 

dirty, grime crusted window I can see fields and trees and the haze of rural Mon. Is it raining? 

I don’t know. I can’t see out of the window all that well because of the grime, but a glance to 

the front of the bus and the only clean window tells me that it isn’t. No longer owning a 

wearable watch (the strap disintegrated) I don’t even know what the time is. I won’t know 

until I reach home again. I settle back into post-war Oxford, only to finish the chapter within 

a couple of minutes. I resort to squinting through the dirt of the window in order to identify 

my stop when it finally comes. 

We’re not even past Beaumaris yet and already it feels like this bus ride has gone on 

forever. I keep an eye out for the entrance to Baron Hill, the seat of the Bulkeley family until 

a group of Polish Soldiers burnt it down in the war. It’s a place I’ve long wanted to see, with 

pictures on the internet showing it as being like some long lost jungle temple, and for years 

I’ve scoured maps and plans of the area, looking in vain for how to get in. All the previous 

ways I thought of turned out to be dead ends, until I figured it out a few months ago whilst 

looking into rumours of the place being occupied by a vampire. Turns out the way in is… Up 

the old front drive. Who’da thunk? When I was a lot younger I wouldn’t have thought twice 

about going up there, but I’m too old and too furred in the face to get away with breaking and 

entering now. The gatehouse is, apparently, still occupied and from reading certain stuff on 

the internet the tenant sounds like a bit of a stooge, calling Lord Bulkeley, who lives not too 

far away, if he sees anybody wandering about. There are stories of people having encounters 

with him whilst poking their nose around. I won’t comment. It’s his property and he can do 

what he likes, throw whoever he likes off his land, but I do think it’s going a bit far when the 

estate is contacting people who upload photographs and threatening them with legal action 

for trespassing. I’d rather not go to court and I don’t think the excuse of a distant relationship 

(through that troublesome Stanley family, of much notoriety in British history) is going to 

pass muster. We’re on the wrong road for Baron Hill anyway, so I don’t get close. 

The bus goes up one road and then turns around, heading back to the coast. This short 

stretch of countryside, beyond Beaumaris, where the road hugs the shore, is astounding. Gone 

are the rolling, high hedged farms of the other side of Anglesey, replaced by a bleaker 

patchwork of desolate, windswept and empty fields. Forested hills loom on the far side of 

them, the kind of hills spoken about in fairy tales, where dwell the goblins and (dare I even 



use the term?) druids. Across the water Eryri watches, mysterious, surrounded by cloud and 

murk and mist. Such a shame that I can barely see it all through the dirt on the window. This 

is a nice and modern bus for the most part, but the windows could do with some cleaning. 

Fortunately I don’t miss a great deal for there is a huge section of coast where the road diverts 

well inland. It may have something to do with the marshland after which Beaumaris was 

named, before again cutting back to the coast beyond Llangoed. Llangoed is, anyway, my 

stop. 

As the bus pulls up in the middle of the village the man behind me, who I have barely 

noticed and who hasn’t made a single sound until now, suddenly shouts ‘boo’ and laughs in a 

disturbingly psychotic way. I try not to react or turn around as the bus empties and we all get 

off. That includes Mr Boo. I let him and another man wander off, in the same direction as I’m 

going, and then watch as they disappear down a path a short way beyond where I need to go. 

Their road is obviously different to mine, for I do not see either of them again (I sure hope Mr 

Boo didn’t murder that other man and bury his body in the woods, for he looked the type) and 

once over a car park I am alone on a track through woodland, heading back towards the coast. 

Llangoed, in English, means Church Wood. This is, therefore, a holy wood. Thoughts of 

religion and holy woods, however, are not on my mind, for right now I am heading for one of 

the secrets of Mon, another temple hidden in the jungle, though this time not so guarded and 

inaccessible. I’m looking for Aberlleiniog, a motte and bailey castle, built in the late eleventh 

century by Hugh D’avranches, Earl of Chester, during an early attempt at invading Wales.  

The history of this attractive little fortress is well and truly one of the most astonishing and 

perfect, especially considering how unknown the castle is today. For a while this bit of North 

Wales was tossed back and forth between Normans and native Welsh- Both Hugh and his 

cousin, the ill-fated Robert of Rhuddlan, couldn’t manage to keep hold of their conquests and 

so the castle ended up in the hands of Gruffydd ap Cynan, who had escaped imprisonment by 

Hugh (imprisoned after being betrayed by his own men) and launched a revolt against 

Norman rule. A few years later Hugh came back, reclaimed the land and castle, and Cynan 

fled to Ireland… Only for the unlikeliest possible Welsh rescue in the form of a Norwegian 

fleet from Mann, led by the magnificently named Magnus Barefoot, and the death of Hugh by 

an arrow in the eye… I’m sure I’ve heard that story about the arrow in the eye somewhere 

before. This last engagement is called the Battle of Anglesey Sound and is unheard of by 

99.9% percent of the British population, including Welsh. The Norwegians then had nominal 

control over Anglesey for a bit, but it just sort of ended up back in the hands of the Welsh 



anyway. It is, all in all, an interesting bit of history, the sort of history that gets any schoolboy 

excited. 

The story of Aberlleiniog, however, does not end there. It only gets more brilliant. Two 

hundred years after Hugh failed to see the point of victory (IE: the arrow in his eye) and 

Edward I finally subdued the Welsh he decided he wasn’t going to use Aberlleiniog, and 

instead thought it a good idea (because the population rebelled against him) to build a new 

castle on the coast at the same time as destroying the wealthiest trading settlement in the area, 

nearby Llanfaes. He moved the entire population across to the other side of the island at 

Newbrough.   

Aberlleiniog might have been forgotten, become just a hill covered by trees, like so many 

other motte and bailey castles, were it not for Thomas Cheadle- Poisoner, rebel scum, pirate, 

and secretary to the aforementioned Bulkeley family (who now owned the land around 

Llangoed and the old motte and bailey). Allegedly he had an affair with Lady Anne, Lord 

Bulkeley’s wife, and may have had a part in poisoning her husband as well- Though he was 

acquitted of that. He and Lady Anne were then married and he used the money of the 

Bulkeley estate (which he now had his fingers in, literally) to build a castle of his own, right 

on top of Aberlleiniog’s mound. There’s a suggestion that Cheadle used his secret fortress in 

the woods as a base for gun running during the civil war, in true Aberlleiniog fashion 

switching sides half way through. After the civil war the stone fortress fell into disrepair and 

it became as it is today, a strange ruin atop a hill deep in the woods somewhere between 

Llangoed and the coast. 

The path leads me inextricably towards it, though for a long time I can’t see it, even when 

I’m right on top of it. Even today, you could stroll through these woods and never know it 

was there. Only when the path diverges up a wooden ramp do I realise that I’m even close 

and I start to catch a glimpse of it through the trees. Access was only improved in the last 

decade, when I first visited ten years ago you still had to scramble up the hill to reach the ruin 

at the top, but the new ramps and steps have already started to decay a fair bit. They aren’t 

dangerous, but they’re getting a bit bowed and bent. At the top the inside of the fortress, 

whilst the ramparts are clean, most of it is full of weeds and bracken. Following the work to 

improve access the heritage bodies and Anglesey council have forgotten about the place 

again. It’s mentioned, in brief, on some touristy websites, but just like when walking through 

the woods you have to be looking for it. 

That means, however, that I have the place to myself- Sono il re del castello, I say to 

myself- I am the king of the castle. What the Italian for ‘dirty rascal’ is however (and I am, 



usually, one very dirty rascal) I have not the foggiest. (Ed. It’s birbante sporco… As in- Tu 

sei il birbante sporco). I take a circuit around the ramparts and then around the outside, liking 

that I have the place to myself, and then head back down the slope. This is where I pass a 

couple who are out for a walk with their dogs… Aberlleinidogs, I think to myself, only to 

realise later on that an Aberlleinidog is also an illicit hook up with a stranger, at this location. 

This leads to the phrases ‘she goes Aberlleinidogging at the weekend,’ and ‘are you an 

Aberlleinidogger?’ I surely cannot be the only one who thinks this place would be perfect for 

a sexual liaison. Yes- I have a very dirty mind. 

At the bottom, back on the main path, I linger, attempting to get an artsy photograph of a 

three way sign. A pair of walkers start to pass me. It’s either a father and son or a gay couple, 

I reckon. I assume the latter considering, though one is definitely a bit older, there isn’t much 

more than ten years difference between them. 

‘Is the castle worth looking at?’ One of them asks me. I respond that it is definitely worth 

going to have a quick look around. 

‘Is it only ruins?’ the other asks. I say that it is… But most castles are so it is a bit of a 

stupid question, I think. Beaumaris is a ruin, so is Caernarfon and Conwy and practically 

every medieval castle in North Wales is a ruin. The pair slouch off, unimpressed and bitter 

looking, and I hang around and continue attempting to be artsy and waiting for them to get 

sufficiently along the path for me never to have to bother with them again. If they’re going to 

be huffy about the fact that something is a ruin then they deserve to be forgotten, as forgotten 

as Aberlleiniog is by most people. Don’t judge a place by its cover, or what it is, for 

sometimes the best and most charming are the unknown, small and intimate, with hardly 

anything to see. Sometimes those are the ones most worth hacking through the jungle for. 

On the path back to the coast I pass by another Aberlleinidog, running free in front of its 

owner, and then come to the road. Here the marsh that gave Beaumaris its name reveals itself, 

again momentarily, where a sign warns that the Anglesey Coastal Path back to Beaumaris is 

inaccessible at high tide, and offers another route around. I’m going the other way anyway so 

I press on down a country lane that looks to be going further inland. Passing a car park I see 

that pair of walkers coming out of it, obviously and erroneously thinking it was the way 

forwards. I press on at a greater pace, hoping to leave them and their ignorances behind. 

Unfortunately this is easier said than done.  

I reach the next turn off of the coastal path, running behind a modern house that looks more 

like a soviet cold war bunker than a home, and come to a dead end where the sea laps against 

a set of stone steps, with no way through, or so it seems. There is nothing but water at the 



base of the steps and it looks dangerous to continue. I bump into that pair of walkers again 

when I’m coming back to the road. Being polite, always be polite, I tell them there is no way 

through. They don’t believe me and keep going. Ignorance, I tell you- There are a breed of 

people in Britain right now, often men around fifty or sixty (or the ages of these two) who are 

so wrapped up in their own bubbles that you can tell them anything and they won’t believe 

you. They have no listening skills, no conception that what other people say, when it 

challenges them, might in fact be right and they’re the wrong ones. They have no critical 

thinking skills, no concept of the world beyond their own narrow view. I get the impression 

these are that sort of people. Well good luck to them I say. They’ll soon be proven wrong. 

The road loops around to a junction and a sign bigger than any sign ought to be on this 

small country lane. One way points to Penmon Point and the other to the interior of Mon and 

a village called Caim. Leaving aside that Caim is the name of a demon from nineteenth 

century occultism (who grants the power to speak to animals, opening the door for an 

extremely dark and gritty version of Doctor Doolittle), the village is so small that why it 

warrants such a prominent place on this massive sign is a mystery. Surely if you wanted to go 

to Caim, or had reason to go to Caim, you wouldn’t need a sign. There’s nothing there worth 

signposting. My mind, however, is on dirty, pure filth mode today and the only thing I can 

think of is how amusing it would be to cum in Caim. 

Walking on towards the coast again, instead of wanking in the other direction, I spy a frog 

sitting in the middle of the road. I tell him that he’s going to get squashed if he stays there too 

long. It isn’t right to interfere with wild animals, we have to let nature do her thing, survival 

of the fittest and all that, so I reluctantly move on, hoping he has the sense not to get himself 

killed.  

The road finally reaches the water again, where the mountains bloom opposite and the wind 

is whipping up a storm of spray and waves. It’s bracing and brilliant. This has to be one of 

the most perfect roads in Britain, even at the point where it again momentarily whips inland 

to avoid the marshes. I recall somebody once saying all the land around these parts belonged 

the Bulkeley estate, but I wonder now why they even want it. This is sparse, unforgiving 

territory, not suitable for much at all. Most of the fields, once the scattered houses are behind 

me, are bleak and barren. They’re not good for arable and little better for grazing, though 

there are a few sheep about. The fields are marshy and not much suitable for building on, I 

suspect. This is, quite literally, the edge of nowhere and why the Bulkeley’s want to cling 

onto it, instead of turning it over to nature reserve, I haven’t a clue. I can’t imagine it’s worth 

much. 



Here again, to my surprise, are that pair of walkers. How have they got ahead of me like 

this? That path led nowhere, so either I missed something or there was another turning. 

Thinking, I’m sure there was no way to get down those steps so I suspect they did something 

stupid like tried to cross the water and gone by an unsafe route. Idiots. I’ve been singing to 

myself as I walk- Almost heaven… Lady Mona… Snowdon Mountains… Menai River… 

Alright, the Menai isn’t a river, but it fits. Now, if I don’t want to look like a loon, I have to 

stop singing the wrong lyrics to John Denver songs. It could be worse, I could be singing the 

wrong words to Billy Joel again (you know the one I mean). A strip of shingle and a striking 

sea front cottage, which there is no way to reach, gives way to a paddock of cows and I do 

actually manage to make myself look like a loon by imitating one cow who is sticking her 

head through the fence. Unfortunately one of the men is walking close behind me on that side 

of the road and it looks like I’m sticking my tongue out and pulling faces at him. It would 

look less bad if I was singing Lady Mona. 

The priory of Penmon, a lone, monastic beacon in the middle of nowhere, another of those 

places worth hacking through the jungle for, awaits at the end of this narrowing track. 

Penmon Priory is flipping old, sixth century foundations, with the present building dating to 

the thirteenth century. This is one of the oldest and most complete buildings in North Wales. 

It has ruined bits, like the old refectory, but the main church still stands proud and watertight. 

For comparison, Bangor cathedral is also sixth century but the present building is 

overwhelmingly Victorian. Even Edward I’s castles aren’t as old as this place, and none of 

them in such a good condition. This is nearly but not quite as ancient as Wales gets, and a 

stunning survival that isn’t all that well known. Penmon, though mentioned in a few places, is 

one of the myriad historical sites not trumpeted, cast aside in favour of the big beasts of 

Edward I’s castles and money guzzling tourist spots. I don’t think it’s likely to ever become a 

major attraction, unless the Game of Thrones prequels get hold of it, which they may well do 

since they’ve been filming at Penrhyn- The holy well at the back already resembles an 

ambush site from something like Game Of Thrones or Skyrim so I wouldn’t be surprised if 

they used it. It has been on film before, Angelina Jolie came to use it as a remote Romanian 

monastery in The Fever, so there’s every chance somebody will one day use it again, in 

something more popular and less forgettable.  

Despite the priory being free to enter there’s a parking charge that serves no other purpose 

than to fund Lord Bulkeley’s breakfast table- It isn’t overwhelming, but on top of this he also 

charges drivers for driving up to the point. Fortunately I had the stupidity to walk so I can 

safely keep that fiver in my pocket, as can the pair of walkers coming up behind me. I hope 



they won’t follow me into the refectory ruins, will move on, but this is wishful thinking. 

Aberlleiniog ruin isn’t good enough but this is? Hypocrites. I dodge into the church, hoping 

they again won’t follow. Again, wishful thinking. I’ve really taken against these two and am 

just hoping they’ll go and let me be, to do my lunacy, so I hang around the church longer than 

I need to after they’ve passed on, playing with my camera and searching for a light switch 

that will illuminate the two carved crosses that are kept here. I find it and it serves for a 

minute or so, but when I try to turn it off again the lights refuse to die. I make a hasty 

getaway before anybody notices this awful waste of energy I am guilty of. 

Fortunately, now, the couple are well ahead and I have the point road, the last leg of my 

journey, to myself. I can say hello to the sheep in a field, Dafad and Dafad and Dafad and 

Muriel. The fields are not so bleak and marshy now. This is more forgiving, yet much more 

remote, ground. Ynys Seriol, the edge of Mon, soon comes into view and the end of the earth 

is in sight. 

Yet, as two cars go past each other ahead of me, near disaster strikes. Something goes 

wrong with my boots, they hook each other together, and I stumble, trying to catch my 

balance and falling to the side of the road. Besides a little bit of scratching, my gloves absorb 

most of the damage, I’m fine. I pick myself up and carry on. One of the cars goes past, the 

driver must have seen me fall, but they don’t stop just to check if I’m ok. Again, somebody 

who no doubt lives in their own little bubble. Other people don’t matter. The I takes priority 

over the you. I trip again, but keep my balance, and then again, and eventually consider 

walking bowlegged until I can figure what is going on. I don’t, I just take more care. 

At last, I come to the bleak, desolate, true back of beyond- Penmon Point, or Trwyn Du 

(Black Point) in Welsh. All that stands between here and Scotland (Mann is just off to one 

side, narrowly missing the line) is Seiriol. Here it looks less of a tear drop and more a great, 

hulking bit of rock, a whale beached a short way out to sea. St Seiriol, who is said to have 

founded the priory, also founded a monastic hermitage over there (when things got too busy 

for him on the mainland, at a time when living in a bubble wasn’t all that popular,) and so 

named the island. It’s privately owned, a protected wildlife site, with no access to the public, 

and there will be no prizes for anybody who correctly guesses that it is our old friend Lord 

Bulkeley who commands the deed of ownership. For once the fact that nobody is allowed 

across is an interminably and unprovocatively good thing. It means, besides probably a few 

people keeping an eye on things, there is nobody to disturb the wildlife. It’s a place where 

nature is allowed to do what it wills. Mostly it’s birds, notably the puffins which give the 

island it’s twee and silly English name- Puffin Island. That a human presence has been 



eradicated, except for a few ruins, means there can’t be a repeat of the rat introduction which 

once upon a time lead to the near extinction of our colourfully beaked friends. Leaving 

Seiriol alone, out of human hands, is something to high five in my opinion. 

This, despite a couple of lonely houses, a closed café, a lighthouse and a radar station sort 

of thing hidden away behind the café, really does feel like the end of the world. There’s a car 

parked behind me as I stand on the edge, looking out to Seiriol and the sea, but I am 

otherwise alone here. I see that pair of walkers slinking away down the coastal path, up 

towards Red Wharf, as I arrive, and finally they are gone forever. I am miles from 

civilisation. Besides the odd house and farm, and tiny hamlet of Victorian occultists, to regain 

the trappings of society as we know it is a whole three miles down the road behind me, in 

Llangoed. With the sky turning grey, the mountains in the distance, and the winter chill, I 

could be the last man on earth if it weren’t for the car parked behind me. This is hardly Cape 

Wrath remote, or middle of the Carneddau remote, but it is just as lonely.  

It’s easy to see why Seiriol came all the way out here to be alone, first settling at Penmon 

Priory and then getting frustrated because it wasn’t remote enough. Back in the sixth century 

this must have felt like the very limits of the world, everywhere else almost inaccessible and 

unimaginably distant. I can be back in Bangor in a couple of hours, but for Seiriol Bangor 

must have seemed as far away as somewhere such as London does to me today. Directly, it is 

an almost seven mile straight line to the south, if one were to go across the water. That’s a 

heck of a journey in sixth century terms. 

I have no idea of the time, either. It could be four in the afternoon, it could be lunchtime, 

and I will never know. This lack of time is a wonderful thing, for it makes it seem like the 

voyage I have just made was one hell of a trek. It adds to the remoteness, makes it seem like I 

have travelled for miles and miles. I love being without time. It is so liberating, so freeing. 

Without time, all the world seems to slow down and it doesn’t matter a jot about bus times or 

journey times or what time I’ll be getting home. Nothing matters anymore, without time, and 

that is a wonderful feeling. I could get the phone out of my pocket and check, but that would 

not be fun. That would break the illusion of liberty. 

Returning up the road I almost trip again, and I discover the problem. My boots have a pair 

of metal lace hooks at the top and one loop of the shoelace on the other foot is catching on 

them. The solution is simple, retie my boots so the loop is always on the other side. I have 

tied them far too well, I regret, and by the side of the road it takes me a good ten minutes to 

unpick the laces and readjust, accidentally and annoyingly scratching my hand on a bramble 

in the process.  



I have no more problems after this and, as if to make up for trying to cause me an injury, 

my boots carry me all the way back to Llangoed, along the same route I came, with exactly 

the right speed to catch the bus moments before it leaves. I’m happy about that, for it means I 

can be without time for a little longer. The lengthy bus ride back, all the way back to Bangor 

bus depot where the town clock’s two in the afternoon face gurns back at me, just makes it 

feel, all the more, like I have been to the very end of the earth. That I went there and back in 

only five hours is a thing that makes me smile, for it definitely felt like a much grander and 

longer journey without my knowing how long it took. I honestly got off the bus thinking it 

was nearly four, or just after. 

 

Laters blud, 

James. 

 


