Three Legends of Llanrhaeadr-ym-Mochnant
Introduction - Re-Animating the Landscape

We are living in a time of great change. Our

understanding of the landscape around us, and our place
within it, has transformed considerably since the times
when the folktales retold in this little book were common
knowledge. No longer do we explain the features of the
land around us as resulting from the activities of giants,
dragons or other supernatural beings. Our understanding is,
instead, most likely to be informed by developments in
Geology and Physics, and this is good, but it is not the only
way we can engage with our surroundings. As our
scientific knowledge about physical processes in nature has
expanded, so our mythological and legendary
understanding of the landscape has gradually disappeared.
There is something to be said, however, for preserving
our local folk stories and origin myths. For one thing, such
stories give access to the worldview of our ancestors,
allowing us to gain an appreciation of how they perceived
the environment around them, how they believed the
features of the landscape came to be, and how they
understood the role of human beings within it all. Through
looking at these stories we can begin to appreciate how the
world in which our ancestors lived was not one of mindless
physical processes, but rather was a world filled with
strange powers, mysterious creatures and weird
intelligences, all of which influenced and affected everyday
life and understanding.
For example, what we might today recognise as a
Bronze Age standing stone was, to our medieval ancestors,
explained with recourse to a story about dragons in the
distant past. Similarly, the enormous and enigmatic
boulders strewn across the valley floor by Pistyll Rhaeadr
were not the result of prehistoric glacial movements, or
freeze-thaw action, but were deposited there by Giants in a
time before time. We can see here how these stories seek to
explain the things we see around us in the landscape, in
much the same way as scientific theories do, only using
mythological, rather than scientific, language and concepts.
The causes described in traditional origin myths are
frequently intentional, deliberately carried out by conscious
supernatural beings with a definite purpose, while scientific
theories posit unconscious, random and mechanical, causal
processes. In a sense, therefore, folktales such as these may
be thought of as early stages in the history of the

development of scientific thinking.
We have a duty to preserve and retell these stories not
just for their historical and cultural value, but also to keep
our landscape alive. Not only do they represent a crucial
link to the past, they are also an entertaining and
enlightening way of interacting with the world around us,
right now in the present moment. It is often tempting to
dismiss such stories as irrational and redundant, already
superseded by our naturalistic scientific worldview, but this
does not have to be the case. These kinds of stories do not
have to be thought of as competing with scientific
developments, but instead could be thought of as a
complement to them, as a different way of thinking about
the world. While our materialistic worldview has
undoubtedly benefitted our species, it has also resulted in
the squandering of natural resources, the loss of countless
wild plant and animal species, and the destruction of
ancient and beautiful habitats. Folk stories such as these,
however, remind and encourage us to treat the landscape
with respect, to look upon it in awe and wonder, and to
think deeply about the creatures and objects that co-inhabit
it with us. The landscape, according to this older
understanding, is not just passive, there to be moulded and
shaped to human whims, but is in fact alive. These stories
suggest that the countryside is animated and occupied by
powers and personalities all its own (dragons, Giants,
spirits, magical stones and so on), which demand to be
treated with care and respect.
What is also especially interesting is that these ideas are
not just the product of this particular locality. Similar kinds
of stories can be found throughout the Welsh countryside,
all across Britain, into Europe, and indeed throughout all
continents and cultures. In a sense, therefore, by engaging
with the traditional stories that animate our local
environment, we are participating in a much wider network
of interconnecting narratives that link human beings to the
landscape in which they live, as well as to the distant past,
through reliving the myths our ancestors, and into the
future through passing on these stories to our descendants.
I sincerely hope that you enjoy these short retellings of
Llanrhaeadr-ym-Mochnant's traditional stories, and that
they help to bring this beautiful landscape alive as you
explore it.

The Giant’s Apronful
There once lived in these parts three enormous giants by the name of Berwyn (after whom the Berwyn mountains are
named), and his two brothers Myvyr and Rhuddwyn. One night Berwyn decided to surprise his brothers by building a bridge
across the valley, near to Pistyll Rhaeadr, over which he would walk to greet them at daybreak. Eager to get the bridge
finished before daybreak, so that his brothers would be both surprised and impressed by the effort he had put into his
scheme, Berwyn set out to gather boulders to begin his work. So long did it take
for Berwyn to find the boulders that, by the time he had reached the place
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titanic proportions of the giant Berwyn and his brothers, Myvyr and Rhuddwyn.
Source: Hancock, T.W. (1873) ‘Llanrhaiadr-yn-Mochnant: Its Parochial History and
Antiquities.’ Collections Historical and Archaeological Relating to Montgomeryshire, Vol. VI,
pp. 325-326.
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~ Retold by Jack Hunter
Y Wiber Adeiniog

Long, long ago, when strange things still haunted the wild
countryside, the farmers around the village of LlanrhaeadrymMochnant were suffering under the tyranny of a local dragon,
the Wiber Adeiniog (The Winged Viper). Every morning, the
farmers would come to their fields to find that the numbers of
their flocks had dwindled, sometimes a single lamb would be
missing, other times many more had disappeared. The winged
serpent was said to have occupied two lairs, both still bearing
the name Nant-y-Wiber today.
One of the serpent’s hiding holes was in Penygarnedd, well
known as a favourite nesting place for dragons, and the other
lay within the Parish boundaries of Llansilin, just over the hills.
Fearful that the Wiber would decimate the local community’s
supply of meat and wool, the villagers of Llanrhaeadr-ymMochnant decided that something had to be done about it. To
this end, an enormous standing stone was erected directly
between the serpent’s two nesting sites.
The village blacksmith was told to make hundreds of heavy
iron spikes, which were to be stuck all over the standing stone,
and then, knowing that the colour red greatly enraged dragons,
a huge red sheet was thrown over the top of the whole
construction. The villagers waited in hiding for the dragon to
make its usual flight from Penygarnedd to Llansilin, and when it
finally did they saw the winged serpent swoop down to attack the huge red stone, insulted by its bright colours, only to
impale itself on the iron spikes hidden beneath the sheet, as it coiled and thrashed itself around the stone. The villagers
came out from their hiding places and rejoiced that the dragon was finally slain, thankful that they had saved their flocks
from death by the serpent’s claws. The great stone that had slain the dragon can still be seen today, just outside the village
of Llanrhaeadr-ym-Mochnant, and is known as ‘Post Goch,’ (The Red Post), or ‘Post Y Wiber,’ (The Viper’s Post).
Source: Montgomeryshire Collections, Vol. IX, p. 237.

Careg-y-Big

In the 1600s, so it has been told, there was a tall, pointed, stone pillar in the village of Llanrhaeadr-ym-Mochnant known as Careg-yBig (The Bickering Stone). Every Sunday the people of the village would challenge each other to climb to the top of the stone and shout
out ‘Captain Caregy-Big,’ if they reached the top. This was seen as a public demonstration of the villagers’ physical prowess and skill.
Unfortunately these competitions frequently turned violent, with
skirmishes breaking out around the base of the pillar, and young men
fighting for the honour of being labelled ‘Captain Careg-y-Big.’ Indeed, it
was not uncommon on a Monday morning for people to ask how many
had been killed in Llanrhaeadr-ym-Mochnant on Sunday, trying to reach
the coveted pinnacle of Careg-y-Big. Noticing that there was something
unusual about the stone’s unpleasant influence on the villagers, the Parish
Priest of Llanrhaeadrym-Mochnant, the Reverend Parry, employed the
services of a farmer from the nearby village of Penybont Llanerchemrys to
get rid of the stone and its malevolent influence. It is said that the farmer
used a team of large Oxen to remove the stone from the village, while the
villagers were asleep so as not to ignite their covetous rage, hauling it
across the countryside to his farm in Penybont. As soon as the farmer
arrived at his home with the stone, however, he noticed something
strange - a weird, unpleasant atmosphere lay over the whole place. The
farmer was horrified to see his farm animals beginning to act oddly, sizing
each other up, barking and growling. Before long a hideous scene played out on the farmer’s land: his animals were viciously
attacking one another, fighting, killing and goring, struggling to get closer to the cursed stone. Finally, aware that some evil and
malevolent spirit occupied the stone, the farmer dragged it to a nearby pool in the River Tanat, deep enough to swallow it
completely, and cast it into the cold watery depths. From that day onwards the village of Llanrhaeadr-ym-Mochnant was free from
the malicious influence of Careg-y-Big, but it is rumoured that the farmer who released the village from its curse later drowned in that
same deep pool, enticed into the cold waters by the stone’s malicious promise of power and prestige. A tall standing stone in the
village still bears the name Careg-y-Big in memory of the original stone.
Source: Hancock, T.W. (1873) ‘Llanrhaiadr-yn-Mochnant: Its Parochial History and Antiquities.’ Collections Historical and Archaeological Relating
to Montgomeryshire, Vol. VI, pp. 319-320.

