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◆ PREFACE ◆
The imprints of Tintern Abbey span centuries, genres and locations. According 
to the nineteenth-century Bristol antiquarian John Taylor, ‘[t]he name Tintern 
is said to be derived from din, a fortress, and teyrn, a sovereign or chief, and its 
application is explained from the site of the Abbey being anciently occupied as a 
hermitage by a king of Glamorgan named Tewdrig or Theodoric.’* 
 The ruins of Tintern Abbey sit between the River Wye and the southern part 
of the village of Tintern. The Wye is a tidal river, which frequently changes from 
a low flow during the summer months to a lively—at times, unruly—floodwater 
during the winter season, with the high tides reaching the Bristol Channel. En-
veloped by an area of outstanding beauty, Tintern Abbey is the best-preserved 
medieval abbey in Wales, despite its current state as a picturesque ruin. The ab-
bey church was rebuilt according to its original design in the thirteenth century 
at the behest of Roger Bigod, lord of Chepstow Castle (some five miles away), 
and the present ruin represents work that took place over four centuries between 
1131 and 1536. Tintern was the second Cistercian monastery in Britain, the first 
of its kind in Wales, and while little remains of the original buildings, the site 
preserves the vast windows and later decorative details throughout its walls and 
archways. Prior to the Dissolution of the Monasteries, the lands of the abbey 
were worked on by lay brethren. On 3 September 1536, King Henry VIII’s rep-
resentatives took hold of the land from Abbot Wyche, bringing to an end four 
centuries of monastic life. 
 In preparing this Reader, we have endeavoured to select a few imprints that 
testify to the enduring inspiration of the abbey and the variability of its local 
environs. The collection of texts and images bring together artistic, literary and 
topographical works about the location from a period spanning around 170 years, 
and drawing on writers as diverse as Austen, Wordsworth, Tennyson and Gins-
berg. Each of the selections offers complementary views of the same landscape, 
which combined with some on-site creative responses will (we hope) stimulate 
your own reflections on and responses to the picturesque, Romantic location of 
Tintern Abbey. Enjoy the excursion!

jamie castell
maximiliaan van woudenberg

* John Taylor, Tintern Abbey and its Founders (London: Houlston & Wright; Bristol: J. 
Wright & Co.; Chepstow: T. Griffiths, 1869), p. 12.
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◆ ABOUT TOWN AND ABBEY ◆

t h e a bbe y

Robert Bloomfield (1766–1823)

The Banks of the Wye (1807)

Through the long reach below Ethels wier, the water became turbid and slugish, 
until the tide turnd, and then it ran furiously down, and soon brought us in sight 
of the Ruins of Tintern Abby. A place so often described by pen and by pencil, 
that I will not attempt it; only remarking that it must have been a place of ex-
treem beauty, and is now a place that strikes the eye, and fixes on the soul some-
thing like the shackles of superstition; yet I would hope that reverence for an old 
place of devotion is something deserving a better name. The door was open’d 
suddenly, and the effect instantaneously overpowerd us all in different ways! It is 
grandeur in a place where it would be least expected; a memorial of wealth and 
population now unseen in its neighbourhood. The burial place of Strong-bow, 
the conqueror of Ireland, &c. Most of the party sat down and took sketches of the 
interior; but I found it above my reach, and so gave vent to my feelings by singing, 
for their amusement and my own, the 104th Psalm. And though no ‘fretted vault’ 
remains to harmonize the sound, it soothd me into those <that> state of mind 
which is most to be desired. We tarried here until the last moment <minute> of 
our allowance of time; the tide was ebbing, and if suffer’d to ebb too far, some of 
the rapids further down would not have boasted sufficient depth to have floated 
us to Chepstow. We took a hearty, but hasty breakfast, and I rather think the 
Welsh girl who waited upon us was not sorry to get rid of her company. We had 
been more than three hours on the water; and we shall remember the Tintern 
Breakfast with pleasure if any part of our company go there, or meet each other 
again.

— Robert Bloomfield, The Banks of the Wye: A Romantic Circles Electronic Edition, ed. 
by Tim Fulford (https://www.rc.umd.edu/editions/wye).  [From a transcription of 
Bloomfield’s prose journal of his 1807 Wye tour in British Library Add. ms 28267.]
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t h e r i v er
John Thelwall (1764–1834)

The Phenomena of the Wye,  
during the Winter of 1797–8 (1798)

Of the character I have described is the general scenery in the neighbourhood of 
the Wye. It abounds with character—always picturesque or romantic, and fre-
quently together. Gardens and pleasure grounds have little to do in the creation 
of its attraction: diversities of foliage are but secondary considerations. Its rocks, 
its mountains, its dingles, its precipices, constitute a more permanent and a su-
perior charm; and still more the intricate meanders of the river, and the eternal 
diversity of its bed and current—here deep, majestic, slow —there huddling and 
brawling over a wide expanse of pebbles—and again foaming over ragged strata 
of projecting rocks, or eddying round the huge fragments that have rolled from 
the neighbouring mountains. In dry weather this interesting river shrinks to a 
comparative rivulet, and the pensive wanderer who saunters by its side, admir-
ing, through its transparent stream, the successive strata of sand, of gravel, and 
of rock, over which it flows, has his ear regaled in a few hundred paces with all 
the varieties of plaintive sound, from the faintest murmurings to the sullen roar. 
At other times it will suddenly swell to a boisterous and overwhelming sea; ris-
ing many feet, nay, many yards, in a single night sweeping every thing before it, 
overwhelming the valleys wherever it finds an opening between the hills, and ex-
hibiting one continued scene of terrible and tumultuous grandeur. These circum-
stances produce a charm so independent of those accidents and minuter beauties 
which constitute the attraction of less majestic scenes, that you might even fell 
every tree, and exterminate every shrub, without destroying the sublimity, or 
even the beauty of the scene: for the river and the mountains would still remain, 
the solid features of the landscape would be yet unaltered; and, like the mere 
sketches and outlines of a superior master, would command the admiration of 
every judicious beholder. This being the case, it will be readily concluded, that 
in every season of the year, the Wye and the surrounding country have their ap-
propriate charms.

— John Thelwall, ‘The Phenomena of the Wye, during the Winter of 1797–8’, 
Monthly Magazine, 5 (1798), 343–46 (pp. 344–5).
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i n dust r i a l t i n t er n
Richard Warner (1763–1857)

A Walk through Wales (1797)

Immediately opposite to the room in which we were lodged stands a large iron 
forge, one amongst the many that are constantly worked night and day, in the 
valley of Tintern. The wide folding-doors were thrown open, and as they faced 
our window, the interior part of the edifice, with its huge apparatus, and the op-
erations carried on by it, were displayed to our view. Here the dingy beings who 
melt the ore, and prepare it for the bar-hammer, were seen busied in their horri-
ble employment, all the detail of which we clearly discovered by the assistance 
of the strong illumination cast on them from the flaming furnaces. This scene of 
bustle amidst smoke and fire, during the darkness and silence of midnight, which 
was only interrupted by the intonations of the bar-hammer, produced a most im-
pressive effect on the mind. We saw Virgil’s description realized, and the interior 
of Etna, the forges of the Cyclops, and their fearful employment, immediately 
occurred to us.

— Richard Warner, A Walk Through Wales, in August 1797 (Bath: Printed by R. 
Cruttwell, 1798), p. 230.
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◆ TINTERN ABBEY IN VERSE, 
PROSE AND IMAGES ◆

Sneyd Davies (1709–69)

A Voyage to Tintern Abbey * in Monmouthshire, 
From Whitminster in Gloucestershire (1745; 1780)

From where the Stroud, smooth stream, serenely glides,  
 We reach the peopled Severn’s rapid tides;   
Stop, ere we fail; and from this point survey  
The hill-encompass’d, sea resembling bay;  
See the ridg’d tide † with sober grandeur heave,  5
And float in triumph o’er the river wave,  
Lo! where it comes, with what extensive sweep,  
Like some whale sidelong rolling on the deep.  
Wide and more wide, it joins the distant hills   
By swift degrees, and the great bason fills. 10
 We fail; now steadily; now gulphs inform 
The tumbling waves to imitate a storm. 
The rising shores a thousand charms bestow, 
Lawns at their feet, and forests on their brow; 
The pleasing villas, neighbours to the flood, 15
The taper spire, and the surrounding wood. 
 These lines, my C  ——, read, and pity too 
The shadowing pencil to the scene untrue: 
See the bright image of thy thought decay’d, 
And all its beauties in description fade. 20
 Where to each other the tall banks incline, 
And distant cliffs dividing seem to join, 
A narrow frith! our gallant Argo’s way, 
A door that opens to the boundless sea: 
What, if some ship with strutting sails come on, 25
Her wanton streamers waving in the fun! 
Just in the midst, as fancy would contrive, 
See the proud vessel o’er the billows drive. 

* Of these venerable ruins there are two good views and an account in Grose’s Antitqui-
ties, vol. II. D.
† This manner of the coming-in of the tide to the river Severn is called the Eager, or the 
Hyger, of the Severn. There is a beautiful allusion to it in Bishop Sprat’s History of the 
Royal Society. Davies.
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 The freight is past; the waves more strongly bear, 
The prospects widen, and the shores retreat, 30
Tritons, and Nereids! how we leave behind 
Towns, palaces, and run with tide and wind? 
Here, noble Stafford, thy unfinish’d dome, ‡ 
And thence the long-stretch’d race of Berkeley § come. 
Till tossing, and full feasted more than tir’d, 35
We change the wilder scene for paths retir’d, 
Quit the rough element, and watery strife, 
As from a public to a private life, 
Seek a calm coast, and up the channel ride, 
Where Vaga ¶ mingles with Sabrina’s ** tide. 40
 The sister streams, from the same hill their source 
Deriving, took, when young, a varous course, 
And, many a city, many a country seen, 
High towers, and walls antique, and meadows green, 
Now glad to meet, nor now to part again, 45
Go hand in hand and slide into the main. 
 In spite of Time, and War, and Tempest, great, 
Ascending Chepstow †† shews its castled feat, 
Beneath slope hills, and by the rolling flood, 
Clasp’d in a theatre of aged wood, 50
With air majestic, to the eye stands forth, 
Towering, and, conscious of its pristine worth, 
Lifts its sublime decay, in age’s pride 
Erect, and overlooks the climbing tide. 
 Pass but some moments, the returning sea 55
Shall those high-stranded vessels sweep away; 
That airy bridge, whence down we look’d with fear, 
Will low and level with the flood appear. 
 The crooked bank still winds to something new, 
Oars, scarcely turn’d, diversify the view; 60
Of trees and stone an intermingled scene, 
The shayd precipice and rocky green, 
Nature behold, to please and to surprize, 
Swell into bastions, or in columns rife: 
Here sinking spaces with dark boughs o’ergrown, 65
And there the naked quarries look a town. 
At length our pilgrimage’s home appears, 
Tintern her venerable fabrick rears, 
While the sun, mildly glancing in decline, 

‡ The remains of a noble feat begun by Stafford Duke of Buckingham. Davies.
§ Berkeley-castle, the seat of the Earl of Berkely. Davies.
¶  The river Wye. Davies.

**  The river Severn. Davies.
†† Chepstow-castle in Monmouthshire, the seat of the Duke of Beaufort. Davies.
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With his last gilding beautifies the shrine: 70
Enter with reverence her hallow’d gate, 
And trace the glorious relies of her state; 
The meeting arches, pillar’d walks admire, 
Or musing hearken to the silenc’d choir. 
Encircling groves diffuse a solemn grace, 75
And dimly fill th’ historic window’s place; 
While pitying shrubs on the bare summit try 
To give the roofless pile a canopy. 
 Here, O my friends, along the mossy dome 
In pleasurable sadness let me roam: 80
Look back upon the world in haven safe, 
Weep o’er its ruins, at its follies laugh. 

— Sneyd Davies, ‘Epistle IV. Describing a Voyage to Tintern-Abbey, in 
Monmouthshire, from Whitminster in Gloucestershire’. In  Bell’s Classical 
Arrangement of Fugitive Poetry, vol. 4 (London: Printed by John Bell, 1789), pp. 35–8.
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Thomas Whately (1726–72)

Observations on Modern Gardening (1770)

In the ruins  ,* Tintern abbey, the original construction of the church is perfectly 
marked; and it is principally from this circumstance that they are celebrated as a 
subject of curiosity and contemplation. The walls are almost entire; the roof only 
is fallen in; but most of the columns which divided the [a]isles are still standing; 
of those which have dropped down, the bases remain, every one exactly in its 
place; and in the middle of the nave, four lofty arches, which once supported the 
steeple, rise high in the air above the rest, each reduced not to a narrow rim of 
stone, but completely preserving its form. The shapes even of the windows are 
little altered; but some of them ar quite obscured, others partially shaded, by 
tufts of ivy, and those which are most clear, are edged with its slender tindrils, 
and lighter foliage, wreathing about the sides and the divisions; it winds round 
the pillars; it clings to the walls; and in one of the [a]isles, clusters at the top in 
bunches so thick and so large, as to darken the space below. The other a[isles], 
and the great nave, are exposed to the sky; the floor is entirely overspread with 
turf; and to keep it clear from weeds and bushes, is now its highest preservation. 
Monkish tomb-stones, and the monuments of benefactors long since forgotten, 
appear above the greenswerd; the bases of the pillars which have fallen, rise out 
of it; and maimed effigies, and sculputre worn with age and weather, Gothic 
capitals, carved cornices, and various fragments, are scattered about, or lie in 
heaps piled together. Other shattered pieces, though disjointed and mouldering, 
still occupy their original places; and a stair-case much impaired, which led to a 
tower now no more, is suspended at a great height, uncovered and inaccessible. 
Nothing is perfect; but memorials of every part still subsist; all certain, but all in 
decay; and suggesting, at once, every idea which can occur in a feat of devotion, 
solitude, and desolation. Upon such models, fictitious ruins should be formed; 
and if any parts are entirely lost, they should be such as the imagination can 
easily supply from those which are still remaining. Distinct traces of the building 
which is supposed to have excisted, are less liable to the suspicion of artifice, than 
an unmeaning heap of confusion. Precision is always satisfactory; but in the real-
ity it is only agreeable; in the copy, it is essential to imitation.
 A material circumstance to the truth of the imitation, is, that the ruin appear 
to be very old; the idea is besides interesting in itself; a monument of antiquity 
is never seen with indifference; and a semblance of age may be given to the rep-
resentation, by the hue of the materials; the growth of ivy, and other plants; and 
cracks and fragments seemingly occasioned rather by decay, than by destruction. 
An appendage evidently more modern than the principal structure will some-
times corroborate the effect; the shed of a cottager amidst the remains of a tem-
ple, is a contrast both to the former and the present state of the building; and a 
tree flourishing among ruins, shews the length of time they have lain neglected. 

* Between Chepstowe and Monmouth.
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No circumstance so forcibly marks the desolation of a spot once inhabited, as the 
prevalence of nature over it:

Campos ubi Troja fuit
is a sentence which conveys a stronger idea of a city totally overthrown, than a 
description of its remains; but in a representation to the eye, some remains must 
appear; and then the perversion of them to an ordinary use, or an inter-mixture 
of a vigorous vegetation, intimates a settled despair of their restoration.

— Thomas Whatley, Observations on Modern Gardening, Illustrated by Descriptions 
(London: Thomas Payne, 1770), pp. 133–5.
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Thomas Gray (1716–71)

Letter to Dr Wharton (1771)

My last summer’s tour was through Worsestershire, Gloucestershire, Monmouth-
shire, Herefordshire, and Shropshire, five of the most beautiful counties in the 
kingdom. The very principal light and capital feature of my journey was the river 
Wye, which I descended in a boat for near forty miles from Ross to Cheptstow. 
Its banks are a succession of nameless beauties; one out of many you may see not 
ill described by Mr. Whately, in his Observations on Gardening, under the name 
of the New-Weir: he has also touched upon two others, Tinterne [sic] Abbey and 
Persfield [sic], bot of them famous scenes, and both on the Wye. Monmouth, a 
town I never heard mentioned, lies on the same river, in a vale that is the delight 
of my eyes, and the very feat of pleasure. The vale of Abergavenny, Ragland, and 
Chepstow casltes; Ludlow, Malvern-Hills, Hampton-Court, near Lemster; the 
Leasowes, Hagley, the three cities and their cathedrals; and lastly Oxford (where 
I passed two days on my return with great satisfaction), were the rest of my ac-
quisitions, and no bad harvest in my opinion; but I made no journal myself, else 
you should have had it: I have indeed a short one written by the companion of my 
travels,* that serves to recall and fix the fleeting images of these things.
 I have had a cough upon me these three months, which is incurable. The ap-
proaching summer I have sometimes had thoughts of spending on the continent; 
but I have not dropped that intention, and believe my expeditions will terminate 
in Old-Park: but I make no promise, and can answer for nothing; my own em-
ployment so sticks in my stomach, and troubles my conscience: and yet travel I 
must, or cease to exist. Till this year I hardly knew what (mechanical) lost spirits 
were, but now I even tremble at an east wind.

— Letter from Thomas Gray to Dr Wharton, 24 May 1771. In The Poems of Mr Gray, to 
Which Are Prefixed Memoirs of his Life and Writings, ed. by William Mason (London: 
J. Dodsley and York: J. Todd, 1775), pp. 394–5.

* Mr. Nicholls.
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Richard Godfrey (b. 1728)

Tintern Abbey. Engraved from an  
Original Drawing (1775)

— Richard Godfrey, Tintern Abbey. Engraved from an Original Drawing (London: 
F. Blyth, 1775). Louisa Saelmans Collection.
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William Gilpin (1724–1804)

Observations on the River Wye, and Several Parts 
of South Wales, &c. Relative Chiefly to Picturesque 

Beauty; Made in the Summer of the Year 1770 (1782)

From Monmouth we reached, by a late-breakfast hour, the noble ruin of Tin-
tern-abbey; which belongs to the Duke of Beaufort; and is esteemed, with its 
appendages, the most beautiful and picturesque view on the river.
 Castles and abbeys have different situations, agreeable to their respective uses. 
The castle, meant for defence, stands boldly on the hill: the abbey, intended for 
meditation, is hid in the sequestered vale.

Ah! happy thou, if one superior rock 
Rear on its brow, the shivered fragment huge 
Of some old Norman fortress: happier far, 
Ah then most happy, if thy vale below 
Wash, with the crystal coolness of its rills, 
Some mould’ring abbey’s ivy-vested wall.

Such is the situation of Tintern-abbey. It occupies a great eminence in the mid-
dle of a circular valley, beautifully screened on all sides by woody hills; through 
which the river winds its course; and the hills, closing on its entrance and on its 
exit, leave no room for inclement blasts to enter. A more pleasing retreat could 
not easily be found. The woods and glades intermixed; the winding of the river; 
the variety of the ground; the splendid ruin, contrasted with the objects of na-
ture; and the elegant line formed by the summits of the hills which include the 
whole; make all together a very inchanting piece of scenery. Every thing around 
breathes an air so calm and tranquil; so sequestered from the commerce of life, 
that it is easy to conceive, a man of warm imagination, in monkish times, might 
have been allured by such a scene to become an inhabitant of it.
 No part of the ruins of Tintern is seen from the river, except the abbey-church. 
It has been an elegant Gothic pile; but it does not make that appearance as a 
distant object, which we expected. Though the parts are beautiful, the whole is 
ill-shaped. No ruins of the tower are left, which might give form, and contrast to 
the walls, and buttresses, and other inferior parts. Instead of this, a number of 
gabel-ends hurt the eye with their regularity, and disgust it by the vulgarity of 
their shape. A mallet judiciously used (but who durst use it?) might be of service 
in fracturing some of them; particularly those of the cross [a]isles, which are 
both disagreeable in themselves, and confound the perspective.
 But were the building ever so beautiful, incompassed as it is with shabby hous-
es, it could make no appearance from the river. From a stand near the road, it is 
seen to more advantage.
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 But if Tintern-abbey be less striking as a distant object, it exhibits, on a nearer 
view, (when the whole together cannot be seen, but the eye settles on some of its 
nobler parts) a very inchanting piece of ruin. Nature has now made it her own. 
Time has worn off all traces of the rule: it has blunted the sharp edges of the 
chisel; and broken the regularity of opposing parts. The figured ornaments of 
the east-window are gone; those of the west-window are left. Most of the other 
windows, with their principal ornaments, remain.
 To these are superadded the ornaments of time. Ivy, in masses uncommonly 
large, has taken possession of many parts of the wall; and gives a happy contrast 
to the grey-coloured stone, of which the building is composed. Nor is this undec-
orated. Mosses of various hues, with lychens, maiden-hair, penny-leaf, and other 
humble plants, over-spread the surface; or hang from every joint and crevice. 
Some of them were in flower, others only in leaf; but all together, they give those 
full-blown tints, which add the richest finishing to a ruin.
 Such is the beautiful appearance which Tintern-abbey exhibits on the outside, 
in those parts, where we can obtain a nearer view of it. But when we enter it we 
see it in most perfection; at least if we consider it as an independent object, un-
connected with landscape. The roof is gone: but the walls, and pillars, and abut-
ments, which supported it, are intire. A few of the pillars indeed have given way; 
and here, and there, a piece of the facing of the wall: but in correspondent parts, 
one always remains to tell the story. The pavement is obliterated: the elevation 
of the choir is no longer visible: the whole area is reduced to one level; cleared of 
rubbish; and covered with neat turf, closely shorn; and interrupted with nothing, 
but the noble columns which formed the [a]isles and supported the tower.
 When we stood at one end of this awful piece of ruin; and surveyed the whole 
in one view—the elements of air and earth, its only covering, and pavement; and 
the grand and venerable remains, which terminated both—perfect enough to 
form the perspective; yet broken enough to destroy the regularity;  the eye was 
above measure delighted with the beauty, the greatness, and the novelty of the 
scene. More picturesque it certainly would have been, if the area, unadorned, 
had been left with all its rough fragments of ruin scattered round; and bold was 
the hand that removed them: yet as the outside of the ruin, which is the chief ob-
ject of picturesque curiosity, is still left in all its wild, and native rudeness; we ex-
cuse—perhaps we approve—the neatness, that is introduced within. It may add 
to the beauty of the scene—to its novelty it undoubtedly does.
 Among other things in this scene of desolation, the poverty and wretchedness 
of the inhabitants were remarkable. They occupy little huts, raised among the 
ruins of the monastery; and seem to have no employment, but begging: as if a 
place, once devoted to indolence, could never again become the seat of industry. 
As we left the abbey, we found the whole hamlet at the gate, either openly solicit-
ing alms; or covertly, under the pretence of carrying us to some part of the ruins, 
which each could shew; and which was far superior to any thing, which could be 
shewn by any one else. The most lucrative occasion could not have excited more 
jealousy, and contention.



18

 One poor woman we followed, who had engaged to shew us the monk’s li-
brary. She could scarcely crawl; shuffling along her palsied limbs and meagre, 
contracted body, by the help of two sticks. She led us, through an old gate, into a 
place overspread with nettles, and briars; and pointing to the remnant of a shat-
tered cloister, told us that was the place. It was her own mansion. All indeed she 
meant to tell us was the story of her own wretchedness; and all she had to shew 
us, was her own miserable habitation. We did not expect to be interested; but we 
found we were. I never saw so loathsome a human dwelling. It was a cavity, loftily 
vaulted, between two ruined walls, which streamed with various-coloured stains 
of unwholesome dews. The floor was earth; yielding, through moisture, to the 
tread. Not the merest utensil, or furniture of any kind, appeared, but a wretched 
bedstead, spread with a few rags, and drawn into the middle of the cell, to pre-
vent its receiving the damp, which trickled down the walls. At one end was an 
aperture, which served just to let in light enough to discover the wretchedness 
within. — — When we stood in the midst of this cell of misery, and felt the chill-
ing damps, which struck us in every direction, we were rather surprised, that 
the wretched inhabitant was still alive; than that she had only lost the use of her 
limbs.
 The country about Tintern-abbey hath been described as a solitary, tranquil 
scene; but its immediate environs only are meant. Within half a mile of it are 
carried on great iron-works; which introduce noise and bustle into these regions 
of tranquillity.
 The ground about these works, appears from the river to consist of grand 
woody hills, sweeping, and intersecting each other in elegant lines. They are a 
continuation of the same kind of landscape, as that about Tintern-abbey, and are 
fully equal to it.
 As we still descend the river, the same scenery continues. The banks are equal-
ly steep, winding, and woody; and in some parts diversified by prominent rocks, 
and ground finely broken, and adorned.
 But one great disadvantage began here to invade us. Hitherto the river had 
been clear, and splendid; reflecting the several objects on its banks. But its wa-
ters now became oozy and discoloured. Sludgy shores too appeared on each side; 
and other symptoms which discovered the influence of a tide. 
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S. Hooper

Tintern Abbey, Monmouthshire (1784)

S. Hooper, Tintern Abbey, Monmouthshire. Engraved by S. Sparrow (London: 
Hooper, 1784). Louisa Saelmans Collection.
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Stebbing Shaw (1762–1802)

A Tour to the West of England (1788)

In order to vary the scenes as much as possible, we dismissed our boat at Mon-
mouth, and went by land to Tintern-abbey; as the upper part of the river [Wye] 
affords most variety in a boat, this plan was undoubtedly the best. As we pro-
ceeded on the road to Chepstow, and passed Troy house, a fine old seat of the 
Duke of Beaufort, now only inhabited by a steward and a farmer, the autum-
nal glow of nature, attendant on nocturnal showers, gave us the highest idea of 
the town’s charming situtation and scenery, protected on all sides by hills of the 
sweetest verdure, even to their utmost summits, the streams of Vaga murmuring 
at their feet.*

 As we ascended the hill before us, each progressive step afforded an infinite va-
riety of waving mountains, vallies and woods, interspersed with white cots, seats, 
&c. &c.  and backed by the majestic heads of the Sugar-loaf, and Brecknockshire 
black mountains. Having gained this lofty summit, we deviated a little to the 
right of the road, to observe the distant ruins of Ragland Castle, once a most 
powerful and glorious place […]
 The aspect from hence became dreary and unpleasant, and the fervency of 
the noontide sun was now almost as intense as Midsummer, without a shade to 
guard us from its powers. We now left the great road at the village of Turlington, 
and passed thro’ hollow and uncouth tracks, seldom attempted by any carriage 
but those of the natives; after a few specimens of pleasing recluse scenery, we 
enter a profound dell for several miles; a gurgling brook winding thro’ the um-
brageous cavity which supplies a number of large iron works above the village 
of Abbey-Tintern: Mr. Tanner is the ostensible manager; the Duke of Beaufort 
the great proprietor. We inspected the principal furnace, and saw the ore, which 
is mostly brought from that vast source, at Furness, in Lancashire, dissolved by 
the blast of immense bellows, worked upon the modern construction of cylinder 
pumps. They have a method of separating the best qualities from the dross, by a 
water wheel and hammers, from which they collect considerable quantities of 
pure metal, and the powder fells to the glass houses for their use. Lower down are 
various forges for the purpose of striking this mutliated ore, into every requisite 
size and form of the broadest bars to the finest wires [….]   
 We now approached the venerable object of our deviation, Tintern Abbey, hid 
in a most sequestered spot by the river Wye. Before these populous manufacto-
ries were here thought of, how passing excellent must this situation have been 
for monastic life and discipline. However these iron works have been very an-

* Mr. Gray’s observation on this sweet place is thus found in a letter, dated May 24th, 
1771, giving an acocunt of his precedings summer’s tour, in which the river Wye was the 
principal feature. ‘Monmouth, (says he) which is a town I never heard mentioned, lies on 
the same river, in a vale, that is the delight of my eyes, and the very feat of pleasure.’
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ciently in use in different parts of the banks of the Wye, as has appeared under 
Monmouth. The ruins of Furness must yield to Tintern, both in point of pictur-
esque beauty, preservation and curiosity; we might gaze with fresh delight and 
admiration for hours, on this perfect skeleton of gothic architecture. The internal 
dimensions from east to west are 77 yards, from north to south 53. The east, west, 
north and south windows, and centre arches, are of an equal height 67 feet, the 
west window itself is 60. 

— Stebbing Shaw, A Tour to the West of England in 1788 (London: Robson and Clarke, 
and J. Walker, 1789), pp. 201–10.
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J. M. W. Turner (1775–1851)

The Chancel and Crossing of Tintern Abbey, 
Looking towards the East Window (1794)

Joseph Mallord William Turner, The Chancel and Crossing of Tintern Abbey, Looking 
towards the East Window (1794). Wikipedia Commons. Accessed 11 July 2015.
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Edmund Gardner (1770?–98?)

Sonnet 
Written in Tintern Abbey, Monmouthshire (1796)

Stranger, whoe’er thou art, whose ling’ring feet, 
Enchain’d by wonder, press this verdant green,*  
Where thy enraptur’d fight the dark woods meet,
Ah pause awhile, and contemplate the scene! 

These hoary pillars clasp’d by ivy round, 5
This hallow’d floor by holy footsteps trod,
The mould’ring Choir by spreading thorns embrown’d
Where fasting saints devoutly hymn’d their God.

But ruthless Time, by flow but certain sweep,
Has laid, alas! their ancient splendor low: 10
Yet if Reflection sinks its lesson deep,
The foul’s improvement from these walls may flow.

Like them how soon may be thy tottering state!
Man’s but a temple of a shorter date.

Hortensius.
Frampton on Severn,

Gloucestershire, July 12, 1796.

* The floor of the abbey is now a beautiful turf composed chiefly of clover.
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Edward Jerningham (1737–1812)

Tintern Abbey (1796)

Mark this lone feat, by Contemplation plann’d, 
This awful relic of monastic day: 
Beneath the touch of Time’s reluctant hand 
Slow mouldering in the silence of decay.

Nature her sheltering moss around has thrown, 5
As if in pity of the fading pile,
And ev’n to cheer what sorrow calls her own
On ruin’s brow has bid her flow’rets smile.
 
The rifted arch from all connection starts,
The prostrate pillars stretch along the vale, 10
Yet mid the wreck of corresponding parts,
‘One column stands to tell the mournful tale.’
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Samuel Ireland (1744–1800)

Picturesque Views on the River Wye (1797)

The river, in an easy meandering course, soon brought us within view of the most 
picturesque object on its banks, the splendid and very elegant ruin of Tintern 
Abbey,

‘These are fair scenes where if art whilom trod,
Led by the worst of guides fell tyranny,
And with less superstition, we now trace
Her footsteps with delight; and pleas’d revere
What once we should have hated.’

Approaching the sublime and sequestered spot, the enthusiastic lover of simplic-
ity in art and nature, the admirer of the picturesque and beautiful, the antiquary 
and the moralist will feel the effect, as it were, of enchantment, and become lost 
almost in pleasing melancholy. The steepy hills, the hanging woods, the rolling 
stream, the nodding ruin, the surviving monuments of fallen grandeur and beau-
ty in decay; the constructed space, the stillness and retir[e]ment, all conspire to 
impress the mind with awe, and for a moment withdraw from its vain pursuit of 
wealth and power, and abstract it from the world. On this remain, a very able 
writer has remarked, that ‘were the building ever so beautiful, incompassed as 
it is with shabby houses, it could make no appearance from the river.’ In this we 
essentially differ, and present the annexed view in support of our opinion. Here 
every cottage appears as it really exists on the spot; and the petty, or if you please 
paltry accompaniments to which he alludes, appear to us so far from diminish-
ing the grandeur of the general effect, that they serve rather on the contrary as a 
scale, and give magnitude to the principal object.
 The ruined windows, pillars, and mouldings are all of them very elegant speci-
mens of the most perfect style of Gothic architecture. That wreck and desolation 
to which the revolution of opinion, the wasteful rapacity and tyranny of Henry, 
had subjected this lovely spot, would have presented only marks of violence, and 
under the pretence of religion, the ravaging arm of an unprincipled barbarian. It 
is to the gentler tyranny, the silend and progressive ravages, of time, that we owe 
many of those delicate touches and features of beauty that embellish this elegant 
and interesting ruin. These have contributed to soften down the sharper edges 
of the chissel, and, by blending its variegated tufts of moss, and spreading the 
overhanging with its loose drapery, and many tinted greens, the highly wrought 
ornaments and sculpture of the place, have given to the whole a richness and 
mellowness, far beyond the reach of art.
 The small gothic Gate at the entrance from the water, was evidently an ad-
junct of the abbey, and the remaining small buildings adjoining, formed part of 
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its out-offices. The abbey was founded a.d. 1131. by Walter de Clare, for monks of 
the Cistercian order; and dedicated to Saint Mary. About the time of the revolu-
tion, here were thirteen religious houses, whose estates were stimated according 
to Dugdale at one hundred and ninety-two pounds, one shilling and four pence 
per annum. The site was granted in the twenty-eight of Henry the VIII. to Henry 
Earl of Worcester, from whom it has descended to the present Duke of Beaufort.
 On entering this sublime ruin the mind is struck with a reverential and reli-
gious awe: a sensation which can be no more expressed by words, than it can in 
this full extent be excited by all the graces of Grecian proportions, and all the 
decencies of orthodox worship. The noble clustered columns form a beautiful 
scene in perspective; and, while some of the rich Gothic ornaments and pointed 
arches above, present themselves as if magically suspended, and raise an idea 
of grandeur, accompanied, if not with alarm with some degree of surprise, the 
various ruinated fragments of capitals and pillars below, which lie scattered in-
discriminately and in part overgrown and buried in beds of wild flowers and ver-
dant tendrils, create an interesting disorder, and suggest ideas, though perhaps 
of a melancholy tinge, yet so far from a distressing nature as to lull the mind to a 
respose, congenial to the general turn of the surrounding scenery.
 The smooth and trim manner in which the ground here is kept, is not, ac-
cording to our conception, very much in unison with the assemblage of objects 
around, where brokenness and irregularity are the principal and leading features 
of the place, the tameness and uniformity produced by it, are incongruous and 
out of character.
 The western window, although in point of proportion rather too wide for its 
height, is yet a curious specimen of the ancient Gothic, and no contemptible 
study for one is smitten with a true passion for the antique. The roof of the build-
ing is entirely fallen in, and with it some of the pillars are lost, but their bases 
still remain above the surface of the ground, so as to enable the antiquary, if he 
has the least of the architect about him, every easily to give a ground plot of the 
whole.
 In the middle of the nave, the lofty arches which once supported the steeple, 
rise high above the rest; but though they retain their forms, they are reduced to 
a mere ridge of stone.
 The neighbouring iron works belonging to Mr. Tanner of Monmouth, will af-
ford a different scene, and should be visited by every traveller. Here the quiet and 
repose of the cottage is happily contrasted by the activity and bustle of the forge.
 In passing along the river side to the iron works, many beautiful passages in 
landscape present themselves; they are composed of woody and diversified hills, 
similar to those adjoining to the abbey, but heightened by the busy scenes of 
the labourer and artificer, constantly employed in the adjacent manufactory. The 
iron works are principally supplied from Furness in Lancashire with ore, which 
is disolved by the blasts of immense bellows that are worked by means of cy-
clinder pumps. The best qualities of the ore are separated from the dross by a 
water wheel and hammers, by which operation considerable quantities of pure 
metal are collected, and the powder is sold to the glass houses. Various forges 
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are here contrived for the purpose of forming the mutilated ore into proper sizes, 
from the largest bar of iron, to the smallest wire.

— Samuel Ireland, Picturesque Views on the River Wye (London: R. Paulder, and 
Thomas Egerton, 1797), pp. 20–35.
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Anon.

Poetical Description of Tintern Abbey    (c. 1798)

Above Lancot, in a sequester’d dell, 
Where Monks in former days were wont to dwell,  
Inclos’d with woods and hills on every side,  
Stands Tintern Abbey, spoil’d of all her pride;  
Whose mournful ruins fill the soul with awe,  5
Where once was taught God’s holy saving law;  
Where mitred abbots fann’d the heavenly fire,  
And shook, with hymns divine, the heavenly choir.  
Though now her fallen roof admits the day,  
She claims our veneration in decay: 10
Looks like a godly matron drown’d in tears, 
By friends forsaken and broke down with years. 
Her fine old windows, arches, walls, unite 
To fill the mind with pity and delight; 
For from her spendid ruins may be seen 15
How beautiful this desecrated place has been. 
Round the old walls observe the ivy twine, 
A plant attach’d to grandeur in decline. 
The tott’ring pile she clasps in her embrace, 
With a green mask conceals its furrow’d face, 20
And keeps it standing on its time-worn base. 
Learn hence, Oh! man, to act the ivy’s part, 
Fix deep the bright examplar in thy heart: 
To friendship’s sacred call with joy attend, 
Cling, like the ivy, round a falling friend; 25
Who, when she can no longer prop the wall,  
Hugs her old friend, and both together fall. 
Here on the ground her scatter’d reliques lie, 
And half great Strongbowe’s image wounds the eye. 
But on the hand, still left unbroken, we 30
Five fingers and thumb distincly see; 
Whether, or not, the sculptor here mistook, 
We learn from no old chronicle or book; 
But if he’s right, we may from hence suppose, 
His giant fist fell heavy on his foes. 35
Who can refrain from tears that views his bust 
Thus mutilated, mould’ring in the dust?  
To think that arm is nerveless now and dead,
From which the great O’Conner vanquished fled; 
From which united Irish monarchs ran, 40
For none durft face this gallant Englishman.
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A fight like this must kings and heroes scare,
And fill their mortal bosoms with despair,
To think how soon themselves must die and rot,
How soon their boasted honours be forgot; 45
How soon the priest o’er their dead bodies must
Pronounce that solemn sentence,—dust to dust
Here pause awhile, ye travellers and shed
A tear in pity over Strongbowe, dead;
Not more for wealth, for pompous titles with, 50
Since human greatness comes at last to this. 
Here now no bell calls Monks to morning prayer,
Daws only chaunt their early matins here;
Black forges smoke, and noisy hammers beat,
Where sooty Cyclops puffing, drink and sweat; 55
Confront the curling flame, nor back retire,
But live, like Salamanders, in the fire;
For at each stroke that’s by the hammer giv’n, 
From the red iron fiery sparks are driven,
In all directions round the forge they fly, 60
Like lightning flash, and quick as lightning die.
Here smelting furnaces like Ætna roar,
And force the latent iron from the ore;
The liquid metal from the furnace runs,
And, caught in moulds of sand, forms pots or guns: 65
Oft shifts its shape, like Proteus, in the fire,
Huge iron bars here dwindle into wire:
Assumes such forms as suit the calls of trade,
Ploughshare or broad-sword, pruning-hook, or spade.
To all impressions the kind metal yields, 70
Thimbles for ladies makes, for heroes shields.
These fruits of industry enrich the place,
Where plenty smiles in every busy face:
The lazy drones are driven from the hive,
For here the active only live, and thrive. 75
Such is the state of the Abbey at this day,
For sloth, aflrighted, fled with monks away.
But with the monks departed not the [n]ame 
Of hospitality, but glow’d the same,
While White and Jorden treated all that came: 80
Their open houses travellers supply’d
With what the fall’n convent now deny’d. 
For this, on beds of soft Elysian [r]oofs,
Jorden and White now [rest] with K[?] of Ross:
With him enjoy the sweets of  endless day— 85
Receive ten-fold the boons they gave away.
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— Anon., A Guide to Tintern and Chepstow by Water. In Descriptive Accounts of 
Tintern Abbey: Selected from the Most Esteemed Writers on that Beautiful Ruin 
(Monmouthshire: Sold at the Abbey, 1798), pp. 29-32.
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William Wordsworth (1770–1850)

Lines Written a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey, on 
Revisiting the Banks of the Wye during a Tour,  

July 13, 1798 (1798)

Five years have passed; five summers, with the length
Of five long winters! And again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their mountain springs
With a sweet inland murmur. Once again
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 5
Which on a wild secluded scene impress
Thoughts of more deep seclusion, and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.
The day is come when I again repose
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view   10
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,   
Which, at this season, with their unripe fruits,   
Among the woods and copses lose themselves   
Nor, with their green and simple hue, disturb   
The wild green landscape.  Once again I see   15
These hedgerows – hardly hedgerows, little lines   
Of sportive wood run wild; these pastoral farms   
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke   
Sent up in silence from among the trees,   
With some uncertain notice, as might seem,   20
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,   
Or of some hermit’s cave, where by his fire   
The hermit sits alone.  
         Though absent long, 
These forms of beauty have not been to me
As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye;   25
But oft, in lonely rooms, and mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them,
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart,
And passing even into my purer mind   30
With tranquil restoration; feelings too
Of unremembered pleasure—such, perhaps,
As may have had no trivial influence
On that best portion of a good man’s life,
His little, nameless, unremembered acts   35
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
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To them I may have owed another gift,
Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood
In which the burden of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight   40
Of all this unintelligible world
Is lightened—that serene and blessed mood   
In which the affections gently lead us on   
Until the breath of this corporeal frame   
And even the motion of our human blood   45
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep   
In body, and become a living soul,   
While with an eye made quiet by the power   
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,   
We see into the life of things.     50
            If this 
Be but a vain belief—yet oh, how of
In darkness, and amid the many shapes
Of joyless daylight, when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,   
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart, 55
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,   
Oh sylvan Wye! Thou wanderer through the woods,   
How often has my spirit turned to thee!   
 And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,   
With many recognitions dim and faint   60
And somewhat of a sad perplexity,   
The picture of the mind revives again;   
While here I stand, not only with the sense    
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts   
That in this moment there is life and food   65
For future years. And so I dare to hope,   
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first   
I came among these hills, when like a roe   
I bounded o’er the mountains by the sides   
Of the deep rivers and the lonely streams 70
Wherever nature led, more like a man   
Flying from something that he dreads than one   
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then   
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days   
And their glad animal movements all gone by) 75
To me was all in all.    
        I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract   
Haunted me like a passion; the tall rock,   
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,   
Their colours and their forms, were then to me   80
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An appetite, a feeling and a love   
That had no need of a remoter charm   
By thought supplied, or any interest   
Unborrowed from the eye. That time is past,   
And all its aching joys are now no more, 85
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this
Faint I, nor mourn, nor murmur; other gifts
Have followed—for such loss, I would believe,   
Abundant recompense. For I have learned   
To look on nature not as in the hour   90
Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes  
The still, sad music of humanity,   
Not harsh nor grating, though of ample power   
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt   
A presence that disturbs me with the joy 95
Of elevated thoughts, a sense sublime    
Of something far more deeply interfused,   
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,   
And the round ocean, and the living air,   
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man— 100
A motion and a spirit that impels           
All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods
And mountains, and of all that we behold 105          
From this green earth, of all the mighty world
Of eye and ear (both what they half-create
And what perceive)—well-pleased to recognize                      
In nature and the language of the sense,                                
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 110
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Of all my moral being.
         Nor, perchance,                   
If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
Suffer my genial spirits to decay;
For thou art with me, here, upon the banks 115     
Of this fair river—thou, my dearest friend,
My dear, dear friend, and in thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
My former pleasures in the shooting lights
Of thy wild eyes. Oh, yet a little while         120   
May I behold in thee what I was once,
My dear, dear sister! And this prayer I make,
Knowing that nature never did betray
The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege,
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 125



34

From joy to joy, for she can so inform            
The mind that is within us, so impress                                  
With quietness and beauty, and so feed
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 
Rash judgements, nor the sneers of selfish men, 130
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all
The dreary intercourse of daily life,
Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb
Our cheerful faith that all which we behold
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 135
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk,
And let the misty mountain-winds be free
To blow against thee. And in after-years,
When these wild ecstasies shall be matured
Into a sober pleasure, when thy mind 140
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place
For all sweet sounds and harmonies—oh then
If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief
Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 145
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,
And these my exhortations! Nor perchance,
If I should be where I no more can hear
Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams
Of past existence, wilt thou then forget 150
That on the banks of this delightful stream
We stood together; and that I, so long
A worshipper of nature, hither came
Unwearied in that service—rather say
With warmer love, oh with far deeper zeal 155
Of holier love! Nor wilt thou then forget
That, after many wanderings, many years
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
More dear, both for themselves, and for thy sake. 160



35

G. Holmes

Tintern Abbey. Monmouthshire (1807)

— G. Holmes, Tintern Abbey. Monmouthshire. Engraved by J. Smith (London: Vernon, 
Hood & Sharpe, 1807). Louisa Saelmans Collection.
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Jane Austen (1775–1817)

Mansfield Park. Chapter XVI (1814)

It was not in Miss Crawford’s power to talk Fanny into any real forgetfulness 
of what had passed. When the evening was over, she went to bed full of it, her 
nerves still agitated by the shock of such an attack from her cousin Tom, so public 
and so persevered in, and her spirits sinking under her aunt’s unkind reflection 
and reproach. To be called into notice in such a manner, to hear that it was but 
the prelude to something so infinitely worse, to be told that she must do what 
was so impossible as to act; and then to have the charge of obstinacy and ingrat-
itude follow it, enforced with such a hint at the dependence of her situation, had 
been too distressing at the time to make the remembrance when she was alone 
much less so, especially with the superadded dread of what the morrow might 
produce in continuation of the subject. Miss Crawford had protected her only for 
the time; and if she were applied to again among themselves with all the author-
itative urgency that Tom and Maria were capable of, and Edmund perhaps away, 
what should she do? She fell asleep before she could answer the question, and 
found it quite as puzzling when she awoke the next morning. The little white at-
tic, which had continued her sleeping-room ever since her first entering the fami-
ly, proving incompetent to suggest any reply, she had recourse, as soon as she was 
dressed, to another apartment more spacious and more meet for walking about 
in and thinking, and of which she had now for some time been almost equally 
mistress. It had been their school-room; so called till the Miss Bertrams would 
not allow it to be called so any longer, and inhabited as such to a later period. 
There Miss Lee had lived, and there they had read and written, and talked and 
laughed, till within the last three years, when she had quitted them. The room 
had then become useless, and for some time was quite deserted, except by Fan-
ny, when she visited her plants, or wanted one of the books, which she was still 
glad to keep there, from the deficiency of space and accommodation in her little 
chamber above: but gradually, as her value for the comforts of it increased, she 
had added to her possessions, and spent more of her time there; and having noth-
ing to oppose her, had so naturally and so artlessly worked herself into it, that it 
was now generally admitted to be hers. The East room, as it had been called ever 
since Maria Bertram was sixteen, was now considered Fanny’s, almost as decid-
edly as the white attic: the smallness of the one making the use of the other so 
evidently reasonable that the Miss Bertrams, with every superiority in their own 
apartments which their own sense of superiority could demand, were entirely 
approving it; and Mrs. Norris, having stipulated for there never being a fire in it 
on Fanny’s account, was tolerably resigned to her having the use of what nobody 
else wanted, though the terms in which she sometimes spoke of the indulgence 
seemed to imply that it was the best room in the house.  
 The aspect was so favourable that even without a fire it was habitable in many 
an early spring and late autumn morning to such a willing mind as Fanny’s; and 
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while there was a gleam of sunshine she hoped not to be driven from it entirely, 
even when winter came. The comfort of it in her hours of leisure was extreme. 
She could go there after anything unpleasant below, and find immediate consola-
tion in some pursuit, or some train of thought at hand. Her plants, her books--of 
which she had been a collector from the first hour of her commanding a shilling-

-her writing-desk, and her works of charity and ingenuity, were all within her 
reach; or if indisposed for employment, if nothing but musing would do, she could 
scarcely see an object in that room which had not an interesting remembrance 
connected with it. Everything was a friend, or bore her thoughts to a friend; and 
though there had been sometimes much of suffering to her; though her motives 
had often been misunderstood, her feelings disregarded, and her comprehension 
undervalued; though she had known the pains of tyranny, of ridicule, and ne-
glect, yet almost every recurrence of either had led to something consolatory: 
her aunt Bertram had spoken for her, or Miss Lee had been encouraging, or, what 
was yet more frequent or more dear, Edmund had been her champion and her 
friend: he had supported her cause or explained her meaning, he had told her not 
to cry, or had given her some proof of affection which made her tears delightful; 
and the whole was now so blended together, so harmonised by distance, that 
every former affliction had its charm. The room was most dear to her, and she 
would not have changed its furniture for the handsomest in the house, though 
what had been originally plain had suffered all the ill-usage of children; and its 
greatest elegancies and ornaments were a faded footstool of Julia’s work, too ill 
done for the drawing-room, three transparencies, made in a rage for transpar-
encies, for the three lower panes of one window, where Tintern Abbey held its 
station between a cave in Italy and a moonlight lake in Cumberland, a collection 
of family profiles, thought unworthy of being anywhere else, over the mantel-
piece, and by their side, and pinned against the wall, a small sketch of a ship sent 
four years ago from the Mediterranean by William, with H.M.S. Antwerp at the 
bottom, in letters as tall as the mainmast.  
 To this nest of comforts Fanny now walked down to try its influence on an 
agitated, doubting spirit, to see if by looking at Edmund’s profile she could catch 
any of his counsel, or by giving air to her geraniums she might inhale a breeze of 
mental strength herself. 
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Mary Brunton

Extracts from Journal (1815)

 Monday, August 14.— […] Monmouth is a very old town, clean, but shabby. It 
has been fortified; and one gate at least is still standing. The castle has almost 
disappeared. There is a very old bridge across the Wye, which is here a consider-
able stream, somewhat affected by the tide. From the top of a steep hill, which 
forms its bank on the side opposite to the town, we had a view of a most splendid 
valley—varied by rising grounds—skirted by hills which are gay with every sort 
of cultivation—and terminated by the Welsh mountains, at a distance of from 
fifteen to twenty miles. No scene of greater richness, variety, and beauty have 
I seen in England. The whole is like Mosaic work, without one blank. One rich 
crop follows every curvature of the adjoining one, and all are bent into every 
variety of curve. There are no frightful squares, and straight lines in Monmouth-
shire fences. The colours too are much richer than those of Scotch landscape. 
The wheat is of a more golden yellow; the grass is unspeakably green; the very 
fallows are of a rich purpleish brown. The woods are natural; and therefore they 
are more feathery, and less formal than our plantations. Nothing could be added 
to the beauty of this country, if the mountains in the back ground were a little 
more imposing in their forms, and a little more proportioned in their height, to 
the plain from which they rise. But nothing less than the Alps would suit such a 
scene.
 The wind being high, and blowing straight up the river, and the weather being 
showery, we abandoned all thoughts of sailing down the Wye. The post road to 
Chepstow is very bad; and for seven miles from Monmouth, nearly a continued 
climb; but the prospects are exquisite. The splendid country towards Abergaven-
ny is almost constantly in sight; and the home views at every step present some 
new beauty. About nine miles from Monmouth, we turned to the left into such 
a road!! ‘if road it can be called, which road was none.’ It threaded through wild 
closely wooded dells to Tintern. A wire-mill, about half a mile above the village, 
is the most picturesque thing possible. The celebrated abbey is nothing outside; 
but within, it is very fine, though not so fine as Fountains. Sketched the northeast 
Corner.

— Mary Brunton, Emmeline. With Some Other Pieces, ed. by Alexander Brunton 
(Edinburgh: Manners and Miller, and Archibald Constable; London: John Murray, 
1819), pp. 145–8.
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Henry Gastineau (1791–1876)

West Window of Tintern Abbey.  
From the North Transept (1830)

— Henry Gastineau, West Window of Tintern Abbey. Engraved by R. Acon. In Wales 
Illustrated, in a Series of Views, comprising the Picturesque Scenery, Towns, Castles, 
Seats of the Nobility & Gentry, Antiquities, &c. (London: Jones, 1830). Louisa 
Saelmans Collection.
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Dorothy Wordsworth (1771–1855)

Thoughts on my Sick-bed (c. 1832)

And has the remnant of my life
Been pilfered of this sunny Spring?
And have its own prelusive sounds
Touched in my heart no echoing string?
Ah! say not so—the hidden life  5
Couchant within this feeble frame
Hath been enriched by kindred gifts,
That, undesired, unsought-for, came
With joyful heart in youthful days
When fresh each season in its Round 10
I welcomed the earliest Celandine
Glittering upon the mossy ground;
With busy eyes I pierced the lane
In quest of known and unknown things,

—The primrose a lamp on its fortress rock, 15
The silent butterfly spreading its wings, 
The violet betrayed by its noiseless breath,
The daffodil dancing in the breeze,
The caroling thrush, on his naked perch,
Towering above the budding trees. 20
Our cottage-hearth no longer our home,
Companions of Nature were we,
The Stirring, the Still, the Loquacious, the Mute—
To all we gave our sympathy.
Yet never in those careless days 25
When spring-time in rock, field, or bower
Was but a fountain of earthly hope
A promise of fruits & the splendid flower.
No! then I never felt a bliss
That might with that compare 30
Which, piercing to my couch of rest,
Came on the vernal air.
When loving Friends an offering brought,
The first flowers of the year,
Culled from the precincts of our home, 35
From nooks to Memory dear.
With some sad thoughts the work was done.
Unprompted and unbidden,
But joy it brought to my hidden life,
To consciousness no longer hidden. 40
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I felt a power unfelt before,
Controlling weakness, languor, pain;
It bore me to the Terrace walk
I trod the Hills again;—
No prisoner in this lonely room, 45
I saw the green Banks of the Wye, 
Recalling thy prophetic words,
Bard, Brother, Friend from infancy!
No need of motion, or of strength,
Or even the breathing air; 50

—I thought of Nature’s loveliest scenes; 
And with Memory I was there.
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Anthony Copley Fielding (1787–1855)

Tintern Abbey (1838)

— Anthony Vandyke Copley Fielding, Tintern Abbey. Engraved by W. Radclyffe. 
In Thomas Roscoe, Wanderings in South Wales; including the Course of the Wye 
(London: n.p., c. 1838). Louisa Saelmans Collection.
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Anon.

Map of the River Wye (1838)

— Anon., Map of the River Wye, and Adjacent Country form Chepstow to Monmouth 
(detail). Engraved by James S. Wyld. In Thomas Roscoe, Wanderings in South Wales; 
including the Course of the Wye (London: n.p., c. 1838). Louisa Saelmans Collection.
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Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–92)

Tears, Idle Tears (1847)

 Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 
In looking on the happy autumn-fields, 
And thinking of the days that are no more. 5

 Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 
That brings our friends up from the underworld, 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge; 
So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 10

 Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The earliest pipe of half-awaken’d birds 
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square; 
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 15

 Dear as remembered kisses after death,
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign’d
On lips that are for others; deep as love,
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;
O Death in Life, the days that are no more! 20
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Christopher Wordsworth (1807–85)

Memoirs of William Wordsworth (1851)

In the following summer Wordsworth and his sister made a short tour on the 
banks of the Wye. ‘We left Alfoxden on Monday morning, the 26th of June, 
stayed with Coleridge till the Monday following, then set fort on foot towards 
Bristol. We were at Cottle’s for a week, and thence we went toward the banks of 
the Wye. We crossed the Severn Ferry, and walked ten miles further to Tintern 
Abbey, a very beautiful ruin on the Wye. The next morning we walked along the 
river through Monmouth to Goderich Castle, there slept, and returned the next 
day to Tintern, thence to Chepstow, and from Chepstow back again in a boat to 
Tintern, where we slept, and thence back in a small vessel to Bristol.
 ‘The Wye is a stately and majestic river from its width and depth, but never 
slow and sluggish; you can always hear its murmur. It travels through a woody 
country, now varied with cottages and green meadows, and now with huge and 
fantastic rocks.’
 The name of Tintern will suggest to the reader the lines written by 
Wordsworth, and inscribed with its name.

‘Five years have passed, five summers, with the length
Of five long winters, and again I hear
These waters rolling from their mountain springs,
With a soft inland murmur.’*

 The ‘sensations sweet’ due to the scenery of the sylvan Wye will not fail to 
suggest a feeling of gratitude for the tranquillizing and cheering influence of 
Nature upon the mind; and the sketch which the Poet draws of his earlier days 
and youthful emotions, the courageous spirit of independence which breathes 
inthat poem, the tender address which he makes to his ‘dear, dear sister,’ and the 
hopes and desires he expresses for her sake, will not fail to be perused with sober 
pleasure and pathetic interest. And if, as perhaps will be the case, the reflecting 
reader should be disposed to think that too much reliance is there expressed on 
the powers of man’s will, leaning on the aid of Nature alone, and independent 
of those supernatural means which are provided by a gracious Providence for 
the purification of the corruptions, and for a support to the infirmities, of hu-
manity; if he should be persuaded by sound reason, or convinced from personal 
experience, that the influences of Nature and Nature’s works, however effectual 
and salutary when regarded as creations of divine power, and emanations from 
the pure source of divine love, are not sufficient to cheer the languid sould in 

* Vol. ii. P. 150.
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the hours of sickness and of sorrow; if also, as is not improbable, he should be of 
opinion, that a ‘worshipper of nature’ is in danger of divinizing the creation and 
dishonouring the Creator, and that, therefore, some portions of this poem might 
be perverted to serve the purposes of a popular and pantheistic philosophy, he 
will remember that the author of the Lines on Tintern Abbey, composed also 
the Evening Voluntaries, and that he who professes himself an ardent votary of 
nature, has explained the sense in which he wishes these words to be understood, 
by saying, that

         ‘By grace divine, 
Not otherwise, O Nature, we are thine.’ †

Concerning the production of this poem, the writer himself gave the following 
information:‡ —
 Tintern Abbey, July 1798.—‘No poem of mine was composed under circum-
stances more pleasant for me to remember than this. I began it upon leaving Tin-
tern, after crossing the Wye, and concluded it just as I was entering Bristol in 
the evening, after a ramble of four or five days with my sister. Not a line of it was 
altered, and not any part of it written down till I reached Bristol. It was published 
almost immeidately after in the little volume of which so much has been said in 
these notes.’ §

— Christopher Wordsworth, Memoirs of William Wordsworth, Poet-Laureate D.C.L., 
2 vols (London: Edward Moxon, 1851), vol. 1, pp. 116–19. 

† Vol. iv. p. 127. 
‡ MSS. I. F.
§ The ‘Lyrical Ballads,’ as first published at Bristol by Cottle.
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Anon.

Tintern Abbey: West Front (1854)

— Anon., ‘Tintern Abbey: West Front’. in Frederick Bolingbroke Ribbans, Tintern 
Abbey: A Poem (London: Hall and Virtue; Bath: Binns and Goodwin 1854). 
Illustration Archive. Accessed on 11 July 2015. http://illustrationarchive.cardiff.
ac.uk/image/11044594924.
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John Taylor (1829–93)

Tintern Abbey and its Founders (1869)

Of the ecclesiastical remains that add a picturesque charm, as well as impressive 
religious interest to our English landscapes, the ruined Abbey of Tintern is prob-
ably without an equal. Situated amid majestic river scenery, it is still sufficiently 
perfect in itself to realise to the vision the original stateliness and symmetry of its 
proportions together with the chaste ornamentation of its details. With no wish 
to disparage the Abbey of Fountains, which is perhaps the only British ruin that 
in respect of architectural attraction and beauty of situation could be brought 
into worthy rivalry with our subject, it will be generally confessed by those who 
are familiar with both fabrics, that in each of these particulars Tintern stands 
first. The landscape about Fountains is wondrously complete and fascinating of 
its kind but the artificial and geometrical character of its arrangements are no 
match to the wiser and more powerful, though random skill of nature around 
Tintern. The latter has not received the advantage of Melrose (whose locality at 
least cannot compare with the romantic Wye) of being associated with the pen 
of imaginative genius but there is a hallowed purity in the memory of Tintern, 
(whose name is unsullied by any tale of scandal derived from the inconsistent 
lives of its former inmates,) that compensates for much deficiency of literary in-
terest. 
 Where nature was revealed in the rudest grandeur or in the softest beauty—
where the mountain torrent foamed down the sombre, thickly wooded, and 
craggy ravine, or where her serener influences were shewn in green pastures 
and still waters—there, far from the ignoble strife of the world the monk of old 
fixed his religious abode. The chorus of the stars with the watchers and holy ones 
which he saw in their midst were his nightly companions, and the awakened life 
of the adorned earth wassymphonious with his morning hymn. ‘If,’ says the ad-
monitory St. Chrysostom, one of the earlier monastic brotherhood, ‘the aspect of 
the colonnades of sumptuous buildings would lead thy spirit astray, look upward 
to the vault of heaven, and around thee on the open field, in which herds graze 
by the water’s side. Who does not despise all the creations of art, when in the 
stillness of his spirit he watches with admiration the rising of the sun, as it pours 
its golden light over the face of the earth; when resting on the thick grass beside 
the murmuring spring, or beneath the sombre shade of a thick and leafy tree, the 
eye rests on the far receding and hazy distance.’ *

 A fairer and more sequestered spot than Tintern for the foundation of a re-
ligious college could hardly have been chosen even by the men who adopted 
it—men whose keen appreciation for the grand and beautiful in nature was only 
rivalled by their splendid achievements in architectural art. A sylvan amphithe-
atre of stately hills secluded them from inclement winds, thick grass meadows 

* Quoted in ‘Humboldt’s Cosmos,’ Vol. II, p. 396.
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afforded pasturage to their herds, and a quiet river, untrammelled by commerce, 
gave abundant supply to their fishing shallops.
 It is only within the last seventy or eighty years that the charms of Tintern 
have been generally or even casually recognized. Though the scenery and the 
ruins are now celebrated for their pictorial elements throughout the educated 
world, we may search in vain through the writings of what is called the Augustan 
age of English Letters for any acknowledgement of their peerless interest. Addi-
son, Pope, Johnson, and Horace Walpole, Madame D’Arblay, Mistresses Piozzi 
and Delany, severally in their western tour, more or less sojourned at Bristol, and 
were therefore within accessible distance of Tintern, but no one of them has left 
a written word to indicate a knowledge of even the existence of the place. The 
accomplished Miss Berry, indeed, passed through the scenery of the Wye, but 
though she mentions the ‘prettiness’ of the village of Tintern, she says nothing 
to denote that she delayed a moment to view the ruin. Evelyn, though some-
what earlier than these, uttered the sentiment of their finical, self-satisfied age, 
when he pronounced Gothic architecture to be ‘a certain fantastical and licen-
tious manner of building congestions of heavy dark and monkish piles without 
any just proportions use or beauty compared with the truly ancient.’ There is a 
homely saying that sons imagine their fathers to be fools, to which species indeed 
fathers know their sons to belong; and our pious forefathers from their peaceful 
seats might well afford a smile at the folly of an unfilial generation, who, without 
genius to invent an architectural type for themselves, could nevertheless refuse 
the symbolizing type invented for them, and prefer an emasculated reproduction 
of a pagan style of temple, with its heathen analogies, to one whose every detail 
was suggestive of the mysteries of the Christian worship for which the Gothic 
mode of building was primarily designed. 
 Gilpin’s observations on the river Wye, which appeared in 1782, was the ear-
liest descriptive publication to draw attention to the picturesque merits of that 
favoured river. This book is said to have owed its origin to a suggestion of the 
poet Gray, who descended in a boat from Ross to Chepstow, about twelve years 
before Gilpin’s account was given to the world. It is to be regretted that Gray did 
not himself more fully record his impressions of the scenery, and of the abbey 
in particular, seeing that his sympathies with ‘tombs and ruins’ would have no-
where found a more fitting subject than the latter for contemplative journalism.† 

— John Taylor, Tintern Abbey and its Founders (London: Houlston & Wright; Bristol: 
J. Wright & Co.; Chepstow: T. Beaufort, 1869), pp. 5–8.

† In a letter to Dr. Wharton, the poet thus remarks, ‘It is, indeed, for want of spirits, as 
you suspect that my studies lie among the Cathedrals, and the Tombs, and the Ruins.’—
Gray’s Works, ii. 138.
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John Taylor (1829–93)

An Hour at Tintern Abbey (c. 1870; 1891)

— John Taylor, An Hour at Tintern Abbey (from Original Research). By John Taylor, 
Librarian of the Bristol Library (Bristol: W. Wright & Co., ‘The Bristol Steam Press’, 
[1870]). Illustration from the 17th edn, revised ‘with a new ground plan, by Rev. 
Mackenzie Walcot, F.S.A.’ (Bristol: William George, 1891), p. 6.
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Allen Ginsberg (1926 – 1997)

Wales Visitation (1967)

White fog lifting & falling on mountain-brow
Trees moving in rivers of wind
The clouds arise
as on a wave, gigantic eddy lifting mist
above teeming ferns exquisitely swayed 5
along a green crag
glimpsed thru mullioned glass in valley rain—

Bardic, O Self, Visitacione, tell naught
but what seen by one man in a vale in Albion,
of the folk, whose physical sciences end in Ecology, 10
the wisdom of earthly relations,
of mouths & eyes interknit ten centuries visible
orchards of mind language manifest human,
of the satanic thistle that raises its horned symmetry
flowering above sister grass-daisies’ pink tiny 15
bloomlets angelic as lightbulbs— 

Remember 160 miles from London’s symmetrical thorned tower
& network of TV pictures flashing bearded your Self
the lambs on the tree-nooked hillside this day bleating
heard in Blake’s old ear, & the silent thought of Wordsworth in eld Stillness 20 
clouds passing through skeleton arches of Tintern Abbey—
Bard Nameless as the Vast, babble to Vastness!

All the valley quivered, one extended motion, wind
undulating on mossy hills 
a giant wash that sank white fog delicately down red runnels 25
on the mountainside 
whose leaf-branch tendrils moved asway 
in granitic undertow down—
and lifted the floating Nebulous upward, and lifted the arms of the trees
and lifted the grasses an instant in balance 30
and lifted the lambs to hold still 
and lifted the green of the hill, in one solemn wave 

A solid mass of Heaven, mist-infused, ebbs thru the vale,
a wavelet of Immensity, lapping gigantic through Llanthony Valley,
the length of all England, valley upon valley under Heaven’s ocean 35
tonned with cloud-hang,
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—Heaven balanced on a grassblade. 
Roar of the mountain wind slow, sigh of the body, 
One Being on the mountainside stirring gently
Exquisite scales trembling everywhere in balance, 40
one motion thru the cloudy sky-floor shifting on the million feet of daisies,
one Majesty the motion that stirred wet grass quivering
to the farthest tendril of white fog poured down
through shivering flowers on the mountain’s head—

No imperfection in the budded mountain, 45
Valleys breathe, heaven and earth move together,
daisies push inches of yellow air, vegetables tremble,
grass shimmers green
sheep speckle the mountainside, revolving their jaws with empty eyes,
horses dance in the warm rain, 50
tree-lined canals network live farmland,
blueberries fringe stone walls on hawthorn’d hills,
pheasants croak on meadows haired with fern—

Out, out on the hillside, into the ocean sound, into delicate gusts of wet air,
Fall on the ground, O great Wetness, O Mother, No harm on your body! 55
Stare close, no imperfection in the grass,
each flower Buddha-eye, repeating the story,
myriad-formed—
 
Kneel before the foxglove raising green buds, mauve bells drooped
doubled down the stem trembling antennae, 60
& look in the eyes of the branded lambs that stare
breathing stockstill under dripping hawthorn—
I lay down mixing my beard with the wet hair of the mountainside,
smelling the brown vagina-moist ground, harmless,
tasting the violet thistle-hair, sweetness— 65
One being so balanced, so vast, that its softest breath
moves every floweret in the stillness of the valley floor,
trembles lamb-hair hung gossamer rain-beaded in the grass,
lifts trees on their roots, birds in the great draught
hiding their strength in the rain, bearing same weight, 70

Groan thru breast and neck, a great Oh! to earth heart
Calling our Prescence together
The great secret is no secret
Senses fit the winds,
Visible is visible, 75
rain-mist curtains wave through the bearded vale, 
gray atoms wet the wind’s kabbala
Crosslegged on a rock in dusk rain,
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rubber booted in soft grass, mind moveless,
breath trembles in white daisies by the roadside, 80
Heaven breath and my own symmetric
Airs wavering thru antlered green fern
drawn in my navel, same breath as breathes thru Capel-Y-Ffin,
Sounds of Aleph and Aum
through forests of gristle, 85
my skull and Lord Hereford’s Knob equal,
All Albion one. 

What did I notice? Particulars! The
vision of the great One is myriad—
smoke curls upward from ashtray, 90
house fire burned low,
The night, still wet & moody black heaven
starless
upward in motion with wet wind. 94

July 29, 1967 (LSD)–August 3, 1967 (London)

— Allen Ginsberg, Wales Visitation. Accessed 11 July 2015. https://poetopography.
wordpress.com/2014/05/13/welsh-ginsberg/
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