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Introduction.
‘Folly’ n. a want of sense; weakness of mind; irrationality; a foolish action; a useless and needlessly extravagant structure.
Welsh follies come in all shapes and sizes, from the ‘Smallest House in Britain’ on the quay at Conwy, once the home of 6’ 3’’ fisherman, Robert Jones, to Portmeirion Village where, between 1925 and 1975, Sir Clough Williams-Ellis constructed follies on an epic almost industrial scale. In building Portmeirion, Williams-Ellis produced one of the most extravagant and beautiful follies in the world. In the 1960s his Italianate creation was used as the location for the cult television programme ‘The Prisoner’. Today, Portmeirion is a popular tourist attraction visited by thousands of holiday-makers every year.
Like the Irish famine follies of the 1840s, some Welsh follies were built to provide a means of sustenance for hungry men. Twr y Deri, (Derry Ormond Tower), built near Lampeter in 1837 on the orders of a local squire, is one example. The squire wanted to provide employment for the men of Betws Bledrws. Other follies were built as ornaments by wealthy landowners, monuments to their vanity or as exclamation marks placed on the land to record often forgotten historical events. Some Welsh follies are eccentric, many are curious, pretending to be something that they aren’t while others have a more serious purpose, but all have a story to tell.
This book explores the stories behind sixty curious and often, apparently, pointless buildings in Wales. Discover who built them, why they were built and what the people involved in creating the architectural oddities we call follies, were trying to achieve. Learn why Morgan Jones built an elaborate house of shells in Pembrokeshire, what Paxton was trying to prove when he built a strange gothic tower in Carmarthenshire. ‘By God Sir, I’ve lost my leg!’ cried Henry Paget when his leg was shot away at the Battle of Waterloo. His heroism and capacity for fun, despite being an invalid after the war, made him famous while his severed leg became a tourist attraction visited by royalty. Paget’s exploits are commemorated on Anglesey by one of the tallest follies in Wales. Further south, in Roath Park, Cardiff there is a peculiar clock tower, surrounded by a boating lake, with a strange connection to the South Pole.
Some apparently pointless follies are significant monuments. One of these is the Hallelujah Obelisk built in a remote field by a local farmer to commemorate a battle which few have heard about even though it changed the course of Welsh history. Others are less important. John Renie, a painter and decorator, carved his own gravestone, intending to trick the devil and save his soul. Renie died in 1832. If his plan worked is not known but the headstone, which still stands in St. Mary’s Churchyard, Monmouth is an impressive puzzle. A more imposing folly is the Pin Mill at Bodnant, a building that few people know has been recycled three times and was once a store containing animal hides. When Winifred Bamford-Hesketh discovered her husband was a philanderer, she changed her will and left Castell Gwrych, an enormous folly built by her grandfather, to the Prince of Wales. After she died, her angry husband took his revenge with a calculated act of vandalism. Less damaging was the game that Major Walter Wingfield invented at Nantclwyd Hall, Ruthin. Today we know it as lawn tennis. Why did Rocky Marciano, an American who became heavyweight boxing champion of the world, live in Jersey Marine Tower, a Welsh folly in Swansea?
These are just a few examples of the stories revealing, as they do, the history of our bizarre buildings while bringing to life interesting characters and events from our past. While I cannot guarantee the certainty of every tale, many have become folklore and legend and I’m confident that all are based on real events. Researching the history of Welsh follies has been enjoyable and I owe particular thanks to Graham Watkins, my cousin, for his suggestions and my wife Patricia, who took most of the photographs.
The passing of time has been unkind to a number of the follies. Prospect Tower, once a lovely gothic building, is now surrounded by modern houses, its windows shuttered with ugly plywood boards and now the permanent home of a rare species of bats. The folly is a listed building but the bats have more conservation rights. Others, like Gnoll Belvedere, are a ruin. More fortunate follies have fared better. The Pin Mill at Bodnant has been rescued and lovingly rebuilt. Brynkir Tower is now a stunning, high rise, holiday cottage while Jersey Marine Tower had been restored and become a luxury bridal suite, the centrepiece of the Towers Hotel.
A few of the architects who built our follies might be thought of as being weak of mind or irrational and some of the follies can be described as useless or needlessly extravagant. Despite being odd - and some follies certainly are - they all add to our rich culture and the history that is part of Welsh heritage. Best of all, Welsh Follies are great fun.
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Ellin’s Tower
In 1553, during the reign of Edward VII, John ap Owen was granted land at Penrhos, Holy Island off the north corner of Anglesey. He went on to create a dynasty that would become the most powerful family on the Island for the next 400 years. Being politically active and willing to marry into money strengthened the familys’ financial position. While the male side of the Owen family sometimes lacked drive and strength of character a succession of powerful women compensated for the weakness. Margaret Owen, born in 1742, was said to have a particularly masterful character. She married Sir John Thomas Stanley who was descended from a prominent Derby family whereupon the estate passed to the Stanley line. The Stanleys of Derby were an interesting bunch. One became a Mohammedan and built a mosque at Talyboilon while another became the Dean of Westminster Cathedral. Different branches of the family became the Barons of Alderley and the Earls of Sheffield while others to become politicians.
William Owen Stanley, born in 1802, served as a captain in the Grenadier Guards before becoming the Member of Parliament for Anglesey. He was also a keen antiquarian, recognised as an authority on Celtic artefacts and a contributor to archaeological magazines. William married Ellin Williams and the family continued to live at Penrhos.

Ellin's tower viewed from the south with South Stack lighthouse beyond
The crenellated cliff top folly, at South Stack, that bears Ellin’s name was built for Ellin in 1868 as a summerhouse where the family could enjoy the sea air and spectacular views. William Owen Stanley went on to serve as Lord Lieutenant of Anglesey and lived at Penrhos until he died in 1884.
During the Second World War, the estate was commandeered by the authorities and the house occupied by the military. When peace broke out, the house, which had been badly neglected by the army, together with the estates farmland covering several thousand acres, were sold off. Attempts were made to restore the house but it was eventually demolished. In 1969, 500 acres of farmland, once part of the estate, was sold for the development of Anglesey Aluminium’s smelting plant and in 1972 the company granted the public access to the land. Since then it has been used as a country park and administered by Kehoe Countryside Limited for the enjoyment of the general public and the benefit of wildlife.

Ellin's Tower is now used by the RSPB and open to the public. Image ©Andrew Fulton
Ellin’s tower was refurbished and opened in 1982 as an RSPB seabird centre. Since then, it attracts thousands of visitors every year. It is said that, on a clear day it is possible to see the Irish Mountains of Mourne and the Isle of Man from the tower’s observation room. South Stack is a stunning location and the white tower that balances precariously on the cliff edge is perfect for bird watchers. According to the RSPB website more than 4000 birds visit the area each year while seals and dolphins are regularly seen in the waters below the tower. As well as being able to watch the seabirds through high powered binoculars, provided by the RSPB, there are webcam links to nests containing chicks and interactive displays to inform those who want to learn more about the wildlife inhabiting the rocky coastline.
The Royal Commission of Ancient and Historical Monuments of Wales have described Ellin’s Tower as, ‘A post medieval, dour, castellated cliff top folly, built in the form of a toy castle, commanding spectacular views to seaward.’ The description is honest but a little unfair to a lovely folly which today serves a very practical purpose and gives pleasure to thousands of visitors.
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The Marquess of Anglesey’s Column
Drive across the Britannia Bridge to the Island of Anglesey at the northern most part of Wales and you cannot help notice the magnificent column ahead of you. The 27m tall column thrusts itself skyward near the village of Llanfairpwll. The correct name of the village is however rather longer and, containing fifty eight letters, is the longest place name in Britain.

The Marquis of Anglesey's tower with fine views from the top
Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllantysiliogogogoch translates as ‘St. Mary’s Church in a hollow of white hazel near the swirling whirlpool of the church of St. Tysilio with a red cave.’ Having busy lives, the locals normally shorten the name to Llanfair P.G.
On Sunday 18th June 1815 an army commanded by the Duke of Wellington defeated Napoleon Bonaparte’s French army and ended his rule as Emperor of France. The column at Llanfair P.G. commemorates the battle and the bronze statue standing on the top represents Henry Paget, 2nd Earl of Uxbridge, a heroic soldier who made his name as one of Wellington’s officers. The battle lasted most of the day and Paget was in the thick of the action. Early in the day he led a charge of heavy cavalry that severely weakened the French centre. Later Paget was mounted on his horse near Wellington when his leg was shot away by cannon fire and he is reputed to have exclaimed “By God sir! I have lost my leg.” To which the Duke is said to have replied, “By God sir! So you have.”
The Earl was carried to a house in the village of Waterloo where the rest of the leg was amputated. During the operation, which was carried out without any aesthetic, Paget apparently commented, “That the knives seemed somewhat blunt.” According to an account written by Henry Curling; just after the surgeon had taken off the leg, Sir Hussey Vivian came into the cottage where the operation was performed. "Ah, Vivian!" said the wounded noble, "I want you to do me a favour. Some of my friends here seem to think I might have kept that leg on. Just go and cast your eye upon it, and tell me what you think."
"I went, accordingly", said Sir Hussey, "and, taking up the lacerated limb, carefully examined it and, so far as I could tell, it was completely spoiled for work. A rusty grape-shot had gone through and shattered the bones all to pieces. I therefore returned to the Marquis and told him he could set his mind quite at rest as his leg, in my opinion, was better off than on."
Five days after the battle Henry Paget was created Marquess of Anglesey and offered a pension of £1,200 a year. He accepted the elevation to Marquess but refused the pension. Recognising a business opportunity, the owner of the house where the leg was amputated, a Monsieur Paris, retained the leg and buried it in his back garden where he built a tomb for the limb which he charged visitors to view. The leg became a profitable business for the Paris family with curious tourists from across Europe calling to see the shrine of the now famous leg. Visitors included the King of Prussia and the Prince of Orange.
Asked, after the amputation, how he felt the Earl would reply, “I feel like I have one foot in the grave.” Losing his leg did not slow the Marquess down. He had an artificial leg made which hinged at the knee and was known to enjoy dancing, went on to reach the rank of Field Marshall and lived until he was 85, passing away in 1854.
In 1878 the Marquess’ son visited M. Paris’ house and was horrified to discover the leg bones had been dug up and were now on open display. He demanded the return of his father’s leg but refused to pay the extortionate price claimed by the Paris family. A diplomatic row was averted when the Belgian authorities instructed that the leg be reburied. In 1934, when the last Monsieur Paris died his widow discovered the bones had not been reburied, as ordered, but were still hidden in her house. To avoid any further fuss she incinerated the remains in her central heating boiler.
If you are feeling energetic you can visit the tower, pay a small entrance fee and climb the 115 narrow steps that take you up the inside of the column to a viewing platform near the top where there are stunning views of the Menai Straits. The Marquess’ country seat, ‘Plas Newydd,’ now a National Trust property, where his artificial leg is on display, is nearby and there is also more information about this extraordinary man’s life.
Chapter 3
Castell Bach
The Thomas family of Coed Helen can be traced back to Sir William Thomas, Sheriff of Carmarthenshire in the 16th Century. His son, Rice was appointed to survey crown lands in North Wales and moved north where he met and married Jane Puleston, a widow from Caernarvon. His position enabled him to acquire two lucrative manors in 1553, which became the start of a family fortune. Thomas went on to become the Sheriff of both of Angelesey and Caernarvonshire.
In 1601 his son, William, borrowed money to purchase ‘Koydalen’, an estate to the west of Caernarvon Castle. During the next 300 years the family went through financial ups and downs but managed to retain Koydalen. By the 19th Century another Rice Thomas was the master and the estate’s name had changed to Coed Helen. Rice served as Sheriff of Caernarvonshire from 1831 to 1832 and was described as a quiet country gentleman. Not much more can be said about the gentleman except that he built Castell Bach (little castle) on the hill overlooking Caernarvon possibly as a summer house where he could enjoy the splendid views across the Menai Straits.
Rice Thomas died, in 1859, without producing and heir and his sister Elizabeth inherited the estate. She married Sir William Bulkeley Hughes from Angelesey and produced a son, Rice Robert Hughes who became a clergyman. He died in 1850 and his son, another Rice, aged nine inherited Coed Helen. The boy changed his name to Rice Williams Thomas, grew up, married and moved away. After his departure, little is known about who occupied Coed Helen.
Today, Coed Helen has been rebranded as White Tower and is a large static caravan park. Castell Bach or White Tower to give it its new name, stands alone and dejected on a hill. Despite the apparent neglect and grafitti, Castell Bach still serves a useful purpose. The crumbling masonry has been reinforced with a steel frame and the tower has been crowned with unsightly communications antenna.

Castell Bach - Today, it's a mobile phone tower
Chapter 4
Crow’s Nest Farm
In 1760, the Prime Minister, William Pitt, stated. ‘The poorest man may in his cottage bid defiance to all the force of the Crown. It may be frail, its roof may shake the wind may blow through it. The rain may enter. The storms may enter. But the king of England may not enter. All his forces dare not cross the threshold of the ruined tenement.’ It wasn’t a new idea. That a man’s home was his castle had been enshrined in common law as far back as the 13th Century. If Pitt had been looking for a good example of a defiant cottager, Crow’s Nest Farm would have been the ideal residence.
The history of the tiny house, near Conwy, is unclear but its construction is unusual. One half of the single storied structure is covered by a sloping tiled roof while the other supports a stubby castellated tower, ideal for pouring boiling oil on unwanted visitors.

Crow's Nest Farm, a modest but rather splendid building
A householder’s right to refuse entry continued unchallenged until 2004 when a labour government introduced legislation to allow forced entry to recover unpaid fines. In 2007, bailiffs were given the right to use physical force to pin down and restrain obstructing home owners. Today, towers and battlements would not stop the legions of people with authority to enter without permission. These include policemen, firemen, the revenue, bailiffs, gas and electricity suppliers, an estimated 20,000 authorised council officials and planning inspectors checking for any unauthorised development. According to the Home Office, there are 1043 different laws that allow inspectors to enter without permission. The Bees act allows inspectors to search for foreign bees. Your home can be searched for illegal tattoo parlours, artificial human egg fertilisation laboratories or, strangely, offences related to stage hypnotism. According to Big Brother Watch, defenders of civil liberties, inspectors have even been authorised to enter homes to check the efficiency ratings of electrical appliances. Any attempt to remove a bailiff from a property is considered an assault and liable to prosecution. To add insult to injury baliffs have the power to charge the debtor a fee for each visit and an extra fee to cover the cost of removing seized goods. Minful of over enthusiastic bailiffs the courts have limited their powers but more rights of entry will undoubtedly follow.
William Pitt’s words are, sadly, no longer correct. Today, no man’s home is his castle and the poor man in his cottage can no longer bid defiance to the forces of the crown. Equally sadly, Crow’s Nest Farm has been left to deteriorate and is in a very sorry state but it’s a fun building and whoever built it created a rather splendid little dwelling.
Chapter 5
The Smallest House
Queen Elizabeth I was on the throne when a rather unusual house was built in Conwy. To keep the cost down, the builder wanted a site where three outside walls already existed and found what he wanted on the quayside. Buildings had been erected along the medieval town walls but there was a small gap left and it was here that the house was built. Using existing outside walls may have been economic but since the gap the house was squeezed into was rather small the result was a very little house. The dwelling was so small that, following an advertising campaign by an enterprising local newspaperman, Robert Dawson, and extensive enquiries throughout the land, the house has been recognised by the Guinness Book of Records as the smallest house in Britain.

The Smallest House, closed in February but a popular tourist attraction during the summer
Quay House, as it is known, is ten feet (3m) by six feet (1.8m) and despite having two storeys is just ten feet two inches tall. The last occupant of the house was a local fisherman by the name of Robert Jones who, being six feet three inches (1.9m) tall, must have found the living conditions rather cramped. There was nowhere he could stand up in the house. It might have been for this reason that Mr. Jones was said to have spent most of his time, when he wasn’t at sea, in the local taverns. On the 15th May 1900 Mr. Jones was forced to move out when the local authority condemned the house as unfit for human habitation. There was nothing structurally wrong with the house but its lack of a toilet gave the authority an excuse to remove the fisherman. Without the intervention of the local paper, anxious to promote the town and recognising a good story, the smallest house in Britain would have then been demolished.
Because of the publicity the house received, visitors began to ask to have a look inside and were charged one old penny for the briefest of tours. To make more money Mr. Jones had postcards produced of himself and his wife, in welsh costume, standing outside the house. These he sold as souvenirs. Today, the house, which is still owned by descendants of Mr. Jones, is a popular tourist attraction, open to the public in the summer months. For a small fee, paid to a lady dressed in Welsh costume, visitors can peer inside, clamber up a ladder to look at the tiny bedroom and read about the house in 17 different languages.
Chapter 6
Bodygallen Obelisk
Bodysgallen Hall has a long and distinguished history. According to tradition, the site was the home of Cadwallon Lawhir (Cadwallon long hand), a ruler of North Wales during the 5th Century. According to the medieval poet, Iolo Goch, ‘Cadwallon’s arms were so long he could reach a stone from the ground, to kill a raven, without bending his back because his arms were so long.’ Cadwallon was murdered by his nephew, the evil Maelgwn Gwynedd, who then claimed the throne for himself.
The ‘Records of Caernarvon’ tell us that a watchtower existed at Bodysgallen in the 13th Century its purpose being to act as a lookout point for Conwy Castle. During Elizabethan times, Bodysgallen belonged to Richard Mostyn, High Sheriff of Caernarfonshire and his family motto is inscribed above the fireplace in the great hall.
By the 17th Century, Bodysgallen had passed by marriage, when Margaret Mostyn married Hugh Wynn, to the Wynn family whose lineage stretches back to the House of Aberffraw and Rhodri the Great of Wales. Branches of the Wynn family owned much of North Wales. One possible relative, thought by Sir John Wynn, the first Baronet, to have been a family member, born on the wrong side of the blankets, was the outlaw Twm Sion Cati.
In 1620, Robert and Katherine Wynn extended the hall and had their initials carved on a date stone on the southwest gable end. They also added the walled gardens and a formal garden in the Dutch style which was popular at the time. During the next 156 years the Wynn family expanded and improved Bodygallen. A kitchen wing was built in 1730. The last of the male line, Dr. Hugh Wynn, died in 1771, having added the north east wing to the house. It then passed to his daughter Margaret. In 1776 Margaret Wynn married Sir Roger Mostyn, 5th Baronet, returning Bodygallen Hall back to the Mostyn family.
In 1832, one of the first water closets was installed at Bodysgallen, purchased from a Mr. Williams of St, Asaph. Towards the end of the 19th Century, various extensions to the house had created a muddle of a building. Lady Augusta Mostyn took on the responsibility for restoring and simplifying the style of the hall. Her Son, Colonel Henry Mostyn raised the 17th Battalion of Royal Welch Fusiliers and paraded them at Bodysgallen Hall before they departed for the trenches of the First World War. The Royal Welch Fusiliers were involved in ferocious fighting at the Battle of the Somme and Mametz Wood where they lost 4000 men. An oak tree standing in the park commemorates the parade. His eccentric son, Ieven, inherited Bodysgallen in 1949 and showed little interest in the Hall.
By 1969 Bodysgallen had deteriorated and was sold to be used as a guest house. During the 1980s, major restoration work was undertaken and Bodysgallen opened as an ‘Historic House Hotel,’ a brand owned and managed by the National Trust. Generally the restoration and improvements to Bodysgallen were well received but on the 30th August 1993 a disagreement was exposed when the Independent Newspaper ran a story about the new hotel. Its owner, Richard Broyd, had submitted a series of planning applications to Aberconwy District Council, regarding the renovations, which they approved without noticing a rather significant proposal buried in the detail.

Bodysgallen Obelisk, a huge modern folly that has upset the neighbours
Residents of the village of Pydew were horrified when an enormous obelisk was erected on Ffrith Hill. Ffrith Obelisk Action Group was formed to have the blot on the landscape removed. A 700 word petition was produced. North Wales Wildlife Trust and Snowdonia National Park added their support to the campaign. The Countryside Council for Wales, who advised on the planning application, wrote to the action group saying, 'The location of the proposed obelisk . . . was not properly recognised by CCW, so there did not appear to be any significant implications for nature conservation interests.'
Bill Brice, chairman of the planning committee, admitted, 'The obelisk is too big and the site is too prominent. Recently we turned down a small extension to a house nearby because it would break the skyline. Yet this has been allowed and its sole purpose is to dominate the skyline. It should definitely never have been built.'
Because of the ineptitude of the planning authorities, a monstrous 64 ft (20m) high obelisk had been built on a prominent hill and there was little that could be done about it. Mr. Broyd was within his rights and would be entitled to compensation if forced to dismantle the folly. Mr. Broyd refused to back down and threatened to fight, in the courts, if need be. Twenty years later, the obelisk still stands, dominating the skyline to the east of Conwy; proof, if ever it was needed, of the inadequate nature of planning controls.
Chapter 7
Tan y Coed
Sir Charles Woodall, a shipping tycoon from Manchester, lived in Tan y Coed Hall, Colwyn Bay during the 19th Century. He was a passionate pipe smoker, a habit that his wife thoroughly disapproved of. When she banned him from smoking in the house, the magnate decided to build a sanctuary where he could escape from being nagged and puff away contentedly.
The unusually shaped refuge that resulted was completed in 1894. Sir Charles’ new smoking room was a three sided folly castle complete with corbelled turrets and arrow slits, presumably to deter his wife should she try and visit.
After Sir Charles had departed, the folly was converted into a café and sweet shop. During the Second World War, Tan y Coed folly was occupied by the military and used to watch for enemy aircraft. No longer needed when the war ended, it was boarded up and forgotten.
Tan y Coed Hall was demolished in the 1970s and the surrounding land developed for housing. In 1991, a campaign was started to save the by then derelict mock castle. A year later, Clwyd Historic Buildings Preservation Trust purchased the folly for £1 and spent a further £65,000 restoring it, their plan being to sell it afterwards as a house.

Tan y Coed, a smoker's retreat built to escape a nagging wife
Today, Tan Y Coed folly castle stands in a small municipal garden, surrounded by modern houses. Viewed from the road, the medieval style folly is an attractive building and it is easy to imagine Sir Charles relaxing inside while enjoying his pipe.
Chapter 8
Castell Gwrych
In the 19th Century, gothic revival architecture was the height of fashion. The new Houses of Parliament were built in the gothic style between 1836 and 1865. Anglican churches were decorated using gothic designs and wealthy Victorians wanted gothic houses. Turrets, steeply pitched roofs, pointed arches, gargoyles and stained glass windows were a must and the exuberant ostentation, intended to suggest a romantic past, came to be described as High Victorian Gothic.
When, in 1819, Lord Hesketh Bamford-Hesketh wanted a new country house it was natural that it would be built in the gothic style. The old Elizabethan house he was replacing was soon demolished and work started on the new one. Leading architects were commissioned to oversee the project. No expense was to be spared; Lord Hesketh wanted to demonstrate his wealth. Gwrych estates included more than 6000 acres, extended across north Wales, Cheshire, Lancashire and Derbyshire. It took more than ten years to complete the house. By 1825, when Lord Hesketh married Lady Emily Ester Ann Lygon, the main house was complete.

Castell Gwyrch, possible the biggest folly in the world
Although Castell Gwrych was already a substantial property, building continued after the marriage. During the 1940s a new wing containing bedrooms was built. New staircases and porches were added. The cabinet maker George Bullock crafted bespoke furniture and Graces, interior furnishers to the nobility, provided the fittings.
When Lord Hesketh died in 1861, Castell Gwrych passed to his son, Robert Bamford-Hesketh. Robert, like his father, had the building bug but the cost of building such an enormous house had consumed a lot of money. Nearly half the estate had been sold to fund construction. Only 3400 acres remained. Fortunately for Robert, shafts sunk on the estates land revealed rich seams of coal and a number of mines were soon producing good returns. Robert used the money to extend Castell Gwrych including adding a private chapel. The residents of Abergele watched in wonder as castellated walls punctuated with turrets and towers spread across the side of the hill. Gwrych now resembled a vast, romantic, Camelot style fairy tale castle.

The state rooms are open to the elements, only ghosts and crows remain in residence
Robert’s development of Gwrych ended with his death in 1894 when his daughter Winifred inherited the estate and castle. Winifred Bamford-Hesketh took up residence at Gwrych with her husband Douglas Hamilton Cochrane, 12th Earl of Dundonald. The new family soon made themselves at home, were quickly accepted as prominent members of the community and went on to have five children. The earl was a military man and spent time in South Africa during the Boer War where he commanded a mounted brigade which took part in the relief of Ladysmith. During the First World War, he was the Chairman of the Admiralty Committee on Smoke Screens. Despite outward appearances, the union between Winifred and her husband was not always a happy one. Some accounts suggest the marriage was arranged and that the earl had conducted a series of liasions with other women. Winifred thrust herself into Welsh affairs and was a founding member of the Church of Wales. When Winifred was herself implicated in a relationship with the Archbishop of Wales the marriage broke up.
In 1924, Winifred died and in doing so took her revenge on her estranged husband. She bequeathed Gwrych Castle to George, Prince of Wales, ostensibly to give the royal family a permanent residence in
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