The Papers of the Twining Family





The Mr Nanney referred to in this letter is William Nanney-Wynn of Maesyneuadd, Sheriff of Merioneth in 1758 and who died in 1795. Portraits of him and his wife Elizabeth hang in the dining room at Llanfendigaid. Ironically, the contact with the Twining family was renewed when their descendant, my Grandmother, married into the Nanney-Wynn family in the early 20th Century.





The writer’s great uncle, the Rev Thomas Twining, Rector of St Mary’s Colchester, and his grandfather toured North Wales in 1779 and again in 1785.





Extract from Richard Twining’s letter to his brother Rev Thomas Twining written from Isleworth July 20 1785 describing a tour in North Wales.





“The next morning it was Sunday morning. We walked to Mrs Griffith’s and had a good view of the Vale of Festiniog. It is a charming little vale, green and watered by a nice winding stream; it’s boundaries are mountainous and in many parts wooded. It was the favourite vale of Lord Littleton. The ride from Tan-ybwlch to Maesyneuadd, the house of Mr Nanney, was entirely new to me and it was exquisite. We ascended a very winding road, the steep and wooded mountain on the side of the vale, and having crossed the mountain we came to lake which we travelled the side of. The boundaries of our road were a mountain and a precipice; at the foot of the precipice was a lake, and from the end of the lake we had a view of the sea. (Llandecwyn?) Mr Nanney’s house is, I suppose, one of the best in Wales for affording a specimen of true Welsh living and Welsh hospitality. His name was Wynn, but he changed it for the name of Nanney and an estate was his recompense.”(The properties of Llanfendigaid and Maesypandy were his from his Mother Lowry Nanney as well as that of Maesyneuadd from his father Robert Wynn).


“So that now there are a Mr and Mrs Nanney and 6 young sons and daughters who, having been born Wynns, are still so. His house appears to be small, such as promises one, or at most two, spare beds. We were therefore surprised to find in it by way of sleeping company Miss Griffiths (the heiress), Miss Jackson, Miss Jones, Miss Evans, Mr Evans (Parson Evans for so he was announced) and Mr Pugh. Was it not ajolly society! We proposed going before dinner, but this was not to be heard of, and after dinner when our merriment increased, we were strongly solicited to stay the night. In that country, nothing is deemed impossible by way of accommodation, and I doubt not that the ladies would have slept altogether in one bed rather than turn away any part of the company for want of a bed. It was not necessary to use much entreaty to prevail upon us to prefer Mr Nanney’s house and it’s merry inhabitants to a miserable and dull  Inn at Harlech. We therefore yielded and without any further ceremony one of the beds allotted to us was carried through the Hall in which we were sitting. In this country, gentlemen live at such a distance from each other that they seldom can pay a visit and return home the same day.





I wish you could have seen Parson Evans. He was about 50, dressed in a blue coat, and his dark hair hung straight about his shoulders. I saw ‘a man in a blue coat’ (for that was my definition of him) walking towards the house and was surprised to hear Mr Nanney exclaim “Here comes Parson Evans!”. The Esquire gave him a hearty but rough welcome. Mrs Nanney, who seemed to manage this unmanageable family in the pleasantest way possible, received him in a more polished manner, and the parson himself returned to each of them the most genuine Welsh smile. He did not say much, but the English which he did bestow on us was delivered with the whine of his native language. Mr Nanney, who probably knew that he reverend guest looked forward to the pleasures of the evening, when the pipemen retire in to the little parlour, said to him, “Well, old lime-kiln, we shall raise a fine smoke by and bye”. After supper, when the ladies had gone to bed, we went into the little parlour, and it didi indeed smoke like a lime-kiln. A material alteration has certainly taken place in this country within these few years respecting drinking. I did not see the least propensity to excess in any house in which I dined. When I called for a second glass of ale at Mr Nanney’s, he very civilly told me that he thought I had better drink wine, for the ale was stronger than I was aware of.





On the Monday morning, we were to proceed by Harlech to Barmouth, and I proposed to the younger part of our family that they should accompany us. This proposal was much relished and soon acceded to, as soon at least as we had declared that we must go, for we were pressed to make a longer stay, and to dine on the Tuesday with Miss Griffiths of Tan-y-Bwlch. How you would have laughed if you could have seen our party to Barmouth. Twelve horsemen and horsewomen scampering up and downhill and galloping over the sand as if we were bewitched; some ladies without their hats, one without her shoe. We stopped on the way to see Harlech Castle. It’s situation is very fine. It stands like Gibralter, upon a rock which is inaccessible on the sea side. We stopped also at a summer house Mr Nanney has built upon the cliff a little beyond Harlech. It has a very extensive sea view. (This little round house was bought and rebuilt by Mrs Nelson in 1913). At Barmouth, we added two more young ladies to our party and I think it was, when complete,  such a party as this humble sea port had never beheld. The memory of us as a prodigy will, I think, remain for some time. It was nearly dusk before our friends took leave of us. They did with pressing invitations to renew our visit.





Afterwards Hughes and I had a most luxurious dip in the sea, after which we continued our tour.


