
Nature Friendly Farming
In the 

Elan Valley

Sorcha Lewis



The Elan Valley Estate













Inspired Poets and 
artists

William Lisle Bowles       
1762 -  1850

COOMBE ELLAN

The ideal spirit that abides unseen
'Mid rocks, and woods, and solitudes. I hail

Rather the steps of Culture, that ascend
The precipice's side. She bids the wild

Bloom, and adorns with beauty not its own
The ridged mountain's tract; she speaks, and lo!

The yellow harvest nods upon the slope;
And through the dark and matted moss upshoots

The bursting clover, smiling to the sun.
These are thy offspring, Culture! the green herb  

Is thine, that decks with rich luxuriance
The pasture's lawny range; the yellow corn,
That waves upon the upland ridge, is thine;

Thine too the elegant abode, that smiles
Amidst the rocky scene, and wakes the thought,

The tender thought, of all life's charities.
And senseless were my heart, could I look back

Upon the varied way my feet have trod,
Without a silent prayer that health and joy,

And love and happiness, may long abide  
In the romantic vale where Ellen winds.

Authors own note:Coombe-Ellen (in Welsh, Cwm Elan) is situated among the most romantic 
mountains of Radnorshire, about five miles from Rhayd'r. This poem is inscribed to Thomas 
Grove, Esq. of Fern, Wiltshire, at whose summer residence, in Radnorshire, it was written.

Percy Bysshe Shelley

1792ï1822

On the tumultuous surge below: 

Woods, to whose depths retires to die

The wounded Echo's melody,

And whither this lone spirit bent

The footstep of a wild intent:

Meadows! whose green and spangled 

breast 

These fevered limbs have often pressed,

Until the watchful fiend Despair

Slept in the soothing coolness there!

Have not your varied beauties seen

The sunken eye, the withering mien, 

Sad traces of the unuttered pain

That froze my heart and burned my brain.
The Retrospect was written by Shelley at a house called Cwm Elan in the summer of 1812. It contrasts his feelings that 

year, when he had recently married Harriet Westbrook, and the way he felt during his visit in the summer of 1811. Selected 
parts of the poem are reproduced here.
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