All roads lead to….Cilcain?

A wet afternoon in the Welsh hills – now that’s a very unlikely start. We were looking for a particular place near to Mold in Flintshire, North Wales, and a village called Pantymwyn.  Then to find a particular cottage used as a holiday home many years ago. Mold we found without difficulty, even in the rain and under darkening skies…..but the next steps were more tricky…. next find the village.  From within the town centre it seemed easy, just follow the road signs and in a few miles we’d get to Pantymwyn.

It’s odd, but when driving any longer distances two or three miles just flies by in the twinkling of an eye, however  when you’re in narrow roads and unfamiliar territory you drive with more circumspection and distances seem to stretch. Thus it was with us, the few miles to the village seemed to take quite a while, with slowings down for possible turn-offs, queries at road junctions….and all the while we actually knew we were on the right road. 

Now this was a road walked by quite young children some years ago…and at night too, when the last bus had been missed….so it can’t have been that far. But when we got to the village it seemed a heroic journey, back in the days of buses and Shanks’ Pony.

Eventually we did get to the village, but like many places these days, there had been major changes. More houses, street lights, even a post office and shop….enough to be completely disorienting.
Well, we never did find the cottage (though we’re still looking on old maps and in archives) so perhaps it had been demolished or renovated out of recognition….so finally we set off to drive out of the area.

That’s when it got really confusing.
 In reaching the village we passed through very beautiful (even in the rain) countryside, and a pretty little place called Cilcain….one of those ‘blink and you’ll miss it’ places, but a community nevertheless. As we left we passed through it again….and again….and again…driving down a maze of country lanes and wondering if some joker had turned around the fingerposts signing the way. Whichever way we went, we came out in Cilcain.

Now this went on for some little time and fortunately there was time to spare and little other traffic, so eventually we found another road sign we knew and headed for a place called Loggerheads. We got there relatively quickly and spent a little time wondering if the name of the place was related to arguments between driver and passengers who had passed through Cilcain…and then laughed and went on our way.

Of course we should have known, really. After all, Wales is a place of dark mystic secrets to this day….and we had spent our lunchtime at a place called the Druids Inn….. So the next time someone uses the old saying ‘that all roads lead to Rome’ you’ll know better. Not with Druids about they don’t….they lead to Cilcain…and you can imagine those poor old Romans in days of old, used to the straight and direct Roman roads, tramping round and round until they eventually gave up and returned to Rome…….and all because of Cilcain.
