World’s End.....well, not quite…

It began on a showery day after a visit to the Wrexham area of North Wales. We looked at the map and thought that we would visit a place which seemed to be rather remote, even though not far from a major town like Wrexham – the area between Minera and the aptly named World’s End, near Llangollen.

Minera had been an industrial area with Lead mines etc. so as we drove along the scars of industry were still visible, though the views as we rose higher onto the mountain became spectacular, placing the whole of the area at our feet.

[image: image1.jpg]



As we continued on our way it began to rain and the narrow road traversing the bleak mountain turned into a small stream, with pools and larger expanses of still water which we drove carefully through.

This continued for some time – not what you would call a busy road, as within about three quarters of an hour we saw just two motorcycles and one car – but we were glad that it was quiet…especially as passing places were few and far between on the little-used highway.

Eventually the rain stopped and we started our descent towards the Valle Crucis area near Llangollen…and then we came to the flooded Ford which spanned the roadway, with no place to reverse or turn about.

Gritting our teeth, we drove slowly and carefully through it and, after testing the brakes on our vehicle, went on our way…and then as we reached lower ground we saw the sign….
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How appropriate, we thought…because after that drive the sign could well have been right, particularly if it had been a really wet day, or (perish the thought) a snowy or an icy one….

It took but a moment for us to reassert our usual good humour, however and when we look up at the nearby Eglwyseg rocks we began once again to appreciate the splendour of the scenery.
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After spending a little time studying the area we continued on our way down into the valley – still on narrow ‘farm’ roads and eventually reaching a sign which pointed the way back to Llangollen or onto a road we had travelled on before, known as the Panorama…a single track road running high amid the rocks and with the hill on one side and a steep drop on the other.

Perhaps then our courage failed us, perhaps we had driven long enough on narrow roads with few passing places…or perhaps it was the call of a good meal and a warm drink in the nearby town….but whatever the reason we chose the Llangollen route.

This slowly wended its way down into the town, passing the canal and its horse-drawn barge tours and descending another steep slope into the town centre near to the Dee Bridge.

We had left the countryside and avoided the End of the World…or had we really just returned to it??
