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Memories of
Christmas past

"One Christmas was so much
‘iike another, in those years
around the sea-town comer now
and out of all sound except the
distant speaking of the voices I
sometimes hear a moment before
sleep, that I can never remember
whether it snowed for six days
and six nights when I was twelve
or whether it snowed for twelve
days and twelve nights when I
was six."

"Years and years and years
ago, when I was a boy, when
there were wolves in Wales, and
oirds the colour of red-flannel
petticoats whisked past the harp-
shaped hills, when we sang and
wallowed all night and day in
caves that smelt like Sunday af-
iernoons in damp front farm-
nouse parlours, and we chased,
with the jawbones of deacons,
the English and the bears, before
the motor-car, before the wheel,
oefore the duchess-faced horse,
when we rode the daft and happy
aills bareback, it snowed and it
snowed. But here a small boy
says: "It snowed last year, too. I
made a snowman and my brother
knocked it down and I knocked
my brother down and then we
nad tea".

"Were there postmen then,
w00? With sprinkling eyes and
wind-cherried noses, on spread,
frozen feet they crunched up to
the doors and mittened on them
manfully. But all that the
children could hear was a ringing
of bells."”

"There were the Useful Pre-
sents: engulfing mufflers of the
old coach days, and mittens made
for giant sloths; zebra scarfs of a
substance like silky gum that
could be tug-o'-warred down to
the galoshes; blinding tam-o'-
shanters like patchwork tea cosies
and bunny-suited busbies and
balaclavas for victims of head-
shrinking tribes; from aunts who
always wore wool next to the
skin. There were moustached
and rasping vests that made you
wonder why the aunts had any
skin left at all; and once I had a
little crocheted nose bag from an
aunt now, alas, no longer whin-
nying with us. And pictureless
books in which small boys,
though warned with quotations
not to, would skate on Farmer
Giles' pond and did and drowned;

and books that told me every-
thing about the wasp, except
why."

"The Useless Presents:

Bags of moist and many-
coloured jelly babies and a folded
flag and a false nose and a tram-
conductors's cap and a machine
that punched tickets and rang a
bell; never a catapult; once, by
mistake that no one could ex-
plain, a little hatchet; and a cellu-
loid duck that made, when you
pressed it, a most unducklike
sound, a mewing moo that an
ambitious cat might make when
wished to be a cow; and a paint-
ing book in which I could make
the grass, the trees, the sea and
the animals any colour I pleased,
and still the dazzling sky-blue
sheep are grazing in the red field
under the rainbow-billed and pea-
green birds."
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"Hardboileds, toffee, fudge
and allsorts, crunches, cracknels,
humbugs, glaciers, marzipan, and
butterwelsh for the Welsh. And
troops of bright tin soldiers who,
if they could not fight, could
always run. And Snakes-and-
Families and Happy Ladders.
And Easy Hobbi-Games for
Little Engineers, complete with
instructions."”

" Mistletoe hung from the gas
brackets in all the front parlours;
there was sherry and walnuts and
bottled beer and crackers by the
dessertspoons; and cats in their
fur-abouts watched the fires; and
the high-heaped fire spat, all
ready for the chestnuts and the
mulling pokers."

" Always on Christmas night there
was music. An uncle played the
fiddle, a cousin sang "Cherry
Ripe," and another uncle sang
"Drake's Drum." It was very
warm in the little house. Auntie
Hannah, who had got on to the
parsnip wine, sang a song about
Bleeding Hearts and Death, and
then another in which she said
her heart was like a Bird's Nest;
and then everybody laughed
again; and then I went to bed."

extracts from Dylan Thomas's "A
Child's Christmas in Wales".




