Inheritance!

Glyn'WeldenBanks
Finnishf Welsh $ociety

ispossessed by thel diaspora of time and place
hel tries'to find glosses, words, clues'to the past
etched onlto the pages’lmargins,

in/themselves blank,

not evenl a possibility to read between/ the
lines.

Gradually, blacki hieroglyphics/beginl tol take shape,
morph/ from'memory

intolrecognizable/ meaning

likela hegativel dipped into acid.

Thelimage whichltakes shapelis of his grandfather,
ThelReverend Hughl Hughes Jones,

Welshl Calvinistt Methodist preacher who

gave his/last sermon/a month/before hel died

and was/buried

still wearing his.dog/ collar.

What did helleave to his'kin?
What words of wisdom/ were his
Inheritance.

'"The following poem won 3rd prize in the 2003 E Steddfod competition. This_competition has
takenlthe traditionall Welsh Eisteddfod intol cyberspace. It is open tol Welsh people living att home
and abroad and,[unlikelthel National Eisteddfod, thel entries tan/ belin Welsh orf English. In[ 2003,
the titlel for' thel most prestigious’ ofl the literaryl competitions Tthat of thel flengthy’l poeml + was
‘Etifeddiaeth[(Inheritance orf Heritage).[ Il decided to frame the poemlaround an episode in the life

of my' grandfather, a’ Welsh'Methodist Minister.

I'would likelto dedicate the poem!l tol Anders/ Ahlqvist for thel worki hehas’ done over thel years! for
Celtic Studies'in Finlandand elsewhere. It is hisTheritage that wel arel ¢celebrating in this/ festschrift.
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1961 Htherel werelstill trams.on Limel St
The/Beatles +stale/ from Hamburg !
were bringing lifelto the[Cavern.

Allong train/ride/ from/ Rhyl.

The Rev.[Hugh' Hughes Jones émbarked on his
annual pilgrimagel to Liverpool

to'browse thelbookshops/ for

Haneslyi Methodistiaid Calfinaidd yng Nghymru*

ThelRev. Hugh'Hughes Jones, 83[years.old,

withla back'that had never stooped,

crossed Limel Streetl as thelwind blew across the Mersey,
changed gear, went into_gale force overdrive.
TheReverend’s hat was sweptaway

by thelboreal gust.

Itlifted off histhead, Somersaultediin thelair,
andlanded in thelmiddlelof the road

as[thel cars/proceeded tolstampede.
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TheReverend Hugh/ Hughes Jones, with/a
back’thatthad never stooped,

walked slowlyi to his hat,

a’hat that had survived twolworld wars
and countless revivals.

LikelMoses parting the'Red Sea
Hughes Jones lifted his:umbrellaland
stopped the cars/from/their telentless
rampage.

"Onelbylone they braked tola_’demure
and obedient stoplas the preacher
inched hisldignified way towards his
hat.

Albackithat'had never stooped
nowbent'down with inhurried grace
to pick uplthe'hat, dustit, placelit
deliberatelyf onto his'head,
touchl/the rim + not'in tacog like**
deference Hto acknowledgelthe
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stoppagel of timeland the' stillness of  ¢cars.

Then'hewalked withthel confidenceland
security’ of an/ octogenarian

Welsh Methodist preacher
slowlylbackito the[pavement.

Under thelbrim[of his'hat

rescued from/the tyre’s flattening tread
twolbright' éyes sparkled/in mischievous| glee.
Almodest $mile transformed

his'thin lips'intola grin

of quiet satisfaction.
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The Reverend Hugh' Hughes Jones'had
suspended time

had stopped the tushl of motion,
humbled thelmachine, and

in that frozen'moment
reminded us/all of the/importance

of albattered, old hat.

* History of the Calvinist Methodistsiin Wales
** Taeog means servile.
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