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The classic Christmas tale, with beautiful new illustrationsThis gem of lyric prose has enchanted
both young and old for over half a century and is now a modern classic. Dylan Thomas (1914–
1953), one of the greatest poets and storytellers of the twentieth century, captures a child’s-eye
view and an adult’s fond memories of a magical time of presents, aunts and uncles, the frozen
sea, and in the best of circumstances, newly fallen snow. Illustrations Throughout

"A merrier and more pungent celebration of the season for family reading aloud has not been
written in our time."― The Nation"Enchanting."― Chicago Tribune"Surely this Christmas story
ranks among the great experiences of the language."― Harper’s Magazine"The language is
enchanting and the poetry shines with an unearthly radiance."― The New York TimesAbout the
AuthorDylan Thomas, born in Swansea in 1914, is perhaps Wales’ best-known writer, widely
considered to be one of the major poets of the 20th century: many of his greatest poems, such
as “Fern Hill” and ”’Do not go gentle into that good night”’ are beloved and widely studied. As
well as poetry, Dylan Thomas wrote numerous short stories and scripts for film and radio–none
more popular than his radio play Under Milk Wood. He led a fascinating and tempestuous life,
which ended all too soon in 1953 when he collapsed and died in New York City shortly after his
39th birthday. 
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A CHILD'S CHRISTMAS IN WALESOne Christmas was so much like another, in those years
around the sea-town corner now, 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.All the Christmases roll down toward the two-tongued sea, like a cold and
headlong moon bundling down the sky that was our street; and they stop at the rim of the ice-
edged, fish-freezing waves, and I plunge my hands in the snow and bring out whatever I can
find. In goes my hand into that wool-white bell-tongued ball of holidays resting at the rim of the
carol-singing sea, and out come Mrs. Prothero and the firemen.It was on the afternoon of the
day of Christmas Eve, and I was in Mrs. Prothero’s garden, waiting for cats, with her son Jim. It
was snowing. It was always snowing at Christmas. December, in my memory, is white as
Lapland, though there were no reindeers. But there were cats. Patient, cold and callous, our
hands wrapped in socks, we waited to snowball the cats. Sleek and long as jaguars and horrible-
whiskered, spitting and snarling, they would slink and sidle over the white back-garden walls,
and the lynx-eyed hunters, Jim and I, fur-capped and moccasined trappers from Hudson Bay, off
Mumbles Road, would hurl our deadly snowballs at the green of their eyes.The wise cats never
appeared. We were so still, Eskimo-footed arctic marksmen in the muffling silence of the eternal
snows—eternal, ever since Wednesday—that we never heard Mrs. Prothero’s first cry from her
igloo at the bottom of the garden. Or, if we heard it at all, it was, to us, like the far-off challenge of
our enemy and prey, the neighbor’s polar cat. But soon the voice grew louder. “Fire!” cried Mrs.
Prothero, and she beat the dinner-gong.A CHILD'S CHRISTMAS IN WALESA CHILD'S
CHRISTMAS IN WALESOne Christmas was so much like another, in those years around the
sea-town corner now, 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.All the Christmases roll down toward the two-tongued sea, like a cold and headlong moon
bundling down the sky that was our street; and they stop at the rim of the ice-edged, fish-
freezing waves, and I plunge my hands in the snow and bring out whatever I can find. In goes my
hand into that wool-white bell-tongued ball of holidays resting at the rim of the carol-singing sea,
and out come Mrs. Prothero and the firemen.It was on the afternoon of the day of Christmas Eve,
and I was in Mrs. Prothero’s garden, waiting for cats, with her son Jim. It was snowing. It was
always snowing at Christmas. December, in my memory, is white as Lapland, though there were
no reindeers. But there were cats. Patient, cold and callous, our hands wrapped in socks, we
waited to snowball the cats. Sleek and long as jaguars and horrible-whiskered, spitting and
snarling, they would slink and sidle over the white back-garden walls, and the lynx-eyed hunters,
Jim and I, fur-capped and moccasined trappers from Hudson Bay, off Mumbles Road, would
hurl our deadly snowballs at the green of their eyes.The wise cats never appeared. We were so



still, Eskimo-footed arctic marksmen in the muffling silence of the eternal snows—eternal, ever
since Wednesday—that we never heard Mrs. Prothero’s first cry from her igloo at the bottom of
the garden. Or, if we heard it at all, it was, to us, like the far-off challenge of our enemy and prey,
the neighbor’s polar cat. But soon the voice grew louder. “Fire!” cried Mrs. Prothero, and she beat
the dinner-gong.One Christmas was so much like another, in those years around the sea-town
corner now, 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.All the
Christmases roll down toward the two-tongued sea, like a cold and headlong moon bundling
down the sky that was our street; and they stop at the rim of the ice-edged, fish-freezing waves,
and I plunge my hands in the snow and bring out whatever I can find. In goes my hand into that
wool-white bell-tongued ball of holidays resting at the rim of the carol-singing sea, and out come
Mrs. Prothero and the firemen.It was on the afternoon of the day of Christmas Eve, and I was in
Mrs. Prothero’s garden, waiting for cats, with her son Jim. It was snowing. It was always snowing
at Christmas. December, in my memory, is white as Lapland, though there were no reindeers.
But there were cats. Patient, cold and callous, our hands wrapped in socks, we waited to
snowball the cats. Sleek and long as jaguars and horrible-whiskered, spitting and snarling, they
would slink and sidle over the white back-garden walls, and the lynx-eyed hunters, Jim and I, fur-
capped and moccasined trappers from Hudson Bay, off Mumbles Road, would hurl our deadly
snowballs at the green of their eyes.The wise cats never appeared. We were so still, Eskimo-
footed arctic marksmen in the muffling silence of the eternal snows—eternal, ever since
Wednesday—that we never heard Mrs. Prothero’s first cry from her igloo at the bottom of the
garden. Or, if we heard it at all, it was, to us, like the far-off challenge of our enemy and prey, the
neighbor’s polar cat. But soon the voice grew louder. “Fire!” cried Mrs. Prothero, and she beat the
dinner-gong.
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Sasha Lauren, Author, “An ode to childhood. Pure poetic-prose delight by the master, Dylan
Thomas. A CHILD'S CHRISTMAS IN WALES, by Dylan ThomasDylan Thomas' exquisite
recollection of his Christmas in Wales is purely delightful poetic prose by the master himself. It is
not a religious book. I encourage you to listen to Dylan Thomas read his own work, (available for
free on YouTube), for then you can hear his resonant voice inside you as you read. I could eat up
every sentence, reading over and over, savoring his words, images, and humor.He writes about
wind-cherried noses and useful and unuseful presents such as "a celluloid duck that made,
when you pressed it, a most unducklike sound, a mewing moo that an ambitious cat might make
who wished to be a cow..."This is a timeless tale perfect for children and adults alike. Currently
it's on sale on Kindle.”

reading renee, “Christmas Eve Night. I wanted to read a Christmas story that I hadn't read
before. It was a sweet story of family, snow adventures and a long wagon ride holding A stone in
each fist if something untowards like a ghost or troll appear. Safely home they sang songs and
enjoyed their warm home and fresh jelly that had been gifted to them.”

Rocco Megaro, “Best Christmas Story Ever. I remember this from years ago on PBS. It was a
family tradition then, and still continuing.”

OlTex, “Nice Little Companion Book. "A Childs Christmas in Wales" had become a Christmas
tradition years ago, when ran across a 33rpm LP of Dylan Thomas reading this classic--it, along
with Kenneth Grahame's "Wind in the Willows" chapter on Moles Christmas, replaced "Twas the
Night..." with the kids some 40+ years past. Love having the written text to follow along, and
being able to dwell on some of the more favorite phrasings.This is a small, nicely printed soft-
bound volume, which stores with the now CD version of the original reading in the Christmas box
until next year.”

Jane W Worley, “Review of A Child's Christmas in Wales. I laughed my head off. Being old and
of British ancestry, much was familiar, warm and enveloping, reminiscent of an easier less
chaotic time.”

SeattleSwade, “Pocket-sized version. No illustrations.... Nice edition, but it is SMALL!!! See
picture. Also, no illustrations, just pretty patterns on the pages.”

Lynn, “Escape to the joy of holidays past.. What a delightful story. Reminds us of Christmas past.
Lovely addition to my Christmas collection of stories that I enjoyed reading every year.”

El Tel, “El Tel. This should be compulsory reading for everybody - Pure magic. How did he do it -



the imagery and descriptions are brilliant.Only problem - this was a Kindle edition and has
American spelling. Sadly it really jars. Why can't the Americans read it as it was meant to be
read?”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 124 people have provided feedback.
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