Reflection
Dafydd Jones reflects on his childhood, happy visits to his grandmother in Llangeitho and the call to priesthood which, he thinks, came at a very early age  
One of the things I used to enjoy as a boy was going to stay with my grandmother at Llangeitho. She lived in a small cottage called Rose Cottage which was on the square near the old yew tree. During this time there were four shops in the village including the Post Office, ably run by Dai and Marie James. My grandmother looked after the Jubilee Hall and Billiards room. I spent many happy hours sitting by a huge fire watching many a character play billiards. This was a time when real countryside characters were about, Llew Lloyd, Modryb Nel, Bertie Stephens, and Cymro the biggest Alsatian I had ever seen keeping guard over the Post Office counter!

Throughout her life my grandmother was a very hardworking individual, always lending a hand to those in need. She looked after St Ceitho church for nearly 60 years, walking a fair distance and in all weathers, ensuring that the church would be warm on a Sunday for the parishioners. I would always go with her when on holiday and I was always warned to behave once I got inside. When I was about eight years old, I became fascinated by the pulpit and I felt it was inviting me to climb up its steps. After having my grandmother’s permission I was eventually allowed to climb up the steps and look out over the pews, although I could not see much as I was quite small in height at the time. Every time I went to St Ceitho I would climb the pulpit steps and preach some kind of sermon with mamgu sitting in the pews listening! I sat for hours on those steps, my mind wondering at the thought of becoming a vicar. Today, I wonder whether the Holy Spirit was looking at me all those years ago trying to give me a sign? I wonder whether God was calling on me to respond? In the parish of Nantcwnlle, Bwlchllan, five members of our family became priests. Was there a message coming from them? However, I do feel with hand on heart that something happened to me when I was eight years old at Llangeitho.

My sister Jennifer and I were brought up to attend Sunday School at Llanfihangel Ystrad. In the early sixties, there were 90 names on the register and sometimes we had to sit on the floor as it was so full of children. The highlight of the year was the Pwnc Festival during Whitsun. I attended church every Sunday when I was in secondary school, and it was during this time that the calling got even stronger. I remember one Sunday watching the late Revd Canon Cyril Bevan preside at the Eucharist and I said to myself that one day I would be celebrant. 

To cut a long story short, I was licensed as a Lay Reader in 1997. Revd Canon Dorrien Davies was my priest at the time and he gave me solid support and training. During those years my calling got ever stronger and so I decided to follow a three- year part-time course at St Michael’s College in Llandaff. After a year in college I decided to move from Ystrad and be re-licensed to serve at the Rectorial Benifice of Bro Teifi Sarn Helen at St Peter’s Church in Lampeter. During my time in college I spent wonderful placements with Revd Canon Aled Williams, Revd Dyfrig Lloyd and Revd Eileen Davies. I shall always be grateful to them for their time and support.

In 2010 I was ordained Deacon by Bishop Wyn at St David’s Cathedral. By the time you read this article, I will have been ordained Priest and so this part of the journey will have been completed. But now a new journey begins for me, a journey that will be led by the Holy Spirit. 

I want to take this opportunity of giving my appreciation to all those who have walked with me since my journey to ordination began in the early sixties. I especially thank my wife Delyth, my mother and my sister Jennifer for all their help, love and support during the years gone by. But I must not forget my grandmother, who brought St Ceitho and the Holy Spirit into my life. 

“I have summoned you by name; you are mine”

