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Composing a creative response and personal history of Welsh mythology and Appalachia.
 
I confirm that I have not used any AI tools in the research and creation of this assignment. I confirm that I have not presented any AI generated materials as my own work. I confirm I have copies of my drafts, notes, and other resources I used, which I may be asked to provide in evidence. 




















I feel the need to offer a preface to this work to explain its structure and function. On a surface level, this is very clearly about personal loss. My grandfather passed away on March 5, 2026, and I have had no focused outlet like this available to me until this moment. Much of this piece is structured in a way which intentionally attempts to evoke the feelings I can assume my grandfather had as his condition progressed to his death. He was diagnosed with Lewy body dementia in January 2020 and entered hospice on March 2-3, 2026 (I am unsure of the exact date). Lewy body dementia causes vivid hallucinations which are difficult to impossible to discern from reality. I appeared in some of these hallucinations in his last days, and this has made me consider how the end of his life must have felt, oscillating between the true reality and the imagined reality, blending together constantly.
As a West Virginian transplant in Wales, I find both societies are themselves consumed with this dementia. There are hallucinations of an imagined past which recur as if they were ever a reflection of real life. In Welsh mythology, Brân the Blessed, once a mighty giant, is reduced to a severed yet conscious head, begging to be buried in foreign soil. West Virginia’s history is much of the same. I took my exceedingly rare birth name (Appomattox) from the town in Virginia where the civil war ended, because my West Virginian family had become convinced over the years that they had been part of the rebels in the American Civil War, while in actuality West Virginia seceded from the Confederacy, not the other way around – this self-mythologizing of a wrong cause has spread widely there, and the Confederate ensign is not a rare sight around Cabell County, and the rest of the state as well. From these self-consuming societies hallucinating their pasts I take from the Mabinogion equally as I do from the foundation myth of America, the venerated founding fathers and George Washington’s legendary cherry tree presented in the same breath as Culhwch presented the Arthurian heroes of myth to the giant Ysbaddaden Bencawr.
[bookmark: _Int_WoHfxglF]Beyond this greater societal dementia, I have centered my grandfather in this work. He is the key voice to understand what is happening, as images of my life, the lives of his environment and the lives of his peers merge together into a synchronous moment of infinite moments, realities melding into each other with little warning or reason. It may be somewhat difficult to track everything which happens upon first reading. This is wholly intentional. All the above is to say that this is a highly abstract personal history, but it is nonetheless a personal history. It is intended to be read as you would read a dream or a series of delusions.



Ready to go again?
When I first came to the University of Wales Trinity Saint David, I took the M4 up from my little village outside Reading most of the way to Lampeter. On the way, I passed through the town of Port Talbot, with its massive steelworks. When I passed by, my mother told me it looked like I had gone home. My shoulders went down and I felt a sense of place in a way I had not before. Wales and West Virginia, as it turned out, had a lot alike. Both are comprised of massive, gorgeous green hills and gaping chasms of mines, ghosts of industry which has long since passed them both by. As I came to Lampeter for my foundation year, the blast furnace at Port Talbot switched off. I had seen some of the last belches of life from Welsh industry. My life is factories, mines and mountains.

[bookmark: _Int_0jVrPzQ0]My father, and his parents, and their parents before them, and in turn their parents before them, were born in Cabell County, West Virginia, a railroad county in a mining state, and coal was what was mined and what came down the railroads. Coal was good business for the West Virginia folk for a while. The intake of new blood Italians and Welshmen and Irish and Polish and whoever else would keep the mines flowing with people and when one man’s lungs went out black and fossilized there’d be a half dozen more poor folk ready to stop breathing for a better life. 

Once you came to West Virginia you was all equal in the eyes of the company an the law wasnt gonna step in an tell em to pay you fair an proper wages cause the law was the companies then. Them new fellers from germany an sicily bless their harts they didnt know what was comin to them when they came too. Down en matewan they had them baldwin felts boys an they was fightin with the union men off the stone mountain company. Way they was doin it they were givin them miners coal scrip an theyd go down to th compeny store down en the town an give thar money back to stone mountain. An theyd bring thar bread an meat an lickor back to thar houses. They ent homes. The houses was in the companys possession an if you wasnt workin for the company you ent livin in the house. Wasnt another option of housin where they was cause theyd set you up big in a holler down en kanawha an mingo countys an you wasnt close enough t anywhar else t move somewhere new. They was usurers an slavers en a way just barley enough t be allowed by them civilized yankees en warshington. Be not thou one of them that strike hands, or of them that are sureties for debts. If thou hast nothing to pay, why should he take away thy bed from under thee? If they didnt need you workin for the mine or it was cheaper t find someone new theyd let you go an pay no severance cause you werent protected less you were part of the union an the companys sent them brimstone and ashes baldwin felts boys down t crack heads of th familys an git em out from th company houses. Course that was all en those minin countys. En Cabell we was lucky cause the coal wasnt in th lungs here an we wasnt breakin our backs down thar. We was doin it over the ground en the factorys.

[bookmark: _Int_wVmtAUuF]The mines started underground and they stayed there for a while. They’d go deeper and deeper, further and further, until the coal seam was dug out, then the company would close that pit and open another one. The Appalachians were so full of coal you could cut the earth and drown in it. Mountains there are men and women, wizened from time, pockmarked with the disease of man but alive, breathing, pulsing with beards of forests thick enough it would take generations to shave them even close to the bone and constantly growing bigger and stronger and breathing louder and louder, big bursts of oxygen from every gasp and every wheeze as they stay alive in a slumber, as they sleep, as they dream of the times of their youth, when no man walked these paths, these paths that never existed without the folly of these young parasites, with nothing walking their ridges, no romantic adventurers caressing their valleys, no name, no nothing, nothing but rock and movement. Movement of the earth. The earth kept on moving. When two massive geological forces combined, they forced themselves up, up, up! into the skies, skies yet to be swollen with constant buzzing, oozing, shrieking life, now nothing but a great void for them to conquer. They were kings and queens, they were Brân Fendigaidd a Matholwch brenin Iwerddon walking across the sea of Earth itself to fight forever and leave their bodies to tower over whatever came after and O what came after! Siôr Coeden Mawr, brenin yr Unol Daleithiau (so called for he was so honest he could not cut down a tree without seeking repentance for his actions) came to the thirteen lands of Siôr son of Siôr son of Siôr. Siôr son of Siôr son of Siôr asked his purpose. Quoth Siôr Coeden Mawr: ‘My claim of thy kingdom is thus. It is my kingdom, and the kingdom of the Americans. I invoke America in the name of her fathers.’

[bookmark: _Int_vmRtEnjW][bookmark: _Int_zSgpGyOD]He invoked his claim in the name of John and Samuel, and Josiah Bartlett and Carter Braxton, and Charles son of Charles son of Charles, and Samuel Chase and Abraham son of Thomas, and George Clymer, and Ellery and Floyd, and Benjamin Franklin (who they say bore such immense power that he could grasp lightning in his hand and not be burned), and Elbridge Sarff, and Button Gwinnett, and Lyman son of John and John son of John, and Benjamin Harrison, and John Hart and Joseph Hewes, and Thomas Heyward son of Thomas Heyward, and William Hooper and Stephen Hopkins, and Francis Hopkinson and Samuel Huntington, and Thomas Jefferson (no man of the Louisiana fiefdoms ever raised a blade against him, for he took their lands peacefully and willingly), and
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Ready to go again?

There is an execution being conducted in my backyard.

I am the firing squad.

I am my papaw. He’s gone now. He was gone for a few years before he went for good. He worked in a steel factory where they all knew he was an indispensable piece of the machinery. When he was younger, he’d get out of his chair when he met with the higherups, the soft-handed moneyed men who would never work a day in their lives, as he’d tell it, but who made everyone else work their lives away, and call it how he saw it. They were jackasses, the management class who don’t know what they’re doing but know they can tell you what to do. He was a union man and he was doing very well for someone in those Huntington steel factories. Before he turns 50, he’ll have been in an industrial accident that will leave him with four cracked vertebrae and permanent nerve damage. He’ll never return to work. A few years after that, his union will sell him out for a better deal with the company who runs the factory. He will never stop shaking on his right side. It’s just how it is in West Virginia.

click

It’s June, I think it’s 2024. My grandkid is here. I couldn’t ever remember the name they wanted to go by now. They’re Max, my Max. My voice sounds like I swallowed gravel and I can’t get it up. I used to sing for fun and I used to be in the choir at church when I was younger. I was a tenor when I was young. Now it’s all blurry and I’m too deep. I still sing sometimes, but my wife can’t always make out what I’m saying. Most days I sleep and eat and not much else. It’s so hard being awake. I remember the watermelon when I stole it off my neighbor and I had to hide down in a river to get away. My wife says it never happened. I’m asleep.

ka

It’s January 2004. January 10. Rick’s wife is ready to give birth, she’s in hospital, she’s a state away but I’m gonna see them both, I love them, I love that English woman with her hoity toity accent. The next time she’s up, I’ll rib her like I always do. Some scones if you please, sir? Heh heh. My son’s got a good wife, I love her like a daughter, and so does Paula. I can’t wait to meet the kid, I’ve always been good with ‘em and I know this won’t be different. I can’t wait to pull one on him. See, in the prehistoric days, you’d get your condiments off big dinosaurs, and they’d all walk around and fight and hang out! You got the ketchuposauruses, and the mustardosauruses, and the mayosauruses...


CHUNK

What kind of father does he think he is putting his hands on his children I swear on the Lord almighty I'm gonna make him never touch my sister again he’ll never touch my brother again not one finger on Steve or Mark or Connie or Kaye or Connie or David and I’m sorry Lord for saying your name in vain I pray forgiveness when I can I just need that man to get out of there forever and never touch one of them ever again and when I see him this gun I got oh Lord I’ll put it right up against his face and tell him if he ever so much as brushes one of them for even a second he’ll meet the Lord and may he have pity on his soul and I’m sorry Lord but it must be done I won’t hurt him if I don’t have to I swear it I

Ready to go again?

Kaye used to eat sticks of butter. Bless her heart, she was just hungry and she liked how they tasted. Pa didn’t like her doing that so he called her out here on the back step. Nobody’s near. She’s got her sticks of butter and I’m here waiting. He’s telling her to start eating, she’s moving. She’s started to get one in her mouth, gnawing at it, it’s soft, it’s melting, yellow dripping off her fingers and soaking her chin.

Ready to go again?

Today I will fire a twelve-gauge shotgun at my sister’s head and see what it does.

Ready to go again?

Today I’m seventeen years old meeting Paula again. We’re at a drive-in movie and a man I don’t know is shouting at us both. He’s getting too close. Paula’s father is here now and he’s a tough SOB. In two weeks the man I didn’t know will be dead. The coroner said it was a heart attack but I think he got the life beat out of him.

Ready to go again?

Today I’m sixty-three years old at my nice ranch house and my grandson’s here and so’s Rick. When he walked out on that nice wife of his I didn’t know what in the world he was thinking. Left a little kid behind and he had to go back to Britain. We see him once a year usually. Over the summer. Good kid, smart. So was Rick. Rick’s poking at the kid now. He’s playing with the dog and my son’s teasing his son. Maybe something’s gonna work out now. This is the last time my grandson ever sees his father. It’s just how it is in West Virginia.

Ready to go again?

[bookmark: _Int_9qbvFzyX]I aim steady and pull the trigger. krtch  She doesn’t stop eating the butter. krtch I get ready to fire again. click ka CHUNK krtch. The yellow is getting past her mouth now. It’s past her fingers going down her hands and onto her wrists pockmarked orange and white and it’s melting more and melting more and melting more krtch. She’s not stopping and I don’t know if I should try again and it’s not right? I know I just have to scare her but I can’t. It’s not right. I got my rock salt loaded and I’m not right. Pa is yelling now and he wants me to fire again and scare her off and I can hear it. Ready to go again? Ready to go again? Ready to go again? Ready to go again? Ready to go again? I’m ready to go
















August 24, 1953 – March 5, 2026

[bookmark: _Int_tawgFwWa]Richard, of Huntington, West Virginia, passed away on March 5, 2026, in the same town where his story began. Richard built a life here rooted in loyalty, laughter, faith, and unwavering love for God, his family, and community. He was the son of Otis Lee and Hope, and a devoted brother to David and Kaye, who remain with us, and to Connie, Mark and Steve, who preceded him in death.
[bookmark: _Int_b1o6ZRoP][bookmark: _Int_4X1HBU5I]Richard was a loving family man who overcame demons and a torrid, abusive youth to become a beloved pillar of both his family and the greater community of those who knew him. He never drank after he married his beloved Paula and tried his best to make sure his kids wouldn’t too. At his house there was no cussing and there was no drinking and everything was always safe and home and alright. In the past everything is beautiful and it’s always warm.

And it’s warm again, it’s 91 out with a good chance of rain, but it might change, it could get cooler, it could dry up, you might get a thunderstorm. It’s just how it is in West Virginia. Don’t you remember what it was like out at Beech Fork? You’d go out and it felt like a convection oven it was so hot and clammy. You’d go to the little store in the cabin for fish feed and kneel down by the side where the water was and pour it in and all the carp would come together in one mosaic of orange and white and black and scales and fins and eyes and mouths and they’d move together, like ten thousand Busby Berkeley dancers at once, dipping in and out to some unknown rhythm and eating their fill, over and over again, a thick carpet of life across the water until you ran out of feed for them and they split apart into little rivulets of life going every which way but never toward you. You were young then but you loved them just like you loved everything else. Mom always said you were the most loving kid she could have imagined. 

Now you’re pinned in the Roman capital of hospice and it’s always cold here. It’s looking like 14 degrees with rain again. Mom’s calling. Shouldn’t you pick up? Text her and tell her you can call if it’s urgent. You don’t want to remember what happened next, do you? You had one day. You couldn’t have known. Turn off the computer and go to the mirror and stare into those eyes that your father and your papaw gave you and remember what you are. 

Ready to go again?



[bookmark: _Int_Pv2WewcK]West Virginia, of West Virginia, passed away some time in the last fifty years or so, in the same country where it’s always been. West Virginia put down roots and rocks and stones and one by one they were all taken out until it couldn’t take it any more. Its heart was torn out for to keep the fire going where its body was roasted. It couldn’t fight back and now it’s dead. The execution of West Virginia will be taking place tomorrow. 

The coal companies worked out a quicker way to get more coal once they’d drained the land of its ichor. The first step was to find a mountain. Once you had a mountain, you’d take off the trees and sell the lumber, then you’d haul in those leviathan machines and they’d strip the soil and the dirt, layer by layer, ripping off the heads of the men of the mountains, tearing their bodies asunder. You’d keep tearing them apart until you hit another coal vein. Once you got there, you’d tear that apart too with your leviathans until you had enough to sell then you’d go again. Thousands of mountains in West Virginia were decapitated and torn up for scrap. It’s just how it is in West Virginia.

[bookmark: _Int_aHflJXMh]Driving around Huntington with my papaw in the last few days I ever saw him, he wasn’t together anymore. He was quieter than I’d ever knew him. His voice wasn’t gone, it was just asleep and wandering, and it was at home in Morgantown with Billie and Rick, and it was in London talking to my mom, and it’s at home with me, telling me I love you Max and I love you more and I love you most, and for a second there, for a second there just once I see him come back, we’re going past used cars sales and there’s some there, and can he say what they are? And he’s awake and smiling, and he’s got hair on his head for the first time in twenty-five years, and his back is strong again and so is he and his arm stays still and if he wasn’t in this car he could go out and lift up an engine block like he used to. He’s Rick again, and I want to look back and see him back as he should be, joyous, goofy grin on his face and pointing out with his right index finger, big and strong and beautiful again, and he tells me it’s a 1974 Chevrolet Camaro, and that one next to it’s a 1977 Pontiac Firebird, in his voice not the voice of the disease, and I look in those cars and for just a second I can see him behind the wheel and it’s him and he’s winking at me, one hand waving and the other one turning. I blink and he’s gone. I breathe and he’s gone silent. We get to the restaurant and open the big car door, his too, and his cane comes out first and he’s click ka CHUNK onto the sidewalk and he is in a world which will always love him and o gracious God thank you for being loved and we thank you for our meal today and every meal since and we pray for the safety of Max and their success going to college and he thanks you for another day together with Paula who he loves so, so much and we raise our heads from our hands and take up our little knives and forks and we live on forever in every place I saw him and everywhere I knew him before and

Brân Fendigaidd sits upon his throne in his kingdom of ghosts. He tells his men he cannot live eternally, and they must cut off his head and bring him to London, where he shall face France forever. Alpha Metallurgical Resources, Inc. of Kingsport, Tennessee take their finest miners and their greatest machines and they dutifully listen to their king, begging to be set free of his mortal wound. Chief executive officer Andy Eidson signs a blot of paper in his home office and hundreds of miles away ten thousand trees die and one hundred thousand insects die and one million pieces of the world before our world die and one billion memories die all at once thrown into pits and shuffled into great hills of dirt. Maybe tonight we have found Brân Fendigaidd. Maybe tonight we will take him to London.

Ready to go again?
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