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He closed the decorated iron gates and entered the graveyard. It was the first time since moving to Whitland that Trevor had visited the church, and he had to admit that the graveyard was immaculate and well cared for. 

The smell of freshly cut grass lingered in the air as he walked amongst the gravestones; some old and crumbling, some more recent. He stopped to admire the angel. The imposing statue of the life-sized angel was beautifully carved from white marble and was paid for by the parishioners forty years ago to bury the first catholic priest, Father Murphy. It is in this part of the graveyard that the wealthy members of the parish were buried. A peaceful spot by the gentle flow of the river Taf where the graves are protected by a great Yew tree. Marble headstones, smooth and cold.  Here lies Clr. Edward Thomas, Banker and Mayor of Whitland. Died 1965. Myfanwy Thomas nee Thomas lies next to her devoted husband. 1970. A row of marble headstones marking three generations of the Thomas family. 
Flat, black memorial stones had been laid underneath the West side of the church and next to the stones were his parent’s graves. These graves had no headstone. Just a mound with an oak wooden cross engraved in black. ‘In love and Memory’.  James and Louisa Evans 1981.
His parents grave lay below the spectacular stained glass window of Christ with Saint Peter and Saint John. 

 
He knelt down next to his parent’s grave and wept. A few pieces of confetti had landed on the grave.
 
He could hear the organ playing and loud singing emanating from the congregation. He knew it would not be long now and the service would be over. He remembered as a young child going to catechism classes before attending Sunday Mass with his parents. He hated it.
Some Sundays he would keep his money for the collection and buy a mix bag of sweets at the corner shop. He liked those Sundays the best.
 
When the singing had stopped and he could see people leaving from the half-timbered porch, he made his way to the side entrance of the church where the graves of the children are laid to rest, out of view from the main graveyard of the old. One child’s grave was decorated with fairies, ornaments and a photograph of the child on her gravestone. Bethany. 
 
Trevor opened the side entrance door that led him through to the Vestry. The smell of incense took him back to his childhood. Both happy and sad memories washed through him. He stood for a moment before opening the door into the church.
Streams of sunlight shone through the stained glass window at the altar reflecting red and green light onto the oak chancel. The colours bounced around the long wooden pews, shining on the brass eagle Lectern.
White paint covered the 1850’s stone church. Thick red carpet protected the bride’s dress along the aisle. Apart from the two stained glass windows, six high windows with ledges sat in a unison of three either side of the congregation. 
The smell of incense was stronger inside the church, mixed with an overbearing aroma from the lilies that were arranged in vases of various shapes and sizes and placed on any available ledge in the church. The flowers would have been for the wedding that had taken place here recently. 



 NOTES

This was part of a story about a young boy Trevor, who lived in Wales until he was eight years old. After his parents died in a car accident, he went to live in America with his mother’s sister, her husband and their twin girl and boy who were the same age as Trevor.
Before the children’s 16th birthdays, Trevor and his cousin were accused of killing three children in a park. The cousin shot himself and Trevor denied any killing blaming the cousin.
The police did not believe his story and he was sent to prison and later served a life sentence on death row. 

The day before Trevor is about to be executed, he is in his cell eating his last meal and is thinking back to when his parents had died. By this time we think Trevor is innocent.
His parents could not afford much and gave a lot of their earnings to the church. The car crash was due to the fact that their car was not safe to drive. Trevor’s only family in Wales did not want to know the ‘devil’s child’ and when Trevor moved to America, knowing that his mother’s sister was rich and her children had everything, he resented this and planned to kill his cousin. He shoots 3 children in a park and kills his cousin making it look like suicide. 

When we learn the truth about Trevor, a priest walks in and tells Trevor that he is free to go.
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