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Welsh Landscape — Japanese Translations of Poems by R.S.
Thomas ; ‘Song for Gwydion’, ‘Song’, ‘Welsh Landscape’, ‘Pisces’ and

‘Evans’

Hiromi Sano
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During my return by train from theological college to Caergybi I used to pass
through the Welsh border country. Since it was an evening train, I used to see the
Welsh hills outlined darkly against the afterglow in the west. My imagination was
stirred, and I thought of lonely farms and dark-faced people, and a past of strife and
bloodshed. (R.S. Thomas, “Autobiographical Essay”, p.9.)
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Song for Gwydion

When [ was a child and the soft flesh was forming
Quietly as snow on the bare boughs of bone,
My father brought me trout frem the green river

From whose chill lips the water song had flown.

Dull grew their eyes, the beautiful, blithe garland
Of stipples faded, as light shocked the brain;
They were the first sweet sacrifice I tasted,

A young god, ignorant of the blood’s stain.
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I bring the heart

Not the mind to the interpretation

Of their (=the trout’s) music, letting the stream

Comb me, feeling it fresh

In my veins, revisiting the sources

That are as near now

As on the morning I set out from them.

(“The River”, 1l. 9-15.)

0 (=#n) KoOWEL

G, BTRELTHEZ Y

W BKICH E e

FAANZZOMTE S 2

W72 HD HOBEIXICLEITN

FOREIC45IER- T



92

HR TR RACE (B15%)

Song

Wandering, wandering, hoping to find
The ring of mushrooms with the wet rind,
Cold to the touch, but bright with dew,

A green asylum from time’s range.

And finding instead the harsh ways
Of the ruinous wind and the clawed rain ;
The storm’s hysteria in the bush;

The wild creatures and their pain.
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Welsh Landscape

To live in Wales is to be conscious
At dusk of the spilled blood

That went to the making of the wild sky,
Dyeing the immaculate rivers

In all their courses.

It is to be aware,

Above the noisy tractor

And hum of the machine

Of strife in the strung woods,
Vibrant with sped arrows.

You cannot live in the present,

At least not in Wales.

There is the language for instance,
The soft consonants

Strange to the ear.

There are cries in the dark at night
As owls answer the moon,

And thick ambush of shadows,
Hushed at the fields’ corners.
There is no present in Wales,

And no future;

There is only the past,

Brittle with relics,

Wind-bitten towers and castles
With sham ghost ;

Mouldering quarries and mines ;
And an impotent people,

Sick with inbreeding,

Worring the carcase of an old song.
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Pisces

Who said to the trout,
You shall die on Good Friday
To be food for a man

And his pretty lady ?

It was I, said God,
Who formed the roses
In the delicate flesh

And the tooth that bruises.
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Evans

Evans? Yes, many a time

I came down his bare flight

Of stairs into the gaunt kitchen

With its wood fire, where crickets sang
Accompaniment to the black kettle’s
Whine, and so into the cold

Dark to smother in the thick tide

Of night that drifted about the walls
Of his stark farm on the hill ridge.

It was not the dark filling my eyes

And mouth appalled me ; not even the drip
Of rain like blood from the one tree
Weather-tortured. It was the dark

Silting the veins of that sick man

I left stranded upon the vast

And lonely shore of his bleak bed.



HE  EEB V2 — N XDEFE—RS. PR, FOBIREa A2 b— 99

Iy7 X

I/ X7 F5, RAIEED
EDORDER &L I1ZFEERE T
HHLALLRERDFTE2LCH12
ZZiZi3FHy L, atoXy
BugRo®Eic A THK-> Tz
ZEDHEITEIZEEFD
By@EEshcvwHEopb~E
ENEDOFRE L BHRD
BER) £ 2E)M~E

HIEL 2013, ZoOBRESCHZEC
BWETL <, BRichti
VEDDRPLMNDEHICL22D
R TE 272 HER

£ L WRIKRDZEE 72 5 iz
MrEEZENICLZBD

MBI #EY AD S 72RO

WEE LRI > T, V2=V AXDHEXNBEEIZEEL Vv,
INEHRHFEDOAZ I TIIH 20", HFEOBSICEIN T, BAKICRER T, LBELOE VML &
bbb,
IORIIBIT TP X b AN, e R “A Peasant” H-—BNRIZEETEAL T~ 7Y
#—,~ (lago Prytherch, =2 A8liEL 72, 72— L A INEHEICE S TN BRE) & O
g R OLBRbNS,
And then at night see him fixed in his chair
Motionless, except when he leans to gob in the fire.
There is something frightening in the vacancy of his
mind. (“A Peasant” 1. 11-13.)
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(1) R.S.Thomas, Poems of R.S.Thomas, The University of Arkansas Press (Fayettevill), 1985.
(2) William V. Davis (ed.), Miraculous Simplicity, The University of Arkansas Press(Fayettevill),
1993.



