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Arany Janos:
THE BARDS OF WALES

Edward the king, the English king,
Bestrides his tawny steed,

"For I will see if Wales," said he,
"Accepts ny rul e indeed.

"Are stream and mountain fair to see?
Are neadow grasses good?

Do corn-1lands bear a crop nore rare
Since wash'd with rebel's bl ood?

"And are the wetched people there,
VWose insol ence | broke

As happy as the oxen are
Beneath the driver's yoke?

“In truth this Wales, Sire, is a gem
The fairest in your crown:

The stream and field rich harvest yield,
And fair and dale and down.

"And all the wetched people there
Are cal mas man could crave

Their hovel s stand throughout the | and
As silent as the grave."

Edward the king, the English King
Bestrides his tawni steed;

A silence deep his subjects keep
And Wal es is nmute indeed.

The castl e named Mont gonery
Ends that day's journeying;
The castle's |ord, Montgonery,

Must entertain the king.

Then game and fish and ev'ry dish
That lures the taste and sight

A hundred hurrying servants bear
To pl ease the appetite.

Wth all of worth the isle brings forth
In dainty drink and food,

And all the w nes of foreign vines
Beyond the distant flood.

"You lords, you lords, will none consent
His glass with nmine to ring?

What ? Each one fails, you dogs of Wales,
To toast the English king?

"Though ganme and fish and ev'ry dish
That lures the taste and sight
Your hand supplies, your nmood defies
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My person with a slight.

"You rascal lords, you dogs of Wiles,
W1l none for Edward cheer?

To serve my needs and chant my deeds
Then l et a bard appear!”

The nobl es gaze in fierce amaze,
Their cheeks grow deadly pal e;

Not fear but rage their |ooks engage,
They bl anch but do not quail.

Al'l voices cease in soundl ess peace,
Al'l breathe in silent pain;

Then at the door a harper hoar
Conmes in with grave disdain:

"Lo, here | stand, at your command,
To chant your deeds, O king!"

And weapons cl ash and hauberks crash
Responsive to his string.

"Harsh weapons cl ash and hauberks crash,
And sunset sees us bl eed,

The crow and wol f our dead engul f -
This, Edward, is your deed!

"A thousand lie beneath the sky,
They rot beneath the sun,

And we who live shall not forgive
Thi s deed your hand hath done!"

“"Now | et him perish! | must have"
(The nonarch's voice is hard)

"Your softest songs, and not your wrongs!"
In steps a boyish bard:

"The breeze is soft at eve, that oft
From M| ford Havens npans;

It whispers maidens' stifled cries,
It breathes of wi dows' groans.

"You nmi dens, bear no captive babes!
You nothers, rear themnot!"

The fierce king nods. The lad is seiz'd
And hurried fromthe spot.

Unbi dden then, anong the nen,
There cones a dauntless third

Wth speech of fire he tunes his lyre,
And bitter is his word:

"Qur bravest died to slake your pride -
Proud Edward, hear ny |ays!

No Wel sh bards live who e'er will give
Your name a song a praise.

"Qur harps with dead nmen's nenories weep.
Wel sh bards to you will sing

One changel ess verse - our bl ackest curse
To bl ast your soul, O king!"



“"No nore! Enough!" - cries out the king.
In rage his orders break:

"Seek through these vales all bards of Wales
And burn them at the stake!"

His men ride forth to south and north,
They ride to west and east.

Thus ends in grim Mntgonery
The cel ebrated feast.

Edward the king, the English king
Spurs on his tawny steed,;

Across the skies red flanes arise
As if Wal es burned indeed.

In martyrship, with song on lip
Fi ve hundred Wel sh bards died;
Not one was nov'd to say he lov'd

The tyrant in his pride.

"' ds bl ood! What songs this night resound
Upon our London streets?

The mayor shall feel ny irate hee
I f aught that sound repeats!

Each voice is hush'd; through silent |anes
To silent hones they creep

“"Now di es the hound that nakes a sound;
The sick king cannot sleep.”

"Ha! Bring ne fife and drum and horn,
And |l et the trunpet blare!

In ceasel ess humtheir curses cone -
| see their dead eyes glare..."

But hi gh above all drumand fife
and trunpets' shrill debate,

Five hundred martyr'd voi ces chant
Their hymm of deathl ess hate.

(Transl. by Watson Kirkconnel)
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