PENNILTULTION.

OF THE

WELSH PENNILTLTION,

POETICAL

BLOSSOMS,

O, EPIGRAMMATIC STANZAS’, and PASTORALS.

% On themes alternate now the Swains recite ;
“ The Mufes in alternate themes delight,”

HESE have been tranfmitted to us by oral tradition from timeimmemorial, and ftill are the domeftic
and colloquial Poetry of the natives of Wales ; a people uncommonly awake to all the impreffions of

“ Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleafure’s fmiling train ;

¢ Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain,” Pope.

The memorial verfes, which in the time of Cefar ® were never committed to writing, and which the
Druidical Difciples employed fo many years in learning, were Pennillion, conveyed in that moft ancient
metre called Englyn Milwr. o o ‘

When the Bards had brought to a very artificial fyftem their numerous and favourite metres, thofe which
they rejected 9 were left for the drefs of the Ruftic Mule, the 4wen of the multitude. When Wales became
an Lnglith province, Poctry had been generally diffufed among the lower claffes of the people. From that
period they forgot their former favourite fubjefts of war and terror, and were confined to love, and the,
paffions which are nearly allied to it, of pity and of forrow; fo thefe fort of Pennillion were naturally

. retained, and admired, on account of the tender beauties contained in them. :

At length, towards the reign of Queen Elizabeth, the conftitutional yftem of the Bards became almoft
extinét in Wales*; and the only Poetry that furvived was poured forth in unpremeditated Pennillion
around the hearths of hufbandmen, and in the cots of fhepherds. What contributed to keep alive, under
every difcouragement of foreign oppreffion, the pogtical vein of the Welfh peafantry, was their primitive
fpirit of hofpitality ™ and focial mirth ; which affembled them to drink mead, and fing, and dance, around
the harmony of the Harp, Crwth, and Pipes; and what has preferved from very diftant times many of

1 The word Pennill is derived from Pen, a Head: becaufe
thefe tanzas flowed extempore from, and were rreafured in, the
Head, without being commiitted to paper. Pemnill may allo
fignify a brief head, or littls fubseét.

.% seeCafar’s Commentaries: De Pello Gallico, lib. V1. cap. 13.
_ 9 % X rbai hynny [y i roddi tefiun i'r Beirdd i ganu arno, naill ai
mewn Englynion, Unodl union, Cywydd, new ryw un o'r pedwar
Mefur ar hugain, ac nid mewn Dyri’y Carol, neu ryw wael gerddi,
y rhai ni v awiaw gan y priv weirdd gynt gymmaint a'i ervbavyll o
beravydd nad oes Rhbeolau pertbynafol iddynt.” Statud Grutfudd
ab Cynan, ynghyich cadw Eifteddvod. And fee pp. 28. and 30.

This proves that Pennillion were then frequently conipoied
and admired.

19 “['here have been meetings of the Bards held in different parts
of Wales, fince the reign of Elizabeth, although, perhaps, not
by royal proclamation. One Eifeddvod was held at Caermartien
aboutthe year 1460. Another Eifedduvodd was heldin 1575, under
the audpices of Hilliam Herbert, Larl of Pembroke, Another was
held at Bea.pre Caffle, n south Wales, in 1681, under th= antho-
rity of Sir Kihard Bafet. Another was heid at Mackynllaith, in
Montgemersjfire, about the year 1700; and an account of it was
wittiea |y Jage @b Dewi.  Another mecting was held at Xirad
2awtin, 10 Glamo ganshire, about the year 1730, underhe fanc-
tion ot the late Lod Chancellor Talbot, And, about fix years

ago, I revived this ancicnt cuftom of the congrefs of the Bards:
I gave a medal to the belt Poet; a medal to the beft Sivger aitk
the Harp; and anorher for the beft colletion of Pennillion ; which
meeting was held at Corwen, in Meirionerhfhire, Since that time
it has been continued annually at different fowns in North Wales:
viz. at Bala, Delgelley, St. Afaph, Lanrwfl, and.at Denbigh.
Thefe meetings have fince been judicioufly patronized by the
Gawyneddigion Society ; and by fome few of the gentry of Wales,
Likewife, we held a Gorfedd, Tribural-meeting, or Supreme Con-
£7efs of the Bards of the Ifle of Britain, according to tne ancient
torm of a Druidical Affembly, for the fake of recovering Drui-
dical Mytholopy, and sardic Learning, This meeting was held
on Primrofc-hill, near London, Scptember 23, 1792. Ard the
chief Druid, Bards, and Orydd, were Mr. Edward Wiiliams;
Mr. D. Samwell, Mr. Wiliain Owen, and niyielf, The meet-
ing is to be continued. See fome account of it in the Gentle-
maul"r Magazine, vol. LXIL p. 456. Sce alfo pp. 38. 46. of this
work,

!t « Among this people there is no beggar to be found: the
houfes of all aie open for the welco ne reception of all comers,
Munificence they efteem beyend ol virtues ; and the genius of
hofpitality is fo well uudertlood, that the ceremony of offering
entertainiment to ftrangers, and of aflkng it, is here unkuown.”

Gir aldus Cambrenfis,
thefe
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thefe little fonnets, is their fingular merit, and the affedtion with which they are remembered. Some of
the ald Englith fongs, which bhave been a thoufand times repeated, ftill continue to pleafe; while the
lullaby of the day is echoefl for a time, ard is then confgncd to everlafting oblivion, The metres of thefe
ftanzas are various; a ftanza containing from three to nine verfes.; and a verfe confifting of a certain number
of fyHables, from two to eight. One of thefe metges is the Triban, or Triplet; another the Awdl Gywydd,
or Hin ganiad, The memorial Ode of the ancient ftrain; another, what in Englith Poetry would be called
the Anapeftic. There are feveral kinds of Pennill metres, that may be adapted and fung to moft of the
following tunes; and fome part of a tune being occafianally converted into a fymphony. One fet of words
is not, like an Englifh fong, confined to one tune, but commonly fung to feveral, '

The fkill of the pennill-fingers in this is admirable. According to the metres of ‘their penillion, they
ftrike into the tune in the proper place, and condué it with wonderful exa&nefs to the fymphony, orthe clofe:
While the Harp to which they fing is perhaps wandering in little variations and embellifhments, their fing-
ing is nos embarraffed, but true to the fundamental tune. This account explains the ftats of our Mufic and
Poetry, defcribed by Giraldus as they exifted in his time; when the Welth were a nation of Muficians and
Poets; when Cir’s, or Mufical Bands, were frequent among them; and when their children learnt from
their infancy to fing in concert .

In his time it was ufual for companies of young men, who knew no profeffion but that of arms, to enter
without diftinGtion every houfe they came to. There they enjoyed the free converfation of ‘the young
- women,; ‘jeined their voices to the harmony of the Harp, and confumed the day in the moft animated

feftivity ;. ‘¢ Even at this ddy fome vein of the ancient minftrelfy furvives amongft our mountains. Numbers
_ of perfons of both fexes affemble and fit around the Harp, finging alternately Pemu#:on, or ftanzas, of ancient
or modcrn compofitions.”

«" g ) L Wlth charmlng fymphony they introduce

: - . “ Their, pleafing fong, and waken raptures high
 No voice exempt, no voice but well can join
¢ Melodious part.”

" #¢ The young people ufually begin the night with dancing ; and, when they ate tired, affume this fpcmes
" of selaxatiom. They alternately fing, darice, and drink, not by hours, but by days and weeks; and mea-
. fure time only by the continuance of their mirth and pleafure. Often, like the modern Improvifatori of
Kaly, they fing extempore verfes; and a perfon, converfant in this art, readily produces a Pesnill oppofite
" to the laft that was fung,” Many have their memories ftored with feveral hundreds, perhaps thoufands, of
. Pepnillion, fome of which they have always ready for anfwers to every fubjeé that can be propofed ; or, if
. their recolleftion fhould ever fail them, they have invention to compofe fomething pertinent and proper for
e occafion. The fubje@s afford 3 great deal of mirth: fome of thefe are jocular, others fatirical, but moft
of them amorous, which, from the nature of the fubje, are beft preferved. They continue finging with-
out intermiffion, never repeating the fame ftanza, (for, that would forfeit the honour of being held firft of the
fong,) and, like nightingales, fupport the conteft through the night. The audience vfually call for the tune :
fometimes a few only fing to it, and fometimes the whole company. But, when a party of capiral fingers
affemble, they racely call for the tune; for, it is indifferent to them what tune the Harper plays. Parifhes
are_oftcn oppofed to parifhes; even cpunties contend with counties; and every hill is vocal with the chorus «.”
‘In thefe rural ufages, which are beft preferved in the mountainous counties of Meirionydh and Caernarwon,
,we have a diftant pleafing glimpfe of ancient innocence, and the manners of a golden age, enjaymg themn-
fclvcs with Metre, Mufic, and Mead.

Mpnnau mwyn dm win a midd,_ . ¢ Sge golden days, fruitful of golden deeds,
Tannaw miwfig tin mafwedd! l “ With joy and love triumphing, and fair truth.”
Whoever confiders the unaffeted fenfe and unadulterated paffions conveyed in thefe fine little picces of
antiquity—{entiments which all would hope, but few are able, to imitate—together with -the {weet and
foothing air of our mufical compofitions, which are moftly in the Lydian meafure, will not wonder that,

¢ Combria Dgfmpm, cap.'13,and 13, See alfo pp. 29. and
35 osfe:hf woLfk

s ord Lsttelton's Hiflory of Henry 11. vol. IL. p.

¥ This cuftom appears to have been very early; ?31: Sacred

Hiftory informs us, that ¢ Solomon’s wifdoni excelled all the wif-
dom of the Eaft, &c. he fpake jeso Proverbs; and his Songs
were a i,05”  Firfl Book of Kings, chap. 4.

+ Sce Pennant’s Fourney to Snowdon,

| ' : : like
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like our national proverbs, they have been fo long preferved by tradition, that the fame ftanzas are remem-
bered in all the countics of Wales, and that the natives are fo enamoured with them as to be conftantly
chanting them whenever they meet with a Harp, or a Criwth. Nor will he blame my prefumption, when,
for an effufion of tender fimplicity, I place them in competition with the affeting tales of the Scots
Ballads, and the delicate apersuz of the Greek Epigrams.

¢ From words fo fweet new grace the notes receive;
¢ And Mufic borrows help, fhe us’d to give,”

P E N N I L L I O N*

Muyn yw lidn, a main yw lais, Beauteous in form the Harp appears,
Y Delyn varnais newydd; Its mufic charms our ravifh’d ears;
Haeddai gl6d, am véd yn vwyn, Lefs varied ftrains awake the grove,
Hi ydyw liwyn llawenydd : FilP’d with the notes of fpring and love :
Ve ddaw’r adar yn y man, : Hither the Mufes oft fhall throng,
I diwnio dan ¢i *denydd | ~ Iofpire the theme, and fwell the fong!
AP ) SO S Y
Hardd ar Verch yw lygaid dé, "Tis Man’s to conquer, fierce in arms,
Hardd ar Vib yw bid yn bf; Woman prevails by gentle charms;
Hardd ar Varch yw pedrain lydan, Firm vigour marks the generous Steed,
Hardd ar Vilgi yw myn'd yn vuan! And lightning wings the Grey-hound’s fpeed.
AN e T b Al gl T
Ve ellir mys'd i-iamrf wiry, From wake to wake, from plain to plain,
4 ‘b”d‘:;d "_mr The curious fwain may rove;
e A perfe@ Nymph he feeks in vai
perfe& Nymph he feeks in vain,
A charu Merch o lawer phoy, To meet his conftant love :
Heb mybed proy Frequent and fair, like faplings tall,
, Sydd orau ; . . - Whole bevies throng around ;
Mars M',gmfid dewis derwen dig, But ah ! what fapling of them all,
Eieb ynddi vrig, Without a flaw is found !
nrbywle !
2n Sir Von y mae fuo tannau ; In Mina’s ifle, melodious notes refound,
Yn Nyffryn Clwyd mat coed avalau; In Chwyd’s rich vale, nefareous fruits abound ;
Zn Sir Fflint mae tdn i 'mdwymno, Flin#’s verdant tra& conceals the ufeful ore,
A lodes lindeg i"w chovieidio ! Much for its minerals fam’d, for lovely women more.

* Every language has peculiar beauties. The thoughts and words of thefe Pemnillion are {fo uncommonly imple and expi;r:ﬂive.
that 1 do not prefume to offer the annexed Englifh ftanzas as an adequate tranflation, but merely (for ch fake of the Englifh
reader) as an imperfect fketch and idea of them. At the fame time, I muit not omit my grateful acknowledgements to the Reve
James Lambert, and the Rev. R. Williams, of Vron, for their poetical afiftance ia feveral of the following Englith verfes.

Few have been fo happy in the concife flyle of writing as my countryman Mr. Jebn Oawen, of Plis Di, Liaxarmen, near Puwllbelis
Caernarvenfbire, the noted Epigrammatift, ‘and Poct Laurcat to Queen Elizabeth; who died A, D. 1622, and was buried in St.
Paul's Cathedral, London: he wrote feveral books of Latin Epigrams, which are much admired for their brevity, and fterling wit.

¢ How does the little Epigram delight,

¢ And charm us with its miniature of wit!

¢ While tedious authors give the reader pain,

# Weary his theughts, and make him toil in vain;

“ When in lefs volumes we more pleafure find;

¢ And what diverts, ftill beft informs the mind.” Yalden,

Tre
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I. E: I.
Tro yma dwyneb venaid viyn, Turn, lovely Gwen, be good and kind,
A gwrando ar gibyn dy gariad; . And liften to thy lover’s pray’r;
- Gwn nad oes an mib yn vyw " Full well I know, there’s none fo blind,
Na fercha liw dy lygad! But muft adore my charming fair;
. 2. ) 2.
’R ydwyv yma val y gweli, ~ Defpife me not for being pdor,
Heb na chyvoeth na thylodi ; I am not very rich, ’tis true;
Os meiddi gyda mi gyd-vydio, But if thou canft my lot endure,
Dij gei ran o'r vuchedd bonno ? ) 1 fhall be rich enough in you!
| Ak Nl ST st
Lidn y Delyn, lliin y tannau, The Harp in Howel’s arms reclin’d,
Llgn Cyweirgorn aur yn droiau; Woarbles refponfive to his mind;
Yan ei vyfedd O! na v'afai, What joys would thrill this ravifh’d breaft
Lign vy nghalon union innau! So to his manly bofom preft!
B >Zahhl DZopal 3 S s >
Dy kiw, dy lin, dy law, dy bygad, Thy colour, fhape, thine eye, thine hand,
Dy win dig, a’th yfpavn droediad Thy nimble ftep, and witching {mile;
Dy lais mwyn ath barabl tawel,  _ " Sweet voice, foft {peech, my life command,
Am peryglodd am vy hoedl! " And nearly did my lifc beguile!
A P7 DT - ARl P P2
Blodeu ’r viayddvn yw v' Anwylyd ; My love’s the bloffom of the year,
Ebrill, Mai, Mehevin, bevyd ; The fummer months in her appear 3
Llewyrch baul yn t'wynnu ar gyfgod, ' The fhade enlightens as fhe paffes,
A gwenithen y genetbod. She is the gem of charming laffes.
SR PZ o P
Dod dy law ond wyd yn coelio, " If doubtful of my truth you ftand,
Dan vy mron, a gwilia *mriwo; Place on my breaft your lovely hand;
i gei glywed, o5 gwrandewi, Yer gently touch ; nor aid the fmart
Sewn y galon véch yn torri! - That heaves my fond expiring heart !
A e T AT AN e
Ow! vy nghalon, torr o5 torri, O break at once, my heart, in twain,
Pabam yr wyd yn dyval boeni | Nor pine with flow unceafing pain: -
Ac yr darvod bdb’n ychydig, - Nor thus with gradual woes decay,
Val id glds ar lechwedd llithrig | As ice on mountains melts away.
T Tl A T el W
Er melyned gwallt ¢i phen, What though the ringlets of her hair
Guwybydded Gwen : - - May with the radiant gold compare,
Lliw’r ewyn; - The charming maid fhould know ;
Vod llawer gwreiddin chwerw 'n’r ardd, That many lovely flow’rs that rife
A¢ arno bardd From bitter roots, and fcent the ikies,
Viodeiiyn ! In many a garden grow!

63
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Gwyn eu byd yr adar guylltion ‘How happy is the wild-fow!’s ftate !
Huwy gdnt vyn’d s'r van y vynnon ; ' ‘To the fea, or mountains flying;
Weithiau i'r mér, ac weithiau i'r mynydd, . Trueand conftant to its mate,
4 dyvod adrev yn ddigerydd. Free and happy, living, dying. R
- -

Blin yw carx yma ac ;uow, : A mighty pain to love it is,
Blin bdd beb, y. blinder bwnnw : ; And ’tis a pain, that pain to mifs:
Ond or blinderas, blina blinder, But, of all pains, the greateft pain,
Ciir anivyr, caru yn over! It is to love, and love in vain.

BRAA 7 ARl 27l P 2
Rkaid i gybydd gadw ci gaban, In his lone cell the mifer ftays;
Rbaid i ieuengtid dorri allan The young man walks abroad, and plays :
Hyd y’ médd mae’n rhaid i minnau, : And I, till death my pafiport brings,
Ganlyn mwyniomw dynnion dannas. Muft found the harp’s extended ftrings.

B STl eBhh SZahi DY el B2

b 3 - 1.
Aclyd ferch fydd rhwng vy wwyvron, : My heart’s the feat of fond defire;
Tanwydd cariad ydyw'r galon ; Affe&ion fans the gentle fire ;
A'r tin bwnnw, byth ni ddervydd, And conftancy augments the flame
Tra parbdo ddim o'r tanwydd! That burns eternally the fame!
‘ 2. 2.

A fyddlondeb yw ’r meginau What wonder then, my throbbing breaf}
Sydd yn chwytbu’r tén i gynnau, 2 Is with fuch inward heat poffefs’d?
A maint y gwris nid rbyvedd gweled, . Whence all the melting paffions rife,
T dir yn berwi, dros vy lygaid! And burft in torrents from my eyes.

R P e R o B » R 2%
Howdd yw & wedyd daccw’r Wyddva To fpeak of Snewdon’s head, fublime,
Nid ¢ir drofti ond yn ara’; Is far more eafy than to climb:
Hawdd 1'r idch, & vo'n ddiddolur So he that’s free from pain and care
Berir cldv gymmeryd cyffur. May 'bid the fick a fmile to wear.

B P7 o S b > nahi 2 P2
2n Havod Elwy ’r Gég i chin, .
Ond llais y vrin From Elwy far, the Cuckoo fings, ‘

 Sydd amla ; . And funs adorn the fky ;
Pan vo bi decca, ym mbab tir, But there the Raven flaps his wings,
Mae bi yno ’n wir And foows eternal lie!.
Tn cira. : ) '

ARl A AN A A e
Weitbiau yn brudd, ag weithiau yn llawen, Sometimes grave, and fometimes merry ;-
Weithiau a golud, weithiau ag angen ; Sometimes rich, and fometimes needy ;
Weithiau ag aur, ac arian ddigen; Sometimes ftor’d with gold and filver,
Weithiau yn brin o dddr yr avon! Sometimes fcant of river  water,

2 ; . ; M
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L Lo .
Mi ddymunais, vil o wtithiau, ’ How oft, tranfported, have [ faid,
Ved vy mron o wydr golau, Oh! that my breaft of glafs were made!
Val y gallai 'r Viin gael gweled Then might fhe fee, angelic fair,
Vod y galon mewn caetbiwed. The love, her charms have kindled there !
_ . 2. : 2.
Ni bu verch erioed gan laned, There never was a maid fo fair,
Ni bu verch erioed gan wynned, There never was fuch fthape and air;
Ni bu nb o verched dynion, There never was of woman Kkind,
Niés na bon i dorri "nghalon. _ One half fo fuited to my mind.
B T T Ak YT an D%
Trwm yw’r plwm, a thrwm y0'r cerrig, Sad and heavy finks the ftone,
Trom yw calon pob d§n unig ; On the lake’s fmooth furface thrown ;
Trymma peth dan baul a Ueuad, . Man opprefs'd by forrow’s weighe
Canu 'n iach, lle byddo cariad! Sadly finks beneath his fate ;

But the faddeft thing to tell,
Is to love, and bid farewel!

RRAPY ) SY Y . T Y

Guwych gan gerlyn yn ei wely, Gay the mifer e’er will be,

Glywed fdny troellaw"n nyddu! His wealth to fee augmenting round ;
Gwych gan innag Duw a 'drycho, But that’s gay and pleafes me,

Glywed fiim y tannaw’n tiwnio ! When notes agree with voices crown’d !

R e Lk 27 s Y

Wild o’er the main the tempeft flies,
The radiant fun deferts the fkies;

Guwynt ar vir, a basl ar vynydd, Grey ftones the naked heath deform,
Cerrig liwydion yn lle coedydd ; And loud and piteous howls the ftorm 5

A gbylanod yn lle dynion, Shrill fcreams, the hungry gulls between,
Ocb! Duw pa vodd na thorrai ’nghalon! And defolation blafts the fcene,

What heart fuch terrors can endure,
Save inthy aid, my God, fecure!

W«WW‘«&

Mae gan amled yn y varchnad, ' As oft in the market the fkin of the lamb
Green yr Oen, a chroen y Ddavad ; As the fkin of the wether is feen :
4 chan amled yn y llan, Nor more common in church-yards to bury the dame,
Gladdu'r Verch, a chladdu’r Vam ! Than her daughter of blooming fiftcen,
SR ST aha T ek Po e e
Myn'd Pr ardd i dorri pupfi, For my breaft a nofegay chufing,
Guwrthed lavant, gwribod liliy _ Every fragrant flaw’r refufing;
Gurtbed mintys, a rhis cocbion, I pafs'd the lilies, and the rofes,
Dewis pwyfi o ddanadi poethion | And of the nettle made my pofies #!

* Alluding to the choice of a wife. ‘

s i Coryn
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I.

Gmyn vy myd, na vewn mor bappus,
Iny byd, a chael vy newis,

Mi ddewifwn o flaen cyvoesh,
Lendid prd, a chariad perffaith!

2.
Ve gair cyvoeth ond cynnilo,
Ve gair tir ond talu 'm dano;
Ve gair glendid ond ymovyns
Ni chair mwynder, ond gan Rywun.

3'
Rbywun fydd! a Rbywun etto!
Ac am Rywun’r wy'n myvyrio |
Pan vuyv drymma’r nés yn cyfgu,
Ve ddaw Rkywun, ac am deffry!

PENNILLION,

From pleafure’s univerfal ftores,

Nor wealth, nor power, my heart implores ;
But beauty’s fair, ingenious face,

And faithful love’s fincere embrace.

2.
Beauty, too venal, may be hir'd,

And land be purchas’d, wealth acquir'd ;
But happinefs that ne’er was bought
Muft in One fair one’s arms be fought.

3-
Some Fair there is, fome chofen Fair,
Whofe charms, my conftant thought and care,
My fleeping breaft too keenly move,
And wake me from the dreams of love.

Y s Lo P o PP

Os collais i vy nghariad lin,
Mage brin i vrin
Tnrbywle;
Wrth i bodd y bo bi byw,
Ag 'wllys Duw '
I minne’ !

Should I lofe my faireft love,

For a dove there’s fill a dove
Somewhere or other to be found ;

At heart’s-eafe may fhe ever be!

Whatever heav’n defigns for me,
May fhe in peace and joy abound !

ARG A A N e

Ni chin Cég ddim amfer gaua’,
Ni chdn Telyn beb ddim tannau;
Ni chin Calon bawdd i'ch’ wybod
Pan vo galar ar ei gwaekd!

In wintry months the Cuckoo will not fing ;

Nor will the Harp refound without a firing;
With one bright thought the bofom cannot glow,
Opprefs’d by grief, and overcome by woe.

PP S e i PV SPP

Clywais ddadwrdd, clywais ddwndrio,

Clywais ran o'r b9d yn beio;
Erioed ni chlywais neb yn datgan,
Vawr o' bynod veiau ¢i bunan!

Whifpers I've heard, and harfh report,
" And half the world reprove the reft,
But none in all this vaft refort
Who much of their owrt faults confeft.

AL 57 T D7 L DT 5

Guwell na ’r gwin yw ’r Médd pér bidlaid,

Diod Beirdd yr bén Vr#tqm‘as'd ;
Guwin a bair ynvydrwydd cynnen,
Ond yn'y Midd mac dawn yr Awen!

On Mead.

. Ne&ar of bees, not Bacchus, here behold,
Which Britifh Bards were wont to quaff of ald;
The berries of the grape with furies fwell,

But in the honeycomb the Mufes dwell !
See alfopageals

A ANl ST N e

n bén ac yn ieuange, yn gall ac yn [fol,
X merched fy’n gtbra, a minnau ar yr 6l;
Pam y mae ’r meibion i'm gweled mor wael,
A minnay g‘an laned a merched [y'n cael?

The men will be courting, tho’ me they defpife,
Young women and old, both the foolith and wife ;
Ah, why am I doom’d to efcape their fond view,
When I am as fair as the Nymphs they E“"ﬁ-‘g '
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Caniad y Gég i Veiriomydd *,

I,

Er a welais dan y str, )

O lawnder, glewder guwledydd ;

O gwrw da, a gwir i'w drin,

A gwin ar vin avonydd :

Goreu bir, a goreu bwyd,

A ranwyd i Veirionydd.
2.

Da ydyw'r gwaith, rbaid dweyd y gwir,

Ar vryniau sir Veirionydd,

Gokwg oer o°r gwacela gawn ;

Mae bi etto’n llawn lawenydd :

Pwy ddifgwyliai® canai °’r Gig,

Mewn mawnog yn y mynydd?

3

Py fydd lin 0 bryd a gwedd,
Ond rbyvedd mewn pentrevydd ?
Puwy [y mbob byfwiaeth dda,

In gwhwm gyd 3 i gilydd ?
Puwy fy'n ymyl dwyn vy nghao’ ?
Morwynion bro Meirionydd.

4
Glén yw'r gleifiad yn y lyn,
Nid ydyw byn ddim newydd ; '
Glan yw'r vromvraith yn ¢i 1k,
Dan danu ¢i badenydd :
Glanach yw, os d’wedai 'r gwir,
Morwynion tir Meirionydd.
5o
Arwy! yw gan adar b4d,
Eu rhyddid byd y coedydd ;
Anwyl yw gan vaban laeth
Ei vammaeth, odiaeth ddedwydd,
Ob! ni ddywedun yn vy myw,
Mor anwyl yw Meirionydd.
6. ,
Muwyn yw Telyn o vewn 4,
Lie bydde Teulu dédwydd ;
Pawb i'i bennill yn ei guwrs,
Heb fén con bwrs y cybydd :
Muwyn y cdn, o ddeuts ’r tdn,
Morwynion zlan Meirionydd.
3 7"
Er bod vy nghorph mewn buven bjd,
Yn rbodio b{d y swledydd,
Yn cacl plejer mir a thir,
Ni chav yn wir mer lonydd;
Myned adre’ i mi fy 'raid:
Mae’r Enaid ym Meirionydd.

SONNET S . 67
The Cuckoo’s Song to Meirionydh,
(O

Whate’er I've feen beneath the fars,

Where fruitful climes abound;
Of focial youths, and ftreaming jars,

When mirth and wine go round:
All thefe are only found complete,
I fair Mervinia’s {weet retreat,

2.
Mervinia’s rocks perhaps are feen,
To threaten want and dearth ;
Cold and barren, void of green,
Yet full of joy and mirth;
Who thinks the nightingale to hear
On mountains chanting all the year ?
3
‘Where greater beauty can you find ?
Each villager has charms!
Difcretion’s to the houfewife join’d,
The pleas’d beholder warms :
In thee, Mervinia, dwell the fair,
Who rule all hearts, or caufe defpair !
4
How bright’s the falmon in the ftream !
How beautiful the thrufh!
With wing expanded feems to gleam,
All fpangling in the bufh :
And yet how far the maids excel,
Who in Mervinia’s valleys dwell I

£
As fweet as to the feather’d kind,
To range through every grove;
As {weet as to the infant-mind,
To fip the milk they love:
Could I, I would explore to thee,
How {weet, Mervinia, thou’rt to me,

6.
O tuneful Harp ! melodious found!
When friends united are;
The odes alternately go round,
Unthinking of the mifer’s care.
How fweet their voices round the fire,
When fair Mervinians join the lyre!
7
Although in pleafure’s maze I'm loft,
And range new joysto find;
Command what feas, and land, can boaft,
Uneafy’s ftill my mind:
To thee, Mervinia, I'll return,
My foul for thee doth ever burn.

* This fonnet is the compofition of the late Lewis Morris, Efq. and was tranflated by the late William Vaughan, Efg, of Corsy Gedol.
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M 4v oddi-yma 'r Havod Lom, What though the journey’s long I trow,
Er bid yn drom vy fiwrnai ; Yet hence to Havod Lom I'll go ;
Mi gdv ymo ganu cainge, There chanting many a tuneful fit
e eifie ar vainge y fimmai ; Safe in the chimney-corner fit,
Ac ond odid dyna ’r van, And, haply, on that happy fll,
X byddav dan y berau. The morn’s return fhall find me fill.
SR DU AR S b TR ST B
Rbaid i bawb newidio bjd, The ftage of life we all muft leave,
Ve vdyr pob ebud angall; And death will yield us eafe;
Pa waeth marw o gariad pir, As well may love our breath bereave
Na marw o ddolur arall ? As fome more flow difeafe.
IR DT P s o
Guwna Havdy clymmedsg, Now the twining arbour rear,
Ae adail o goedwi Now the verdant feat prepare; .
A thyn y glau ewig i glywed y Gdg And wooe thy fdir and gentle love
A newid yn ffyddion, To hear the Cuckoo in the grove :
Gufamnau w* gyfonion, Through the fmiling feafon range,
Tan dirion coed irion cadeiriog. And with faithful lips exchange

Mutual kiffes with the maid,
Seated in the folding fhade.

B 2 S Bhh 27 PP S

0! Yarghwydd Dduw cyvion, pa beth [§'n eich brid,  Ye Gods! is it poffible you fhould intend,

A'i dringo péb cangen, o'r bin bydy brig 2 With courage undaunted this tree to afcend?

Y brigyn fydd uchel a’r codwm [ydd vawr, The branches are lofty, the falling is fore,

Ve geir eich cwmpeiniy pan ddelosh i lawr ! Your former acquaintance may fee you once more !

APV b L e 27 o P

D'acew Lwyn o vedw gleifion, See where the verdant grove of birches grows,

Dlaccw’r Liwyn [y's torri *ngalon 3 That grove fo fatal to my heart’s repofe :

Nid am y llwyn yr wy’n ochneidio, - Yet not for that I figh in fuch defpair,

Ond am y Verch a welais ynddo ! But for the maid I faw (enamour'd) there.
SR el P e S

Ond ydyw byn ryvedded, A woman’s charms will pafs away,

Ved dannedd merch yn darved ; . Her eyes grow dim, her teeth decay;

Ond tra bo yn ¢i genan chwiih, But, while the breathes the vital gale,

Ni ddervydd byth mo'i thavod. *Tis ftrange her tongue fhould never fail

RSV 2R 2T anh PV o S S
Pemnill ar y Dég Gorchymmyn. An Epigram on the Ten Commandments.

Arver o bump, riv aur borth,

Imogel y faith magl fuwrth ;

A gwna °r Dég yn dr di-warth,

A diés i Niv, dewis nerth, R, Cain.

AL P72 37 s 2 3% SV
A mi "n rbodio *monwent eghwys, Along the church-yard as I ftray’d,

Ufe well five, fly from feven ;
Keep well ten, and go to Heaven.

Lle ’r oedd amryw gyrph yn gorphwys ; Wheére many a mould’ring corpfe is laid:
Trawn vy nbroed wrib vedd vy "nwylyd, My confcious heart its pain confeft,
Clywn vy nghalon yn dymchwelyd ! - As on my love’s green fod I preft!

Diwd




WELSH AND CORNISH SONNETS.

1.
- Blythe is the bird who wings the plain,
Nor fows, nor reaps, a fingle grain;
Whofe only labour is to fing,
Through Summer, Autumn, Winter, Spring.
2. : 2.
Ve vwytty ei fuwpper benoy ' At night his little meal he finds,
Nis gwyr ym mb'le mae ’s ginio Nor heeds what fare may next betide,
Dyna ’r médd y mae’e'n byw, a gadaw i Ddvw arkwyo! The change of feafons nought he minds,
' But for his wants lets Heaven provide:

!'
Dioval ydyw ’r aderyn,
Ni bau, ni véd, un gromyn;
Heb ddim goval yn y bjd, ond canu bid y vheyddyn!

3 .
Ve eiftedd ar y gangen, Oft on the Branch hz perches gay,
Gan edrych ar ei aden ; Oft on his painted wing looks he,
Heb un geiniog yn ei géd, yn lywio bod yn arven | And, pennylefs,. renews his lay,
; : Rejoicing in unbounded glee.

SRR TR il S S 2T
Kén Kerniw. A Cornifh Song.
1. %

Pa lc er ew why moaz miz vean whég, Where are you going, my Fair little Maid,

Gen alaz thég bagax blén melyn? With your rofy cheeks and your golden hair 3

Mi a moaz a ba leath ba firre whig, I am going a milking, Sir, fhe faid:

A delkiow Jevi gura muzi tég | The Strawberry-leaves make Maidens Fair %,
2. : : 2.

Ka ve moaz gan o why, miz vean whig, Shall I go with you, my Fair little Maid,

Gen alox 1hég bagaz bléu melyn ? With your rofy cheeks and your golden hair$

Gen oll an collan sirra whig, With all my heart, kind Sir, fhe faid,

A delkiow fevi gura muzi 15! The Strawberry-leaves make Maidens Fair,

, 3 3.
Pale’r ew an Bew, miz vean whig, Where is the Cow, my pretty little Maid,

Gen alaz thég bagaz bléu melyn ? With your rofy cheeks and your golden ha:r ?
En park an mow, ba firra whig, In Parken-pig, kind Sir, fhe faid,
4 delkiow [evi gura muzi tég ! Where Strawberry-leaves make maidens Fair.

THE inhabitants of Wales and Cornwal are the only Aborigines * of this ifland now remaining ; both of
which, as well as their fraternal tribe of Bretagne, in France, all fpeak the ancient Britifb language ® ; allow-
ing their diale@s to be now greatly corrupted, owing to the length of time they have been feparated. The
Welfb language was common to all Britain, prior to the Saxon invafion. The natives of Cormwal, and part
of Devonfhire, began to lofe their old Celtic dialed, in the reign of Elizabeth, and is now almoft extinét;
although the people of Cornwal flill retain many of their ancient cufloms and diverfions ; fuch as hunting,
hawking, archery, wreftling#4, hurling 5, and finging three men’s fongs; alfo, they ufed to perform what
they call Chware-mirkl, miracle-play, or Cornith Intertudes . At Redruth, there were, till very lately, the
evident remains of an amphitheatre, and another near the church of St. Juft, vulgarly denominated a
round ; and the ufes of thofe rounds anciently were to aét religious and other interludes, There is a MS.
of a Cornifb play, with an Englith tranflation, in the Harleian Library : and two other Cornith MSS, in the
Bodleian Library, NE. B. 5. 9. which contain feveral interludes, or Ordinalies.

* A fimilar cuftom fill prevails in Wales: when women have | 4 See Sir Thomas Parkyns's fm:ﬁ-hg Wreffler. 3d Edition.

freckled faces, they vently wafh themielves with Tanly and
Buttermilk to make tf;:?n fair,

® Cefar {ays, that the inland parts of Britain were inhabited
'all. V. 10. and Diedorus Sienlus.

by Aborigmes of the foil. Bell,
3 See alfo the firlt page of this Bouk, and page 37.

the Hurlers.

gm Britannica,

5 At a village called St. Cleere, in Cornwal, there are the
remains of an ancient monument diftinguifhed hy the name of
See Borlafe's A’ur:gm.rm of Cornwal.
¢ Carew's Survey of Cornwal, L » &¢.  Lhwyds Archaok-
And Pryce's Archaologia Cor nn-Britasnica.

Peth
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Peth brdv yw bdv a bawddvyd ;
Peth briv yw yfgawn iechyd ;
Peth brdv yw arian yn y pawrs;
Peth brév yw cwrs yr ie'ngtid! !

V’ anwylyd oedd dy ddau lygedyn,
Gwn mai arian byw [5dd ynddyn®
Z'n dy ben y maent yn chwarey
Valy (e ar nofwaith olew?

Bi’n edivar vil o weithiau,

O waith fiarad gormad eiriau ;
Ni bu erioed mor vath beryglon,
O waith fiarad lai na digom,

Tebyg ydyw'r Delyn dyner,

I Verch wen a’i chnaswd melufbery
Wrth ei theimlo mewn cyvrinach,
E ddaw henno vwynach, vwynach.

Unien natur vy Mils odiacth,
Yw noccdu a mroi ar unwaith ;
Gueiddi beddwch, goddev teimlo,
D’wedyd paid; a gadael idde!

Nid oes ymorol vawr am ferch,

Na chwaith am verch naturiol ; .
Y’mbéb lle mae criv a gwan,

Am arian yn ymorol!

Pan baffio Gibr ¢i ddesgain oed,
Er béd val coed

Yn deilio;
Ve vydd fibn goriadav’r Bédd,
Z'n peri Pw widd

Newidio !

Ow Vanwylyd, rbéd ar gais,
I wrando ar lais
Yr adar,
I'r llwyn bedw becca erived,
Dan gyfgod llingoed
Llangar.

i

. ¥ Arglwydd Dduw, pa beth yw byn,
Ni vedra 'nd fyn
Veddylio?
Lle bo mdb yn vwya i ferch,
Ni vyn ua verch:
Mo hano.

Groefo °r Gwanwyn tawel cynnat ;
Groefo 'r Gég a’i llawen lavar ;
Groefo 'r Tés i rodio 'r gweinydd ;
A Gair llonn ag awr Uawenydd.

Os &i i’r coed i dorri gialen,
Meddwl véd yn gall vy mackgen;
Guwedi ei chael, a myn’d "'w nyddu,
Guwel vid llawer tin yn methu,

Tebyg ydyw Morwyn ferchog,

I Vackgen dribg yn nkj cymmydog ;
A vynni vwyd? na vynnav mono :
Ac etto er bynwy, marw am damo!

Muwyn a mwyn, a thra mwyn yw merch,
A mwyn iawn, lle rbodds ei ferch;

Lle rbo merch ei ferch yn gynta’,

Dyna gariad bytb nid vera.

I.
Gwae a garia vaich o gwrw,
Yn éi vol i véd yn veddw ;
Trymma baich yw bwn o'r beichiax,
Baich ydyw o bechodau ! ‘

2.
Huwn yw mam y cam, a’r celwydd,
Mwrdwr, lledrad, ac anlladrwydd;
Gwna'’r criv yn wan, a'r gwan yn wannach,
Y ffel yn ffil, &'r ffél yn ffolach !

T'ra bu mi yn Wr cynnes am lockes yn lUswon,

Vy marnu yn [ynbwyrol ragorol a gawn;

Troi ’n ynuyd a wnacetbym pan aetbym yn bl,
Di-rds a di-refwm, a phendrwm a ffil :

Vy anwyl gymdeithion a droefon’y drych,

Yrdban ni’s gwelan' ofgoewan wds gwich :

Heb un gair o gelbwair pe i gallent yn rbwydd,
Vnghyfged rhedynen bwy *mguddien’ o'm guydd!

Robin-gich ddaeth at y rbiniog
A’ ddwy aden yu anwydog ;

Ac ve dd’weuda ma'r yfmala, -
Mae ki ’n oer, ve ddaw yn cira.

Mae llawer Aval ar vrig Pren,
A melyn donnen iddo;

Ni thdl y mwydion dan i groen,
Mo'r cym'ryd poen i'w ddringo!

Hwnnw vydd cyn diwedd Ha'
Debyeca a_fiwra o furo.




W ELSH

Mae r coedydd yn glifu,
Mae ’r meillion o'm dém,
Blue dagy brialu,
Y% syvu ymbob tidyn
A'r adar diniwed,
I'n lleifio gan vwyned, .
Tw clywed, ai gweled,
Mewn gwiw-lwyn.  E. Morrisy

Mae ’n y Bala viawd ar werih,
Mae’n Mawddwy berth i lechu ;
Mae *n Liyn-Tegid ddiir a gré,
Mae °n Liundain 6 yn pedoli:
Ag ’n Ngaflell Dinas Brdn,
Mae flynnon lin i *molchi!

Blin yw dawnfio ar bigan dir
A blin yw cir y galon!
Blinach ydyw colli’r Vun
A bitbau ei biin yn vodion !

Dervydd aur, a dervydd arian,
Dervydd melved, dervydd fidan ;
Dervydd pib dilledyn belacth,
Etto er byn, ni ddervydd biraeth!

Rbhois vy ferch ar viedas ’r Dyffryn,
A rboes bithay ei ferch ar rywun;
Ve rhoes bwnnw ei ferch ar arall,
Pa’r un o'r tri [y’ vwyav angball?

Tro yma dy wyneb, gwen tro ’n inion,
Gidayr golwg Gwen tro’r galon 3

A cbyda ’r galon Guwen tro’r *wyllys,
Iiackdu carcharor choyvus.

Betty bdch anwyl fydd lodes biir-ldn,

Ai gwyneb gwynn gwridog, a dannedd mdn min ;
Ai dau lygad gleifion, a dwy-aelvel gwawn,
Vy ngbalon &’i carai pe gwyddwn y cawn.

L J
'S ONNETS.

Ni bydd tdn beb wris lle byddo,

Ni bydd dubr beb wlybrwydd ynddo
Ni bydd 'vallen dda beb ’valau;

Na bywiol ff§dd beb dduwiol ffrwythas.

Tr wy'n dy garu er yn Eneth,
Er yn Vorwyn, er yn Vammaeth ;
Er yn Wraig ni vedra i beidio,
Ni wna'i lai, na'th garu etto.

i

.
g

A Welfh farmer had been fowing barley, and, on -

bis return from the field, was afked, what he had
been doing ? upon which he returned the following
{prightly witticifm :
¢ Bum yn claddu hén gydymmaitb,
A gododd yn vy mben i ganwaith
Ac yr wy'n ammeu, er ci briddo,
Y eyvyd yn vy mben i etto.”

Och, na bawn i draw ’ny vron,
Braich ymmraich a Gwen ¢i bron;
XYn c§d feinio yn gywir galon,
Bedair braich tan bedair bron.

Minnau glywais véd yn rbyw-védd,
Ir BYd bwn wyth ran ymadrodd ;

Ac i'r Gwragedd angblod iddynt,

Vyn'd a faith o’r wythran rbyngddynt !

Os collais i vy nghariad orau,
Colli wnelo’r coed eu blodau ;
Goll'i cén a wnelo ’r adar,
Duw a gadwo ffrwyth y ddaear.

Mentra Meinir tyr’d ar v'6l,)
Di gei ragorol Gariad ;

Ni thynav arnad léid y dis,
Ond wyt yn dewis Dywad!

Pedwar plr mefur miwfig
Ar bugain [ydd vreifgwydd vrig ;
Doedyd y gwyddyd eu gwau,

*Ni wyddoft mo’u rhinweddau.

Ni chlywai néb ag oflev bér,
Ond pobl Aber-yddon

Y rbain a’u lais a geidw ex I,
I ddilyn tannau tynnion.

Tros y mér y mae vy nghalon ! -
Tros y mir y mae vy chueidion!

Tros y mér y mae vanwylyd,

S§'n vy meddwl i bob munyd! -

Darv’r caru darvu yr cerdded,
Darvu i’r Veinir gael bodlondeb ;
Darvu i minnau vwrw'r galar,
Am bib frwrnai a rois yn over.

Teo




o PENNILLTION,

To the tune of Morva Rhuddlan.

Ladies glin vawr a mdn,
Dyma gin gynnes s

Cléd i Vin, bardd ei llin,
Liwdeg v'un lodes:—
Truwyn a gén, tig e guin,
Elen angyles ; '
Liygad main, blodas ’r drain,
Talcen brenbines:

Ni bu goes yn ¢in boes,

Oi bath gan Saefness

Ni bu 'riced y vath droed,

Ar belw Cuwyddeles. L. Mirri,

Chwerthid mwyalch mewn celliy
Nid ardd, nid erddir iddi;
Nid-llawenach néb na bi!

Moes dy law, cei law am dani;

Moes dy grid, cei gréd os mynni;
Moes dy veddwl addwyn [fyddion ;
Zn lle rbain, cei gorph a chalon?

V’anwylyd benna o vewn y bid,
A ddoi di g9d a myvi ;

i a gei vewynder yn dy wyw,
Os caton gan Dduw gjd-osfi?

o Verch edrycho yn wweb na'r fir
A oliyngo ei hamfer beibio;

Ni cheiff bonne yn €i rhan,
Ond marcknad dan i dwyl |

Main & chymwys val y vedwen,
Berth ¢i 1in val bardd veillionen 3
Tég ¢i gwawr val bore bavddydd,
Hon yw x0d, boll glid y gwledydd!

Serchog iawn yw blodau ’r menfydd,
Serchog bevyd Cin, a Chywydd :

Ond y firch fi's dwyn rbagoriaeth,
Yw ferchogrwydd mewn cyw'degacth !

I ba beth y byddai brddd,

A throi llawenydd beibio ;

Tra bwy *n ivange ac yn low,

Rbov bwb ir galon etto:

Huwb ir galon doed a ddel

Mae rbai na wél mo’s digon,
~_Ni waeth punt na cbant mewn ¢6d,
' 0s Wdrér bdd yn vodlon.

Te
Dgn a garo Grwth, a Thelyn;,
Sain Cynghanedd, Cdn, ag Englyss
A gar y pethas mwya tirson,
Sy'ny Nev ymblith angylion.

2.

Y un nic baro Dén, a Chaniad,
Ni chair ynddo naws o Gariad
Ve welir bwn tra bytho byw,
Tn gds gan ddjn, a cbds gan Do,

Da gan adar mdn y coedydd 5
Da gan wbyn veillionog ddolfdd 5
Da gan i brydyddu ’r bavddydd,
Yny llkwyn a béd yn lonydd!

Lawer gwaith y bu vy mwriad,
Gael Telyntor immi 'n gariad ;
Gan velyfed fion y tannau,

Gyd ar bwyr, a chyda ’r borau.

0! mor gynnes mynwes Meinwen,
0! mor vwyn yw Hwyn Meillionen;,
0! mor velus yw'r Gufanas,

Gyda Serch, a muwynion eiriau!

Gwich ydyw ’r diffryn, a gwenith ag §d,
Maynddil a maenol ag ami le clijd;
Llinos ag Eos, ag adar a gin;

Ni cbeir ’n y mynydd ond mawnen a thdn.

1.

Betty vel lili bér lin,

Dynes llawn doniau cyffurgan ;

*Loyw beariles lwys birian,

Dirion a mwyn, danedd-man.
B

Geneth a bromnau gwynnion,

Angyles yngolwg y meibion s

Vy-ngbywely, vy-nghalon,

Veindw bardd, v'enaid yw bon.

Pan wo feren yn rbageri,

Ve vydd pawb ai ohwg arni ;

Pan ddaw unwaith gwmmwl drofti,
Ni bydd mwy o s6n am dani.

Pan vd'r haul yn wynnu ’'n wrefog,
Y mae cweirio gwair meillioneg :

Y cich blodeu gwen lliw °r cira,
¥ mae *» oreu i chwithe dra.




: - WELSH
Mat vbhw *n dwedyd byd y Sir,
A minnas ’n divyr wrando,
Nis gwyr sundyn yn y wiid,
Py ydyw "ngbariad etto;
dc nis gwn i 'n dda vy bén,
Oes genmyv dn &'i peidios

Sidn vayn, Sidn vain,
Sidn gain, Sidn gu,

Sidn drsuan bysny beno ;

Sidn beraidd lais, Sidn biredd lwys,

Sidn gymmwys imi ymgommio :

Tra bo uchel bediad brdn

Ni’llyngas Sidn yn ango’! R, Cai,

Sidn liwas, Sidn lawen,
Sidn aurbletb-benvelen;
Sidn dyner ei thonen,
Sidn irwen yw bon :

Sidn imi yn gariad,

Sidn lana ’n y tair-gwlad ;

Sidn drwyad, Sidn doriad, Sidn dirion. K. Morya

Dy ddwy wevus Befi bér

Sydd iraidd dyner acrom,

Ae mor velvedaidd gain-wedd g6,
Vel gweunydd ¥d dy ddwyvren :
Ond yw ryvedd tég ei lliw,

Mor galed yw dy galon!

Pennill, to the tune of Ar bd y Nés.
Nid ai i garu vjth ond bynny,——ar b4d y nés ;
Am cydymmaith evo myvi,—~—ar b§d y nbs:
Rbag i bumnw brivio 'n ffalsdbr,
Duwyn vy mibyd oddiar vy nbrenfiwr,
Dyna 'r gwaith a wnaeth ¢ neithiwr,—ar bjdy nis.

Cir y Cybydd gedd ag Arian;

A phwy [Jdd na chdr ei bunan?
Myvi fy 'n caru Merch yn anghall,
Ag yn bychanu piéb pesh avall.

. Llawen wyv, a llawen vydda’,

Tra bwyv ar y ddacar yma;
A llawenydd fydd im cadw,

Tra bwyo byw i byddav marw.

Xn y Bala mae bi ’n bydio,

AL dwy vron vel eira *n lluchio;
Dsgwn vy sgorchymyn atti,
Marged vidbm aob lvan ydi!

S ONNETS

g ¢i phrgd o'i chryd yr aeth,

1 vreickiau gwiw yr buon o' gwraeth;
Deduydd yw'r blodau yn [yrebio sydd,
Cyn y delo georiés y dfdd.

Sidn [ydd vwyn, a Siin fydd ldx,
A Sidn fydd gyvlawn govlaid ;

Pe cawn i Sidn rbuwng braich a bron,
M; wafpwn bon yn galed.

Yvais attoch glds eich llygad,

Truwy biir ferch, a ffyddion gariad;
Yvweh chwitbau, dwy-ael veinion,
4t y mwya’ a gr eich calon.

Yny mér y byddo ’r mymydd,’
Sydd yn cuddio Brd Meirionydd
Na chawn unwaith olwg arni,

Nid oes i-mi ond dau elyn,
Guoyn vy myd, pe byddwn rbyngddym;
Pan vo Meinir yn vy mreichiau,

¥ gelynion vydd y gliniax!  Paocch, Win, Wym

Ock Pr mbr am véd mor erwin,

Och ?r tonnau am davlu eymmin |

Ocb 'r gfg na ddoe i gans,

Ar vryn tig wrth ben Ballawndy *,
® A place in Anglefey,

Lle bo cariad ve ganmolir,
| 0did vawr yn vwy na ddylir;
Ondlle 36 'r ciddigedd creujon,
Ve vydd beiau mwy na digon.

Telyn wen a thannay mdn,
A mwnws arian bydol ;
| A bair i lawer mdb druwy ferch,

Gael cwmni merch naturiol,

Awel iachus [y "n mben Berwyn,
Lle i weled llawer dyffryn ;

Ac oni bae y* Rennig ddiffaeth,
Guwelwn widd vy ngenedigaeth.

Culwas wyv yn celu Serch
Curio min y cfir i’m ais,
Curio mawr yw cars merch,
Cans "m llith, am cwoyn i'm Nair.
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Cyn i'r galon dirios dorri. .
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Mae'r Gig yn bér leverydd,
A'i miwfig ym y meufydd,
A gwenu y mae’r gweunydd,
Dan dywydd hirddydd kdv :
Ar gerdd ynghaerau gwyrddion, -
T tir gan vwyeilch tacrion,
Llawenydd pynciau lawnion,
Y aiu byvrydlon vrdv.

Guwen ei breft, a gwen ei bronnau,
Gwen péb man, ond gwrid ¢i gruddiau ;
Gleifion lygaid, docth ymadrodd,
‘Gendid hon yn Hlwyr am lladdodd.

Hawdd-vjd i ddydd yr Awen,
Pan oeddwn gynt yn vachgen;
A ¢chydd'r Gig yn canu ’n vwyn,
Ynghyver lhwyn yn Uawen,

PENNILETION.

On a pack of Hounds.
Llais y cton a’u fibn yn feimio,
A wna i ddyffryn union ddeffro ;
[ Aeth eu liéy trugy *r boll bentrevydd,
Bryniau gwylltion bronnas gelltydd :
Rbéd eu miwfig ’r byd y meufydd,
Sain eu prefgerdd [y n y pryfguwydd,
I'w llwys agwedd a’u llais bygar,
Clywcb eu llév vél clych ex llavar | - Ed, Dddsof Margen,

Mae bagad yn teurn,
Vymid i ’n eich caru,
A minnau 5§° velly

Heb ammau;
Ni welai néb purach
Lech caru ffyddlonach,
Ddirgelach na mwynach

Na minnau,

T o P SO SSE L

Gldn vraich, gldn ddevvraich, glin ddwyvron,
Gldn enaid, glin anadl a chalon ; '
Urddedig glin vorddwydion,

A glin bth pe bai glo ’n y bin.

Fair Ofwen has fuch wond’rous charms,
*Tis Heav’n to be within her arms;
And fhe’s fo charitably given,

She withes all mankind in Heaven.
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Yr bwn y bore gwyrdd-lds vidd,
A gpwawr o newydd arno;

Ond pan y torrer ev brydnbawn,
Y7 vuan iawn mae ’n gwywo.

This in the morn is green and bright,
And of the frefheft caft;

But, ah ! cut down before the night,
Fades by a fudden blaft,
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Chwi, rai yfpavn ar eich troed,
T’ ngrymmus oed eick blodau ;

Ymwnéweb i ffoi, a chwi *gewch ﬂ,d;
- O diengweb rhag ndd Angau.

* * Togive the Englifh reader amorejuft idea of the elegance,
fimplicity, and brevity of thefe Welth Sonnets, 1 have felected a
few ftanzas from the Englith poets, which poflefs that fimilarity
of ftyle and beauty, except the harmony of Cysghanedd, or
concatenated alliteration, which is peculiar to the W elfh poetry.
Sce alfo page 54. .

O thou by Nature taught,
To breath her genuine thought,
In numbers warmly pure, and fweetly firong:
Who firft on mountains wild, :
In fancy, loveliett child,
Thy babe, and pleafure’s, nurs’d the powers of fong!
! Collins's Ode to Simplicity.

By foreign hands her dying eyes were clos’d;
By foreign hands her dying limbs compos’d;
By foreign hands her hamble grave adorn’d ;
By frangers honour’d, and by firangers moura’d!  Papr.

Ye, light of foot, who run for Fame,
With manly bloom elate ;

Out-ftrip—you 1l gain a deathlefs name—
The winged fhaft of Fate.

O come foft fweetelt Sleep,
Thy balmy blefings give ;

For death is life with thee,
Without thee death to live.

Asemymonso-

I'll fing of Heroes,—and of Kin

In mighty numbers,—mighty things;
Begin, my Mufe,—but lo the ftrings,
To my great fong=—rebellious prove,

The flrings will found—of nought but love,  'Comlsy.

The Rofe is fragrant, but it fades in time;

The Violet fweet, but quickly paft the primeg

White Lilies hang their heads, and foon decay ;

And whiter Snow in minutes melts away. Dyydes.

On wof‘.dly bleflings.
The firlt of human gifts is Health,
The next on Beauty's pow’t attends;
The third, poflefiing well-earn’d Wealth,

The fourth is Youth, enjoy’d with Friend?.

ENGLYNION.




