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CHAPTER I

Introduction: The Nature and Range of Hiraeth,

Its Relation to the Poetry of Soso Tham

The title of the thesis immediately raises three questions concerning hiraeth, Soso
Tham, and the relation between the two. This introductory chapter will therefore
endeavour to explain the questions one by one, by first explaining the nature and range of
hiraeth, to be followed by an introduction of the poet, Soso Tham, and an analysis
attempting to show how hiraeth is an essential feature of Tham’s Poetry.

“Hiraeth is the word of a thousand footnotes,” states Dora Polk, Welsh writer in
exile, and an authority on Welsh literature of hiraeth (pronounced he-rye-th). In her
compilation, 4 Book Called Hiraeth ' (1982), Polk concurs with a majority of native
Welsh speakers that hiraeth is “virtually untranslatable.” However, she adds,
“untranslatable doesn’t have to mean incomprehensible” and this Welsh word, therefore,
has been rendered into English as “longing” or “homesickness” with a caution about the
inadequacy of these English equivalents.

A question may be asked, as to why are words like “longing,” “homesickness”
and “yearning” inadequate translations for hiraeth? There are quite a few possible
responses to this question, and as many Welshmen before and after him, John Owen of
Morfa Nefyn tries to analyse the complex feeling:

We shall begin by asking, what is hiraeth? We have all experienced it, but maybe

we have never asked what it is. This is what I believe hiraeth is: a sense of loss for



something, which a man once possessed, but is his no more. That is the difference
between hiraeth and other things, which are similar to it, between hiracth and
desire or yearning. A man may desire something he has never had, and yearn for
something he has no experience of possessing. A man who has never had ten
pounds to his name may desire to become a millionaire. A man who was brought
up in a small, plain cottage and whose cradle was rocked on an earthen floor
between bare walls may yearn to live in a palace amidst splendid and expensive
furniture. He has no experience of such a thing, but he may yearn for it... But

these things are not hiraeth. There can be no hiraeth except where there has been

2
loss.

Owen’s analysis highlights the essential distinction between hiraeth and desire or
yearning, and to a degree, answers the query raised. It is, however, far from definitive or
exhaustive. Many would say it is not even satisfactory, for hiraeth is such a powerful and
complex emotion that its true sense can be grasped only through its context, and its rich
connotations be conveyed only through a variety of examples. There is no shortage of

material for this purpose. “Some critics, such as Emest Renan and Mathew Arnold, have

taken hiraeth to be [so] characteristic of the Celts in general”3 that it has naturally
become a major theme in the literature of Wales.

In Chapter II and elsewhere in her book, Polk displays selective samples aimed at
shedding more light on the chameleon nature of hiraeth. Quoting from the “best-loved
utterance of hiraeth,” the stanzas sung to the harp throughout the centuries, Polk declares

that the “intensity of the emotion comes through even in translation, differentiating it



widely from mere sentimental nostalgia.” The stanzas, from “Hiraeth,” translated from
the Welsh by Aneirin Talfan Davies, are quoted in full:

Tell me, men with wisdom gifted,

How hath hiraeth been created?

Of what stuff hath it been made,

That it doth not wear or fade?

Gold and silver wear away,
Velvet too, and silk they say;
Weareth every costly raiment:

But hiraeth is a lasting garment.

Now a great and cruel hiraecth
In my heart all day endureth,
And when I sleep most heavily,

Hiraeth comes and wakens me.

Hiraeth, hiraeth, O! depart!
Why dost thou press upon my heart?
O! move along to the bed side,
And let me rest till morning tide. (P 13)
On the authority of this sample, hiraeth is undoubtedly vastly different from “mere

sentimental nostalgia,” which comes and goes as a wave in the sea of feelings, depending



on its turbulence and calm. Clearly hiraeth is no ordinary mood. It is a baffling sentiment,
something fixed and permanent in the soul of man. It is a “lasting garment” that cannot
be peeled off once put on; a terrible, inerasable scar that man has to live with day in and
day out; a disease that can neither be cured nor endured; “a great and cruel” emotion that
makes a mockery of the old Welsh proverb: “Time soothes all longing.” (P 61)

The emotional range of hiraeth is truly amazing. One has only to glance through
the contents of Polk’s book to comprehend the vast sweep of its territory. There is a
hiraeth for place (hearth and village, the homeland, its sacred soil and beauty): for one’s
language; for cultural institutions and values; for person (loved ones left or lost, the
dead); for youth; for a mythic and legendary past; for a heroic or golden age; and for a
Celtic otherworld.

In all these the pervading tone is one of profound yearning. But because forlon
yearning, as Polk says, “can modulate into hopelessness and thence into ultimate
desolation and despair,” (P 101) there is an even more pervasive tone of bitter mourning
throughout. The following poem will serve as an illustration:

To think of my lost young days, this is my sorrow,

Keening deep to my heart like a flighting arrow.

I cry to my Lord to raise me, to succour me,

O weary must be my days!

Sure to its grave youth flieth and is gone;

If it was brave, now are the brave days done;

My thoughts have dying ways, but though all die

Still love revenging stays.



Cast from my lips afar is the spirit of song,

Music of joy, my living delight so long.

Ifor, my wisdom, where is he with his fame?

Or Nest, my refuge, his noble and fair young dame?

Where in the woods is Morvyth, my darling fled?
They all lie dead in the mould.

But here I linger, old and in heaviness

Bearing my woeful burden of cold distress.

No more [ sing, nor try what should be sweet

Of the wild wood, the vetch or tares in the wheat;
I hope no more of the gleaming woodland dale,
Cuckoo at dawn, dusk or the nightingale,

Nor yet a kiss of my love, nor speech of hers;

She neither speaks, poor tender child, nor stirs.

A spear-thrust in my breast is old, old age,

Love of fair women leaves for a heritage

That, that still wounds which no balm can assuage,
Sorrow to think on now.

My strength ebbs fast, like chaff before the wind

It fleeth, nor can death wait far behind,



Ghostly and pale of brow.

(“The Bard Last Cywydd”)*

Of course, there is more to hiraeth than yearning and mouming. Though the
sufferers experience it as an ever-present “sickness whose symptoms are a lump in the
throat and hollowness in the stomach,” (P 35) yet because it relates directly to their
divergent traits, it can generate in poetry, a tone that “is sometimes light-hearted,
sometimes laden, sometimes restorative, sometimes draining.” (P14) These short
translations will serve as further illustrations:

1. Sometimes the old people go by, leaning on their sticks, and there, with

caps and smokes and warmth and hiraeth, they remember the revelry of

old. (P 15)
(T. Glynne Davies: “Marged”, translated by Gwynn ap
Gwilym)
2. Hiraeth has got me between my two breasts and my

two brows: it presses on my breast as if [ were nurse to it.
I shall make a ship out of the oak of love, and its mast from
the wood of experience, and I shall put hiraeth on it to sail
away from wave to wave to the country of its choice. (P 15)
(Traditional harp stanzas, Translated by Gwynn ap

Gwilym)

3 All civility is vain amusement— as is all thought,



all social gathering

everything, indeed, except hiraeth,

has too soon gone away from me. (P 15)
(Translated from a Welsh englyn * by anonymous young
women in Denbighshire)

Besides the complexity bred by the conflicting personalities of its sufferers, the
nature of hiraeth has been rendered more convoluted by its evolution, over the centuries,
into a major literary concept whose circle of influence is ever expanding, and therefore,
whose old meanings keep taking on new implications. In 4 Handbook of Critical
Approaches to Literature, 8 the author, Wilfred L. Guerin, et al recommend the study of a
concept in the light of “the history of ideas” as the best approach to the understanding of
its full range of meanings. They say:

For example, the concept of revenge as found in certain Renaissance English

plays can be tied directly to the study of Seneca in the universities of the sixteenth

century and thus to the rise of interest in classical Greece and Roman during the

Renaissance. Such a consideration must deal simultaneously with an idea, with

historical developments, and with the contents of literature. (P 315)

These authors quote from Stanley Edgar Hyman, 7 who defines the history of ideas as
“the tracing of the unit ideas of philosophies through intellectual history” and who posits
that just as this history “finds its chief clues in literary expression, literary criticism can
draw on it for the philosophic background of literature.” They as well as Hyman credit
Arthur O. Lovejoy as the father of this branch of study. In the introductory chapter of his

classic The Great Chain of Being: A Study of the History of an Idea, ¥ Lovejoy



differentiates a unit idea from the compounds whose names usually end with “-ism:
idealism, romanticism, rationalism, transcendentalism, pragmatism, and the like.” Among
the principal types of ideas, that which most concerns Lovejoy is described by him as
follows:

.. any unit-idea which the historian thus isolates he next seeks to trace through
more than one—ultimately, indeed, through all—of the provinces of history in
which it figures in any important degree, whether those provinces are called
philosophy, science, literature, art, religion, or politics... [The history of idea] is
concerned only with a certain group of factors in history, and with these only
insofar as they can be seen at work in what are commonly considered separate
divisions of the intellectual world; and it is especially interested in the processes
by which influences pass over from one province to another. (P 15-16)

Lovejoy emphasises that literature should be studied

chiefly for its thought-content, and that the interest of history of literature is

largely as a record of the movement of ideas .... [It] is by first distinguishing and

analyzing the major ideas, which appear again and again [in literature], and by
observing each of them as a recurrent unit in many contexts, that the philosophic
background of literature can best be illuminated. (P16-17)

By so postulating, Lovejoy singles out the need for seeing the relationship
between an idea of philosophy and an idea of literature and is, therefore, of central
importance to the study of hiraeth as a literary concept. Tracing the origin of this
concept, Polk observes that the “fountainhead of the literature of hiraeth lies in Wales’s

ancient elegies and lamentations.”(P 11) On the same subject, Meic Stephens ® writes:



The elegiac note has been struck in Welsh literature since the time of the Cynfeird
10 and it is heard so ofien in The Mabinogion, ! in cywyddau ' ? of the medieval
period and in folklore, that it may be regarded as a motif as common as the
themes of the Otherworld (Annwn), the Waste Land, the Devastated Hearth and
Lost Time. It has been argued that the military and political defeats of the Welsh
may explain why their literature looks back to past glories and forward to the
return of national heroes, as in the legend associated with Arthur and other forms
of the cult of Y Mab Daro-Darogan. > A similar sentiment has been detected in
attempts to found a new Wales in America. It was certainly a factor in the
experience of those Welsh writers, such as William Williams (Pantycelyn)
[famous hymn writer] and William Thomas (Islwyn), who yearned for the glory of
heaven and those others who, under the late influence of Romanticism, hoped for
a redeemed humanity and a better world. The theme has new complexities in
Anglo-Welsh literature of the twentieth century, especially in the work of those
writers who have lamented the loss of the Welsh cultural heritage. (P 8)

But it is Tony Conran, who is widely acknowledged as the most accomplished

translator of Welsh poetry into English, who provides the most detailed account of the

evolution of the poetic concept of hiraeth. Writing in his comprehensive and influential

introduction to Welsh Verse, '* he goes farther back than the military and political defeats

of the Welsh and traces it to the Welsh poetry of praise, which had its roots in the

primitive time of Indo-European magic, much before the sixth century. He says:

The Welsh [poetic] tradition started in the sixth century... But it had its roots

much further back, in primitive Indo-European magic concerning the making of



10

kings. The poet was one who, at the coronation of the king and at his funeral, and
at sundry important events in between, chanted the praises of the king, invoked
ancestral strength and piety, and unified (in a kind of communion-rite of song) the
whole tribe around its leader. (P 24)
According to Conran, the poets of praise later transcended the “magical content” and in
the process moved away from “king-making” so that friendship became the dominant
context of their art. The poetry of this period, he says, exhibited the Welsh “unique vision
and enactment of the good life.” He adds:
... the dominant theme, the over-riding symbol of that good life, is always the
hospitality extended by the great to the small... It is a personal relationship that is
at its centre, the relationship of the lord as host to the poet as guest: and in its
origin, this was a relationship of tribal king to tribal bard, or poet-priest. (P 25)
With friendship and “personal relationship” coming into play, it is only natural
that praise should be elevated to the emotion of genuine love and sink to the emotion of
lament whenever tragedy strikes. The prifardd or chief poet, though “too proud to beg,
too traditional to flatter,” (P 25) must perforce, mourn the misfortunes or death of his host
because the very survival of his poetry depends to a large measures on the continued
prosperity and survival of the host. This is nowhere more applicable than to Welsh love
poetry. A house-poet, Conran remarks, was required to sing songs to the lady of the
house and female relatives of the tribal king. This would naturally be an inducement to
sing songs of love and praise, in other words, to eulogise the noble ladies to capture their
interest. As a poet, he also had to write their elegies when they died. But to do this, the

poet must feel sincerely so that he may empathise and pack his song with all the pangs of
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sadness and pain that could be felt by those near and dear to the dead. And this, Conran
believes, was how hiraeth had made its first appearance in Welsh poetry—not merely
through praise and lament, but essentially through love— for there can be no real praise
or lament where there is no love.

From here Conran moves on to how Christianity had “degraded the old gods and
heroes to the level of shadows and things that go bump in the night.” (P 29) This in turn
led to poets like Aneirin (late sixth century) and others to bemoan the passing away of
pagan culture. In one lyric, quoted in Conran’s introduction, the anonymous poet, swayed
by a hiraeth for “kinsfolk gone to rest,” even “seems to equate Christ with the miseries of
life.” (P 30) He laments:

In the fine treetops when cuckoos sing,

My sadness is greater:

Smoke smart, manifest sleep-lack

For my kinsfolk gone to rest.

In hill, in dale, in isles of the sea,

Wheresoever one may go,

From blest Christ there’s no escaping. (P 30)

But the most significant propagation of hiraeth and therefore, its true beginnings,
as Stephens had pointed out, seems to have taken place during the “heroic age” of
Taliesin (late sixth century) and Aneirin and the saga literature of the period that follows.
First, Conran relates, Taliesin sang death songs for Welsh tribal chiefs and then Aneirin

produced his magnum opus, The Gododdin, a poem comprising a series of heroic elegies
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commemorating the bravery and death of the warriors of the Welsh chief, Mynyddawg
Mwynfawr, in their disastrous attempt to “recapture from the English the natural
stronghold of Catraeth (... Richmond-Catterick in Yorkshire).” (P 113)

Overlapping with the “heroic age,” Conran states, was the “saga-literature proper,
composed in the ninth and tenth centuries about events that took place in the sixth and
early seventh—that is, during the heroic age itself.” (P 34) During this time the Welsh
were cut off from compatriots in the north of England and in Comwall. By the ninth
century, they were almost completely driven out from these areas, and in their exile, they
turned to the stories of their old homes, “ in Rheged, Elfed, Gododdin and the rich lands
of Eastern Powys,” (P 34) roughly corresponding to Cumberland, Yorkshire, south-east
Scotland and Shropshire respectively.

It is no wonder, therefore, that this saga-literature should be saturated with a
feeling for the past. Conran observes, “A good deal of it is lamentation of one kind or
another. Sometimes it is personal lamentation, either for the death of a loved one or, as in
Llywarch’s famous complaint of old age, for the speaker’s own changed state” (P 35) and
the loss of his sons, Llawr and Gwen. Quotations from the second sequence of “Llywarch
The O1d” *° will clarify the point more effectively:

Old age is mocking me

From my hair to my teeth

And the knob that youth loves. (P 125)

There comes to me neither sleep nor mirth

Now that Llawr and Gwen are dead.
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I'm but a querulous corpse, being old. (P 126)

Conran amplifies, “Perhaps even more typical, however, is the lament for a ruined house
that the loved one has died defending.” (P 35) Here the loss is by no means merely
personal. The halls of chiefs were looked upon as tribal centres and their overthrow,
therefore, is the collapse of an entire society. It is in this manner that the Welsh saga-
poetry, “stark in texture, tragic in conception” (P 34) came to be identified with ancient
Welsh songs of lamentation, the most fecund spawning ground of hiraeth literature. But
as we have seen, the lamentation raised here is not so much for one person’s death as for
the ending of a way of life. In this, the saga-poems depart drastically from mainstream,
traditional elegies. Conran calls them “half-tragic, half-elegiac” (P 35) and in so doing, he
unwittingly but firmly places them and hiraeth in the great unconventional elegiac
tradition of Thomas Gray, Matthew Amold, Rilke and other poets of the graveyard
school of poetry like Robert Blair, Thomas Parnell, and Edward Young.

Looking back to past glories and forward to the return of national heroes and the
heroic age, adds a new dimension to the concept of hiraeth—didacticism. Methodism,
Conran reports, had swept through eighteenth century Wales like wildfire, destroying in
its wake all that was considered pagan and cultural. The Methodists, in their passionate
faith in the salvation from Christ, brought “dancing, harp-playing, public houses, even
long hair” under their indictment “as dangerously profane and irrelevant pleasures.
Minstrels and strolling players, last heirs of the tradition, were particularly attacked.” (P
69) In the process, the Welsh lost much of their cultural heritage as a Celtic nation. But
then, Conran reveals, the old Celtic civilisation fought back “in the work of the

antiquaries and scholars, men who first collected and then tried to understand the great
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legacy of the past.” (P 73) It was out of the desire to rehabilitate the past as high culture
or at least as interesting primitive lore, he says, that these scholars and some poets of the
period and after, that is, the period of the great Romantic Revival, turned to legendary
heroes and Celtic mythology to provide moorings for Welsh social and cultural life
during the violent cultural changes brought about by new industries, the rapidly
increasing Anglicisation and evangelisation. There were speculations about the Druids;
attempts to rediscover Welsh literature of the Middle Ages; and efforts to establish a
national annual festival of poetry and music, known as Eisteddfod. '® But the most
important achievement of this movement was the re-appropriation from the English of the
legend of King Arthur by a North Wales journalist called T. Gwynn Jones (1871-1949),
who won the chair at the Bangor National Eisteddfod of 1902, with his poem
“Ymadawiad Arthur” or “Arthur’s Passing.” Conran says in his introduction that
“Ymadawiad Arthur” tells very much the same story as Tennyson’s “Morte D’ Arthur”:
When Bedwyr is told to throw Arthur’s sword into the water, he is reluctant to do
so— what will save the Welsh people now? The gesture has symbolic force: it is
not through force of arms that Welsh deliverance will come. The maidens of
Afallon enter to take the wounded king away and Bedwyr asks to join him in the
boat, united in death as he had been with his master in life. (P 78)
Here hiraeth takes the form of agonising pain as the everlasting leave-taking between
master and faithful warrior nears. Addressing the maidens of Afallon, in the poem,
Bedwyr gives tongue to a poignant sense of loss and the difficulty of unshackling himself

from a nourishing lifelong relationship:
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“Sooth, if you would,” said Bedwyr, “fo me

He has been so dear— I will not part from him!

Together we fought in battle—together

To go in the moment of death would be right.” (P 258)
But immediately after that it brightens and swings to one of confident hope and
anticipation. Conran comments that the Welsh people— of whom Bedwyr is the
representative— are told in the poem that they must wait. Bedwyr’s role is that of a
witness. Arthur will not die. As he is seated in the boat and already sailing to Afallon, his
tone changes. He speaks as an oracle, one of the undead, like one of the severed heads
that the ancient Celts used to worship. He tells Bedwyr to endure:

... “Be brave, be impeccable!

Endure challenge, be cheerful!

1 go to the summer world

Of Afallon, to recovery.

But I’ll come back to my land

Once more, bring her victorious

When her time is come, the day

She’s honoured among nations

Though now she’s wounded and sick,

All our custom pass from mind
And our truth, too, forgotten;

Our land know treason, and foes
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Make desolate her honour;

But from the pain of it, world

Shall shout again for gladness,

Shall come back, back forever

To the holy Age of Youth.

When the Day at last cometh,

My bell sounds, I'll grip my sword,

And a second time bring honour

To our nation and our tongue.” (P 258-59)

For the Welsh, King Arthur represents the central myth of their civilisation. He
was a leader who did not die, who will rise again at some future date, who will return
from Afallon to lead his people to victory. According to Conran, Afallon is

... one of those island Otherworlds so common in Celtic mythology, the home of

the ancient gods, the land of eternal youth where old age, sickness or grief never

come. Secondly, it is some sort of Platonic country of eternal ideas, where the
ideals of the race never die and no one suffers the attribution of lost faith or
broken heart. But thirdly, Afallon represents the continued possibility of change.

In an extraordinary stanza Gwyn Jones identifies Afallon, the Otherworld, with

what really protects Wales, the “breath of life to the nation,” the source of

energy, for those who want reform, and a basis for always wanting to hope. It is

from this source, the poem is saying, that Arthur will return. (P 79)
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By dwelling on Afallon, Conran declares, Gwyn Jones is not merely re-appropriating
Arthur, a Welsh leader who is talking of a nation that is Wales. He is in fact, turning the
legend into an instruction for the benefit of his compatriots that there is, even in there
allegedly heathen and barbarian ways, such a thing as God, spiritual life, a blissful
otherworld and a “second coming.” The poet, he says, seems to be proposing that
Methodism is not the only hope for Wales and its people, and in so doing, outfits the
poem with a hiraeth that looks forward, that hopes, anticipates and teaches.

The didactic vein in hiraeth writings ran on, and there were poets who implicitly
or openly exhorted their countrymen not to ignore those indigenous cultural values that
had bound their nation together for centuries, in their enthusiasm to embrace and
propagate the new values of the Methodists. As a matter of fact, this tension in Welsh
social and cultural life persisted into the early twentieth century, and we find poets like
Waldo Williams (1904-71) bemoaning the collective amnesia of his people. In one of his
most famous lyrics Williams remembers the “forgotten things” of the past and thus
exhorts the readers to remember them as well:

Like the foam of a wave that breaks on a lonely shore,

Like the wind’s song where there is no ear to hear,

I know they call in vain upon us—

The old forgotten things of human kind.

The achievement and art of early generations,
Small dwellings and great halls,

The fine-wrought legends scattered centuries ago,
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The gods that no one knows about by now.

And the little words of transient languages,
They were gay on the lips of men,
And pleasant to hear in the chatter of little children,
But no tongue calls upon them by any longer. 17

But while Methodism stamped out many aspects of Welsh pagan culture, it also
inspired a new brand of hiraeth and added a spiritual dimension of a different kind to it.
And while folk art nearly received a deathblow at the hands of the Methodists, two new
arts, according to Conran, emerged from Methodism itself. The sermon, “the ministry of
the word,” (P 69) was the first. “The preachers were the new heroes, the new prophets of
Israel, leading God’s people from their exile.” (P 69) The second and the more durable
was the hymn, the outpouring of the poet’s souls not towards man but towards God and
the supernatural. In her book, Dora Polk '® points out that the Welsh religious revivalism,
which was largely a reaction to social and economic ills, had produced many hymns of
hiraeth, that is to say, religious lyrics with a form of forward-looking Airaeth, which is
more personal than social. Polk calls this spiritual Airaeth, “the yeaming for an Ideal
Homeland beyond the precincts of this world.” (P 113) For the hymn-writers, however,
this “Ideal Homeland” was not Afallon, but the Biblical Kingdom of God. William
Williams Pantycelyn (1717-1791), hailed by Conran as “the greatest lyric poet in Welsh,”

(P 70) has this to say in one of his famous hymns appearing in Polk’s compilation:

Hiraeth is in my heart



To get the beautiful taste

Of conquering the passions which till today
Went against heavenly grace;

This is the very lovely gift

That I am seeking morning and noon.

1 see the high hills

Of precious deliverance;

Oh, that I might attain them

Before the afternoon sun goes down;
That is my cry toward heaven,

Gentle Jesus, hear it. (P 114)

shape of a prayer, a feverish appeal to Christ for promise, peace and paradise.
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Hear the poet’s hiraeth is not merely looking forward to a conquest of the blighted
passions of the flesh, or an escape from them to the tranquillity of “heavenly grace.” The

poem actually attains the fervour of apocalyptic intensity and hiraeth itself takes the

As Stephens had stated in The New Companion to the Literature of Wales, a

Welshmen in America. Polk explicates:

similar sentiment of forward-looking hiraeth has been detected in the writings of

Over the past few centuries impoverished Welshmen emigrated to America in

droves. A forward-looking hiraeth for freedom and security that the new land

represented competed with the desolate hiraeth of life-long banishment from the

cherished land. (P 50)
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Fitting illustrations of this forward-looking and desolate hiraeth can be found in
Goronwy Owen’s 19 “Elegy on Lewis Morris” and his hiraeth for Anglesey, quoted by
Polk in her book. Having looked forward to a life in America, a land of promise and
dream fulfilment, away from the crippling poverty of his country, Owen laments in his
elegy:
It was a sad journey my coming to this country (Virginia).
A hundred times I have talked about and pined for
The foam-washed shores of lovely Gwynedd [Welsh town]. (P 50)
And again in his Airaeth for Anglesey:
Great is my grief for her,
Anglesey is like Zion to me;
My life will not be comforted
Without Anglesey, despite every song or chord. (P 50)
In one of his sermons, John Owen of Morfa Nefyn *° describes the ambivalent hiraeth of
the poet:
It matters not how much singing or how much dancing there may be, says
Goronwy, my soul’s lament for Anglesey will not be silenced. Why for Anglesey?
1t is quite a commonplace and unromantic land, its bones protruding through its
flesh in many a place. It has no expansive, fertile valleys, or romantic dales, or
wide rivers, or high mountains. Why should the poet bruise his soul with hiraeth
Jor Anglesey? Ah! It was in Anglesey that he was born and raised, it was there
that his mother taught him to talk, it was there that the paths were which he had

walked as a child. And he had to leave Anglesey for Liverpool and London and



21

America without ever seeing his dear old country again, and hiraeth for it

remained a terrible bitterness in his soul. (P 50)

In contrast to this, Polk reveals that there are in Welsh literature, writers who have
been described as “advocates of anti-hiraeth.” (P 109) She notes that Wales had not been
impervious to the twent