Evan Evans, ‘Llys Ifor Hael [The Hall of Ifor Hael] (1779)

Evans’s Welsh poem addresses the ruins of the hall of Ifor Hael [Ifor the Generous], patron to medieval Welsh poet Dafydd ap Gwilym.

Welsh Original  (Evans Evans)


Llys Ifor hael, gwael yw’r gwedd, – yn garnau
mewn gwerni mae’n gorwedd;
drain ac ysgall mall a’i medd,
mieri lle bu mawredd.

Yno nid oes awenydd, – na beirddion,
na byrddau llawenydd,
nac aur yn ei magwyrydd,
na mael, na gŵr hael a’i rhydd.

I Ddafydd gelfydd ei gân – oer ofid
roi Ifor mewn graean;
mwy echrys fod ei lys lân
yn lleoedd i’r dylluan.

Er bri arglwyddi byr glod, – eu mawredd
a’u muriau sy’n darfod;
lle rhyfedd i falchedd fod
yw teiau ar y tywod.


[For Constantine’s original translation, see Evans and Fulton (eds), The Cambridge History of Welsh Literature (2019), Chap. 14]






English (adapted by Rhys Kaminski-Jones from translation by Mary-Ann Constantine)

The hall of Ifor Hael, ill-looking – in heaps
in the alder-groves it lies;
taken by brambles and the thistle’s curse,
briars where once was glory.

The muse is not there – no poets,
no tables of delight,
nor gold inside its precinct,
no profit, no generous giver.

For Dafydd skilful in song – cold grief,
putting Ifor into the earth;
more awful that his bright hall
is now a place for owls.

Though lords shine with transient glory,
their greatness and their walls end
Astonishing that pride should live
In houses on the sand.






