WORD FOR WORD /VERBATIM
Sari

In ‘Mind’ the conversation weaves/

As some spin lots of clothes (internal rhyme- gwau/rhai)

If it’s old ...

Says one, and yet death is second hand

Here, hanging on hangers

Slipping away –  the odd garment to the floor

Flesh releasing from bones.

But the day has a resurrection feel/atmosphere

As a carefree sari appears

Its flow (llanw) fullness pleats of sea amber

Which enveloped its hum around my feet;

It was waiting for you lovely,

Another comment on this anonymous island

Which collects idols around it.

Old or new life , its mirth

Her, the newly made sari and its quiet language

Which whispers in my hand. And as I leave

I hear /feel the steam of the iron in the back room

And the ironing startling the material;

Its appearance/complexion ready again

To uplift flesh as the silk, sings along

‘I am nameless, nameless will I be’

Without  the merest trace of a fine/thin needle.*
Menna Elfyn 
* Sari’s excellence is that it is needle-less.

SARI

Yn  ‘Mind’, mae’r sgwrs yn gwau

wrth i rywrai droelli dilladach,

‘If it’s old or new, it’s the same’

medd un, ac eto angau sy’n ail law

yma, wrth hongian ar hangars

gan ollwng ambell bilyn i’r llawr,

 cnawd yn llithro oddi ar esgyrn.

Ond naws atgyfodiad sydd i’r dydd

wrth i sari benrhydd ymddangos,

a’i llanw yn blygion o liw ambr y môr

gan amdroi ei si am fy nhraed;

‘It was waiting for you, lovely’,

sylw arall ar yr ynys anhysbys hon,

sy’n casglu eilunod o’i chwmpas.

Einioes hen a  newydd ei miri,

hyhi, y sari danlli a’i thawel iaith

 sy’n sisial yn fy llaw. Ac wrth adael, 

clywaf  stêm yr haearn  yn y stafell gefn

a’r stilo yn syfrdanu deunydd;

a’u pryd a’u gwedd, yn barod  eto

i sirioli cnawd wrth i’w sidan , suo ganu,

‘di-enw ydwyf, di-enw fyddaf’:

heb arnaf ôl yr un nodwydd fain.*
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* rhagoriaeth sari yw nad yw wedi ei gwnio

