








6GRAHAME DAUIES

wyobon ni bDIM

(i gefnogi Ymgyrch Jiwbili 2000 i ddileu dyled y Trydedd Byd i wledydd cyfoethog y Gorllewin)

“Wyddon ni ddim.”
Dyna be’ ddywedan’ nhw,
yr Almaenwyr wedi'r rhyfel.

“Wyddon ni ddim,” meddan nhw.

“Mai i'w difa roedd yr Iddewon yn mynd.

Eu hail-sefydlu -

dyna a ddywedwyd wrthon ni fyddau’u tynged.”

Y miliynau’n diflannu fesul teuluy,
fesul trén o deuluoedd,

o bob heimat yn y Reich,

heb yr un neges fyth yn cyrraedd nél
i'w cyn-gymdogion o genedl-ddynion.

“Wyddon ni ddim”,

a hwythau”n meddiannu fflatiau gwag
Mrs Cohen dros y stryd,

Mr Abraham drws nesa’,

y teulu Rosenberg ‘lawr star.

“Wyddon ni ddim.”

A’u gwladwriaeth yn pesgi, yn chwyddo ar gasineb,
a ffieidd-dra’n ffrydio heb ‘run gair croes

o bosteri, o'r wasg, o'r sinemdu.

Ninnau, yn gyfiawn, ofynnwn nawr
i'r genhedlaeth benwyn benydiol,

y cwestiwn i'w didoli'n deidi

yn Schindler neu’'n Eichman

“Be wnaethoch chi i'w atal?”

Cwestiwn da.

Ond beth os gofynnir i ni,

yn benwynion y trydydd mileniwm,

gan ryw genhedlaeth lan-ei-chydwybod,

be’ wnaethon ni i'w atal, anfadrwydd ein hamser ni?
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Wel, wyddon ni ddim.

Wyddon ni ddim y gellid eu helpu

y sgerbydau ar y sgrin bob nos.
Roedd o i gyd mor bell - Affrica, Asia.
Be’ allswn ni fod wedi’u wneud?

Wyddon ni ddim.

Nid ni oedd yn gyfrifol,

ond eu llywodraethau di-drefn nhw,

yn llwgu eu pobl eu hunain.

Oedd o'n drist. Wrth gwrs oedd o'n drist.
Ond be’ fedran ni mewn difri’ ei wneud?
Pa les fuasai dagrau’n tosturi

yn anialwch annherfynol eu hanffawd?

Wyddon ni ddim.

le, roedden ni'n gyfforddus,

yn gyfoethog os mynnwch,

ond wyddwn ni ddim mai nhw oedd yn talu.

Wyddon ni ddim, bryd hynny,
am y caethion yng ngefynnau’r Gorllewin,
a slafiai i lenwi’r siopau a nwyddau rhad.

Wyddon ni ddim am ddolenni dyled

yn cadwyno cyfandiroedd.

“Gwledydd yn datblygu”

- dyna be’ ddywedwyd wrthon ni yr oedden nhw.

Wyddon ni ddim

am ein llog yn llindagu llwythau,

am ein husuriaeth yn ysu fforestydd glaw,
am y plant yn ad-dalu baich ein benthyciadau
&’u dagrau a’u boliau gwag.

Wir i chi.
Wir i chi.

Wyddon ni ddim.
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LANSIO LLYFR DATGANOLI YNG NGHWESTY'R PARC, CAERDYDD

I fynd i fewn rhaid ciwio yn y stryd

yn rhes hir amyneddgar fesul par,

ac yn y cyntedd hefyd mae nhw'n fflyd
yn neidr o uchelgais fyny’r star.

Ac 'nawr rhwydweithio, cyfarch, sgwrsio’n glén
a chwilio am gydnabod, ysgwyd llaw,

a’r llygaid chwim yn sganio’r dorf 4 gwén

am unrhywun defnyddiol a ddaw.

Ble roedd y rhain, prin ddeunaw mis yn 61?
Rhyw ugain yng Nghaerdydd a ddaeth ynghyd,
i herio gormoes gyda’u gobaith ffol

y gall rhyw ddymaid ffyddlon newid byd.
Mae'n rhyfedd fain o Gymry sy’'n y wlad

a faint o arwyr sy’ 'na wedi’r gad.
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ALUND HUGHES

SIGRING ON
(Pontypridd Labour Exchange, old skating rink, 1938. A true story)

Tom Thomas stands by St Catherine’s steps,

a quire of Daily Worker still to sell.

At the altar Shilton Evans sees heaeven

while the headlines scream loud of Hitler’s hell.

Where once carefree skaters pirouetted

silent supplicants shuffle on toward

abstracted clerks who, with eyes averted,

dole out the slow, hungry week’s scant reward.

Abject admission of endless irrelevance,
quizzed, investigated, scrutinised, means tested,
charitably, solemnly, grudgingly sanctioned,
sadly, slowly signed and hopelessly attested.

Leaving, my butty smiles at me

and drops, stone dead in the gutter.
From his hand sixteen bright shillings
spell out: guns come before butter.

57



6 ARY L

CITY I BLOOM

Fair play

he could see beyond the plastic bags

and the shopping trolley

and the scorch marks

made by the burnt-out car.

They swirl across the pavement

like abstract art.

“It’s part of City in Bloom,” he says,
indicating he would like to build a wall

to provide some shade for a rhododendron
and have coroneaster, bearded iris and witch hazel;
and hollies and dogwood for berries;

and campanulas to hug the ground.

He talks up the transformation.

“Mixed beds,” he says,

leading against the wall of the nearest garden.
He stares into it

at the patch of bare earth,

at the used syringe,

at the used condom,

at the stolen credit card

that is plunged into the soil,

it lists like a wreck.

“Mixed beds,” he says.
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SELWYN PRITCHARD

NIGHTON A BEAR MARRET

Dushka, you speak my language,
the lingua franca, d’accord?
A New World Order, nicht wahr?

Okay, while you do that, I'll
talk. The Cold War’s over; credit’s
unfrozen; but liquidity’s

a problem? The solution?
Like the good book says,
‘Everything has its season...

and price”: that’s Democracy,
and when I say ‘Democracy’
I mean business: cheques

and balances. Vote in the ‘Outs’,
vote out the ‘Ins’? Get screwed!
That’s freedom, free enterprise.

It's human nature! Up and down,
boom and slump. Wow, you Russians
sure like caviare! Okay, so you

rent me an orifice but, Dushka,
I'm in the market for babies, right?
Top dollar for good Caucasian stock.

And I need agents with access for

the New World Bankers’ Order, Ja?
Da? Oui? Si? Right? Jolly good.
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LOSTIN THE SUPERMARRET

When we saw everything

we wanted it

but there were chemicals in the food chain
and acid in the rain and

no party at the end of this universe only

a black hole and us -

lost in a supermarket.

Memories speed between shelves
agonies crowd behind soup cans

and we are hemmed and closeted in
without desire

the stuff of preaching and pornography
food for the serial killers

fashioned into the images of male erotica
in the bondage of High Heels

at the whim of body language

lost among the supermarket shelves
among cans of baked beans and peas
expecting to find enlightenment among the frozen
beefburgers and tortured lambs low calorie mayonnaises
we look for salvation
creatures not creators
fashioned for the desires of men
a lost generation of cooks and cleaners
who live to shop
lost among our plastic bags and once-in-a-lifetime offers
pulled by prams and other people’s lives
at the mercy of our fathers then our freezers
we - who have a problem that can
only be cured by freedom
with no way out.
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JOSEPH CLANCEY

FIELD OF CORN

Here in Dublin, Ohio, between

tracts of restaurants and office buildings,
this green field’s stringent rows arrest
the casual eye.

White, dead white. Not headstones,
gigantic ears of corn,

fabricated ripe and shucked, implanted
where once a farmer sowed.

Installation, suburban elegy,
artificial crop, unstirred

by wind and rain, awaiting
no harvest festival.

Black on white, two crows alight
upon a six-foot concrete ear.
They fly away. I am a lilliputian scarecrow

amid the alien corn.
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6 REG HILL

REMEMBRANCE GARDEN, DUBLIN

Bullets made this, not flowers - and what grows
in its soil are martyrs;

their sacrifice its hedges

red with blood, though green , it is.

From the Welsh of Gerallt Lloyd Owen




CONTARIBUTUORSS

GILL BRIGHTMORE - lives and works in Cardiff. Hopes to write more.
Currently working on a collection of short stories “The Blue Decade”.

PHIL CARRADICE - headmaster of the Headlands School, Penarth. Storywriter
and poet who takes many workshops throughout Wales.

MIKE CHURCH - lives in Nantgarw and teaches in a comp. Children’s clown,
juggler and regular performer with RPS.

JOSEPH CLANCY - hails from New York. Renowned translator of Welsh poetry
as well as a poet himself. Lives in Aberystwyth.

GRAHAME DAVIES - comes from Wrecsam. Works for BBC Digital on-line
service. His latest book of poetry is “Adennill Tir” (Barddas), which features
many poems about Merthyr Tudful, where he used to live and work.

JOHN DAVIES - driving instructor and another regular performer at our
events. Not to be confused with John Davies of Prestatyn, who appeared in sev-
eral of our previous issues.

PETER FINCH - works for the Academi in Cardiff. His latest book of poems is
“Useful” (Seren).

RAB FULTON - works for the Youth Hostel Association in Libanus. Involved a
great deal in civil rights work in his native Scotland. These poems are from his
pamphlet “Lyrical”.

BILL GABB - born New Tredegar, where he still lives. Worked as a builder for
35 years. President of New Tredegar Chairmobile Fund, a charity raising money
for people needing electric mobile chairs.

PETER GRUFFYDD - actor and campaigner. A rare talent who still isn't suffi-
ciently recognised in Wales (to our shame). Recently “did a spell” as writer-in-
residence at a top-security prison.

GREG HILL - poet and translator from Welsh. Lives near Aberystwyth and
works in the further education college at Llanbadarn.

ALUN HUGHES - writes poetry in both Welsh and English. Born in Pontlottyn,
lived in Pontypridd for many years. Life-long activist in many parties and move-
ments. Now a full-time writer of “obscure books... and political poems.”

MIKE JENKINS - “The Merthyr Slap’ead”. Stlll learnmg Welsh and supporting
the Bluebirds after all these years.

MARC JONES - journalist and activist. Also co-editor of this esteemed mag.
Any typos, he’s to blome!

PATRICK JONES - two of his plays have been performed recently at the
Sherman Theatre: “Everything Must Go” and “Unprotected Sex” with music
from James Dean Bradfield of the Manis. This poem is on his CD
“Commemoration of Amnesia”, which has backing from most of our top bands.
VIC JONES - a member of Red Poets exiled in deepest Surrey. Making a wel-
come debut here.
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CONTRIBUTUORS

RAY JOSEPH - singer and door-to-door poet who lives in Penrhys, Rhondda. A
fine performer of his work at our events, often accompanied by his band.
PHIL KNIGHT - SWP activist from Neath. Has has a number of poems pub-
lished in Y Faner Goch, newspaper of Cymru Goch - the Welsh Socialists.
GARY LEY - works as a sculptor’s technician in Swansea. His novel “Taking
Ronnije to the Pictures” was published by Seren. He’s working on another about
Peru.
ROBERT MINHINNICK - editor of “Poetry Wales”. Environmental activist
whose “Selected Poems” came out last years from Carcanet.
ANDREW POOLMAN - lives in Merthyr and runs his own craft business, pro-
ducing cards and T-shirts. First time in Red Poets for him.
SELWYN PRITCHARD - lives in Australia. Recently worked in Coleg Harlech
for a year and organised a poetry festival there.
ARNOLD RATTENBURY - North WalesCND activist. A new Red Poet.
PETER READ - works for a charity to combat homelessness. A tireless per-
former and organiser of events. Co-founder of poetry mag “Roundyhouse”.
ALUN REES - The Western Mail’s top sports columnist and a regular in Red
Poets. One of the many Cymru Goch members included here.
LLOYD REES - novelist and poet from Swansea. His most recent novel is “The
Show Me State” (Seren).
TIM RICHARDS - editor of Y Faner Goch. A law lecturer who stood for the
United Socialists in both Assembly and local council elections.
LLOYD ROBSON - Animated performer of his work who has produced a num-
ber of pamphlets, including “letter to sissi”. Lives in Cardiff.
BRIAN SMITH - lives in Pontardawe. Like Peter Read, a co-founder of excel-
lent new mag “Roundyhouse”.
GRAHAM THOMAS - makes a welcome return. Lives in Abertileri and is
another poet who deserves far more recognition.
IRENE THOMAS - native of Ebbw Vale, although she has now moved down
valley. An excellent performer of her work.
CARYL WARD - poet and storywriter from Pencoed. The poem arises from an
extended visit to Cuba last year.
HERBERT WILLIAMS - First novel “A severe case of dandruff” was published
recently by Gomer. Born in Aberystwyth where he has now returned to live.
MERRYN WILLIAMS - lives in Bedford where she edits the mag “The
Interpreter’s House” #
RIFF WILLIAMS - singer-songwriter with the Little Miracle, who have sup-
ported Red Poets in many benefits. One of Wales’s great, but sadly neglected,
talents.
PENNY WINDSOR - lives in the Amman Valley. These poems form part of
“The Fugitive Five”.
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