
The Rime of the Hillworn Sherpas 
 
Part I 
 
It is the hill-worn Sherpas, 
And they stoppeth one of three 
‘By thy stubbly faces and glittering 
eyes, 
Now wherefore stopp’st thou me? 
 
The bridegroom's doors are opened 
wide, 
And I am next of kin; 
The guests are met, the feast is set: 
Mayst hear the merry din.’ 
 
He holds him with his skinny hand, 
“There was a hill,” quoth Sherpa B. 
‘Hold off! Unhand me, ginger loon!’ 
Efstoons his hands dropped he. 
 
They hold him with their glittering 
eyes – 
The Wedding-Guest stood still, 
And listens like a three years’ child: 
The Sherpas hath his will. 
 
The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone: 
He cannot choose but hear; 
And thus spake on those hillw0rn 
men, 
The bright-eyed Sherpas here. 
 
“The car was parked, the farm was 
cleared, 
Merrily climb we did; 
Above the fields, onto the hill, 
Below the Western Ridge. 
 
The sun was up upon the right, 
Across the hills came he! 
But’s power bereft: upon our left 
No brightness could we see. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
Higher and higher now did we climb, 
The birds sang distant tunes –” 
The Wedding-Guest here beat his 
breast, 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 
 
The bride hath paced into the hall, 
Red as a rose is she; 
Nodding their heads before her goes 
The merry minstrelsy. 
 
The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 
Yet he cannot choose but hear; 
And thus spake on those ancient men, 
The bright-eyed Sherpas here. 
 
“And now the cloud-base closed in, he 
Was tyrannous and strong: 
He struck with his o’ertaking wings, 
And chased us east along. 
 
And now there came both rock and 
heather, 
And it grew wondrous wild: 
And rocks, head-high, we passed right 
by, 
As grey as one defiled. 
 
And through the mist the eerie ‘scape 
Did send a dismal sheen: 
Nor lines of path nor routes we ken – 
The heather was all between. 



The heather here, the heather there, 
The heather all around: 
The path did vanish, appear, then 
vanish; 
Deceit was in this ground! 
 
At length we did come ‘cross some 
Grouse, 
Thorough the fog they came; 
As they had been some Christian 
souls, 
We hailed them in God’s name. 
 
And on we climbed, though oft at 
times, 
We lost our precious way. 
Till soon we ‘proached the vast West 
Ridge, 
On whence our on-route lay.” 
 

 
 
Part II 
 
‘Fear not, souls’, quoth the ancient 
runes, 
‘A secret path exists. 
Look ye for the rock-upon-a-rock, 
To lead thee through the mists’. 
 
“We found the rock, then lost the 
path, 
Then found the path, then climbed the 
ridge. 
We felt the first that ever burst, 
Into that place (save the odd midge). 
 
 
 

Hour after hour, hour after hour, 
We walked – all breath and motion; 
In full flight, as a ship in sail 
Upon a windswept ocean. 
 
Heather, heather, every where, 
And all the paths did shrink; 
Heather, heather, every where, 
The name, too, made us think…. 
 
We reached the top of Rhinog Fawr, 
Though all was cloth’d in mist. 
The hipflask raised to our dear wives, 
(We might have got quite pissed). 
 
Then down and down, and down yet 
more, 
Till finally we rounded 
A rocky cliff; then Roman Steps upon 
We found us grounded.” 
 
 
Part III 
 
“There passed a weary time. Our 
throats 
Were parched, and glazed each eye. 
A weary time! A weary time! 
Then rose our weary hinds – 
And looking northward we beheld 
The monstrous Celtic Badlands. 
 
The onward route was all a mess, 
Of rock and grass and heather, 
Almost on the edge of sight 
The end of this endeavour, 
At whence the vast sweep met upon 
The pass between the heather. 
 
And straight the sun was flecked 
with cloud, 
(‘Heaven’s Mother send us grace!’) 
As if through hell the Badlands now 
Did peer with broad and burning 
face. 



‘Alas!’ (thought we, and our hearts 
beat loud) 
‘How vast she doth appear! 
The game is done! She’s won! She’s 
won!’ 
We were awash with fear.” 
 
 
Part IV 
 
‘I fear thee, hill-worn Sherpas! 
I fear these dreadful lands! 
And thou art long, and lank, and 
brown, 
As art thine hill-ribbed hands. 
 
I fear thee and thy glittering eyes, 
And thy powerful hands, so brown.’– 
“Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-
Guest! 
These bodies dropped not down. 
 
Alone, alone, all, all alone, 
Alone on a wide wide sea! 
And never a saint took pity on 
Our limbs in agony. 
 
The many rocks, so beautiful! 
Through them we both did flee; 
And a thousand thousand heather 
flowers 
Lived on; and so did we. 
 
We looked upon this nightmare scene, 
And drew our eyes away; 
We looked upon our GPS, 
To find the onward way. 
 
We moved along, from rocky scene, 
To rocky scene beyond. 
And all the time we kept our hope 
Of reaching Pryfed’s Pond. 
 
Great canyons now did cleft our way: 
Across them we did hack. 
And onward, onward, ever on 
Too far now to turn back. 

 
 
Part V 
 
“Our legs were tired, our throats were 
dry, 
Our lungs were all a-queer; 
Sure we had walked this in our 
dreams, 
But still our minds did fear. 
 
But soon we saw a strip of blue: 
The Lake! (we were quite near), 
And with its sight we shook our 
frames, 
That were so thin and sere. 
 
We Sherpas now burst into life, 
The nearing pass was all! 
To and fro we hurried about, 
And to and fro, and in and out, 
To find way o’er a wall. 
 
The coming pass did draw more close, 
Our legs did lurch like gusting sedge; 
We poured down from the hill’s great 
flank; 
Our hunger at its edge. 
 
The Celtic Badlands now were beat, 
And fate was on our side: 
Like waters shot from some high crag, 
We fell upon our lunch, and sat 
Upon the pass, so fine and wide. 



Part VI 
 
The Celtic Badlands now were beat, 
Yet valiant we now moved on! 
All steeply up a rock path 
Our poor legs gave a dreadful moan. 
 
They groaned, they ached, they 
argued much, 
But press on up we did; 
It had been strange, even in a dream, 
To feel them climb up Clip. 
 
The path turned right, we moved both 
on; 
And never a breeze up blew; 
The Sherpas all ‘gan work the route, 
Where we were wont to do; 
We moved our limbs like lifeless tools- 
We were a ghastly crew.” 
 
‘I fear thee, ancient Sherpas!’ 
“Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest! 
‘Twas not those legs which died in 
pain, 
Life to their corses came again, 
For lunch was coming next: 
 
Then Llyn Ddu reached – we threw 
down rocks 
Which rippled round the lake; 
Sweet sounds rose slowly from the 
sploosh, 
And weariness from our souls did 
make. 
 
Around, around, flew fighter jets, 
Then darted into the sun; 
We sat for lunch down by the lake, 
And munched, while stones were 
flung. 
 
Quietly then, we wandered on, 
To climb great Ysgyfarnogod; 
Slowly and painf’lly went our way, 
And made it to the top. 
 

 
 
Swiftly, swiftly on we flew. 
Yet went us softly too: 
Sweetly claiming Penolau 
And all alone here too. 
 
‘Oh! Dream of joy! Is this indeed 
The last peak yon we see? 
Is this the hill? Is this the end? 
Of the Rhinog country?’ 
 
We drifted right o’er Dyfwyss North. 
And we, with sobs, did pray –  
‘The endless beauty of this place! 
Might we walk here alway?’ 
 
The final peak, Gyrafolen, 
So smoothly it was strewn! 
And in the late-day sun it lay, 
We would be home e’er soon.” 
 
 
Part VII 
 
“The road came near, yet we had 
worked 
A massive toiled descent! 
Those fields that were so rich and 
fair, 
Our tired legs did rent.” 
 
‘Strange, by my faith!’ the sheep did 
say –  
‘They have but little cheer! 
Their frames looked warped, and see 
those legs, 
How thin they are and sere! 
I never saw aught like to them, 
Unless perchance it were 
 



Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
Our forest-brook along; 
When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf 
below, 
That eats the she-wolf’s young.’ 
 
“And now, all in our own country, 
We stood firm by the car: 
‘We came, we saw, we kicked its ass, 
Now get us to the bar!’” 
 
 
Part VIII 
 
“‘O serve us, serve us, barwoman!’ 
The wench did cross her brow – 
‘Say quick,’ quoth she ‘I bid thee say – 
What manner of men art thou?’ 
 
‘We pass, like night, from hill to hill; 
We have strange right of way;’ 
That moment that our looks she see, 
She knows then men must be in need: 
Of two enormous steaks. 
 
What loud uproar bursts from that 
door! 
The wedding-guests are there: 
But in the garden-bower the bride 
And bride-maids singing are; 
And hark the little vesper bell, 
Which biddeth me to prayer! 

O Wedding-Guest! these souls hath 
been 
Alone on a wide mountain sea: 
So lonely 'twas, that God himself 
Scarce seemed there to be. 
 
O sweeter than the marriage-feast, 
'Tis sweeter far to me, 
To walk together to the kirk 
With a goodly company! –  
 
Farewell, farewell! but this we tell 
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest! 
He prayeth well, who loveth well 
Both rock and heather best. 
 
He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All hills both great and small; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all.” 
 
The Sherpas, whose eyes are so bright, 
Whose beards with age are hoar, 
Are gone; and now the Wedding-
Guest 
Turned from the bridegroom's door. 
 
He went like one that hath been 
stunned, 
And is of sense forlorn: 
A sadder and a wiser man 
He rose the morrow morn. 

 


