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(“The Making of a Poem” in R.S. Thomas Selected Prose, p.115.)
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The Word

A pen appeared, and the god said:
‘Write what it is to be
man.” And my hand hovered

long over the bare page,

until there, like footprints
of the lost traveller, letters
took shape on the page’s

blankness, and I spelled out

the word ‘lonely’. And my hand moved
to erase it ; but the voices
of all those waiting at life’s

window cried out loud: ‘It is true.’
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The Empty Church

They laid this stone trap

for him, enticing him with candles,

as though he would come like some huge moth
out of the darkness to beat there. |

Ah, he had burned himself

before in the human flame

and escaped, leaving the reason

torn. He will not come any more

to our lure. Why, then, do I kneel still
striking my prayers on a stone
heart? Is it in hope one

of them will ignite yet and throw

on its illumined walls the shadow

of someone greater than I can understand ?
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The Absence

It is this great absence
that is like a presence, that compels
me to address it without hope

of a reply. It is a room I enter

from which someone has just
gone, the vestibule for the arrival
of one who has not yet come.

I modernise the anachronism

of my language, but he is no more here
than before. Genes and molecules
have no more power to call

him up than the incense of the Hebrews

at their altars. My equations fail
as my words do. What resource have 1
other than the emptiness without him of my whole

being, a vacuum he may not abhor ?
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(1) R.S. Thomas, Selected Prose, edited by Sandra Anstey, Poetry Wales Press
(Mid Glamorgan), 1986.

(2) R.S. Thomas, Poems of R.S. Thomas, The University of Arkansas Press (Fayetteville),
1985.



