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9. If recollecting were forgetting

If recollecting were forgetting,
Then I remember not,

And if forgetting, recollecting,
How near I had forgot,

And if to miss, were merry,
And to mourn, were gay,

How very blithe the fingers
That gathered this, today!
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9. Si recordar fos oblidar

Si recordar fos oblidar,
aleshores no recordaria,

i si oblidar fos recordar,
gairebé me n’hauria oblidat.
I si enyorar fos alegria

i lamentar fos una diversid,
que felicos els dits

que avui han recollit aixo!
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r2. I had a guinea golden —

I had a guinea golden —

I lost it in the sand —

And tho’ the sum was simple
And pounds were in the land —
Still, had it such a value

Unto my frugal eye —

That when I could not find it —
I sat me down to sigh.

I had a crimson Robin —

Who sang full many a day

But when the woods were painted —
He — too — did fly away —

Time brought me other Robins —
Their ballads were the same —

Still, for my missing Troubadour

I kept the «house at hame».

I had a star in heaven —

One «Pleiad» was its name —
And when I was not heeding,

It wandered from the same —
And tho’ the skies are crowded —
And all the night ashine —

I do not care about it —

Since none of them are mine —
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r2. Jo tenia una guinea daurada

Jo tenia una guinea daurada,

a la sorra la vaig extraviar,

i encara que la suma era simple
i de lliures n’hi havia més,

era tan valuosa

per al meu ull frugal

que en veure que no la trobaria

em vaig asseure a sospirar.

Jo tenia un Pit-roig escarlata

que cantava el dia sencer,

perd quan s’acoloriren els boscos

ell se’n va anar també.

El Temps uns altres Pit-roigs em duia,
cantaven les mateixes cangons,

perd per al Trobador que enyorava

jo mantenia «la casa a punt».

Dalt del cel tenia una estrella,
«Pleiade» era el seu nom,

1 quan no me la mirava

es va escapar de tothom.

I encara que els cels so6n plens
i brillen tota la nit,

a mi tant se me’'n déna

perque cap no em pertany a mi.
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My story has a moral —

I have a missing friend —
«Pleiad» it’s name — and Robin —
And guinea in the sand —
And when this mournful ditty
Accompanied with tear —
Shall meet the eye of traitor
In country far from here —
Grant that repentance solemn
May seize opon his mind —
And he no consolation

Beneath the sun may find.
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Té una moral la meva historia:
una amiga se’'m perdé

que «Pleiade» i Pit-roig es deia

i una guinea a la sorra també,

1 quan aquesta trista cangoneta
acompanyada de llagrimes

es trobi amb els ulls de la traidora
en un pafs molt llunya,

que s’asseguri que una recanga
solemne s’apoderi del seu pensament,
i que ell sota el sol no trobi

consol en cap moment.
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17.

It’s all I have to bring today —

It’s all T have to bring today —

This, and my heart beside —

This, and my heart, and all the fields —
And all the meadows wide —

Be sure you count — sh’d I forget

Some one the sum could tell —

This, and my heart, and all the Bees
Which in the Clover dwell.
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17. Aixo és tot el que avui puc portar

Aix0 és tot el que avui puc portar,
aix0 i el meu cor al costat,

aixo i el meu cor i tots els camps

i 'amplada de tots els prats.
Assegura’t que comptes —si m’oblidés
d’algd, la suma ho podria explicar—
aix0 i el meu cor i totes les Abelles

que en el Trevol tenen la llar.
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21. The Gentian weaves her fringes —

The Gentian weaves her fringes —
The Maple’s loom is red —
My departing blossoms

Obviate parade.
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>1. La Genciana teixeix les vores

La Genciana teixeix les vores,
és vermell el teler de I’Aur6.
Les meves flors que es marceixen

eviten l'ostentacid.
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