	Yr Haf

Gwae ni, hil eiddil Addaf,
Fordwy rhad, fyrred yr haf.
Rho Duw, gwir mae dihiraf,
Rhag ei ddarfod, dyfod haf,
A llednais wybr ehwybraf,
A llawen haul a'i lliw'n haf,
Ac awyr erwyr araf,
A'r byd yn hyfryd yn haf.
Cnwd da iawn, cnawd dianaf,
O'r ddaear hen a ddaw'r haf.
I dyfu, glasu glwysaf,
Dail ar goed y rhoed yr haf,
A gweled, modd y chwarddaf,
Gwallt ar ben hoywfedwen haf.
Paradwys, iddo prydaf,
Pwy ni chwardd pan fo hardd haf?
Glud anianol y molaf;
Glwysfodd—wi o'r rhodd!—yw'r haf.


Dafydd ap Gwilym


Google Translate:

The Summer

Woe to us, Adhad's frail race,
Cheap Ford, short summer.
God bless , it's true,
4 Before it ends, summer comes,
And I spread the brightest wind,
And happy sun and its color is summer,
And the sky is slow,
8 And the world is beautiful in summer.
Very good crop, unharmed flesh,
From the old earth comes summer.
To grow, grow fairer,
12 Leaves on the trees of the summer tree,
And see, how I laugh,
Hair on top of summer gay birch.
Paradise, to him when,
16 Who doesn't laugh when summer is beautiful?
Natural glue I praise;
Summer has arrived—yes from the gift!—is.



My Translation 

Summer

Woe to us, Summers’ frail race,
Shortchanged, short summer.
God bless [us?], it's true,
Before it comes, summer ends,
And the Autumn wind blows.
In Summer the [bright] sun is joyful and its colour is bright,
The sky is slow,
And the world is beautiful in summer.	Comment by Paul Wright: Without the rhyme (haf) does the repetition of summer work? Maybe positioning it t end of line(s)?
Fruitful crop, abundance of life,
From the old earth comes summer.
Plants that grow, grow fairer,
Luscious leaves of the summer tree,
And see, how I smile,
From under the shade of a contented birch-
There is no place I would rather be.
Who doesn't beam when summer is this beautiful?
Mother nature I praise- 
For the gift of Summer.


