Original

Pwy Sy’n Cofio Am Y Plant?

Pwy sy’n cofio am y plant,
pwy sy’n cofio cicio pêl,
pwy sy’n cofio am y llaeth,
pwy sy’n cofio am y mêl.

Pwy sy’n cofio am yr haul,
pwy sy’n cofio’r awyr las,
pwy sy’n cofio’r melon ddŵr
pwy sy’n cofio am ei flas.

Pwy sy’n cofio am y sêr,
pwy sy’n cofio lliw y lloer,
a phwy sy’n credo yn yr Haf
wrth i’r dyddiau droi yn oer.

Pwy sy’n cofio am y plant,
a’r diniwed yn y byd,
pwy sy’n cofio’r llinyn brau
sy’n ein dal ni oll ynghyd?

gan Casi Wyn





Direct Translation

Who Remembers The Children?

Who remembers the children,
who remembers kicking a ball,
who remembers the milk,
who remembers the honey.

Who remembers the sun,
who remembers the blue sky,
who remembers the watermelon
who remembers its taste.

Who remembers the stars,
who remembers the color of the moon,
and who believes in Summer
as the days turn cold.

Who remembers the children,
and the innocent in the world,
who remembers the fragile string
that holds us all together?

By Casi Wyn



My Version

Who Can Remember As Children?

Who remembers as children?
Playful days forever sunny,
Who remembers the warm milk?
Mixed with a teaspoon of honey.

Who remembers the golden sun,
Like a jewel in a sapphire sky,
Who remembers tasting watermelon? 
And its sweet sugary high. 

Who remembers wishing upon a star?
Looking up at the man in the moon? 
The longing for an endless summer, 
As Autumn arrives too soon. 

Who remembers the children?
The innocent world through their eyes?  
And like paper dolls the fragile string,
That bonds us with each bow that’s tied. 

Translated by Chereen Williams 

