Vihuela in A

Esta montana d'enfrente

This mountain in front of me is on fire and burning.
There I sought my love: I sit down and weep.

Flowering tree that [ keep in my garden,
that I grew and nurtured; others now enjoy it.

I would discover secrets, secrets of my life.
I would have the sky for paper, the sea I would have for ink.

The trees for a pen to write of my ills.

No-one knows of my sorrow, neither strangers nor kin.

Anon

Jewish Sephardic
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