Horo, chan eil cadal orm

Horo, I can’t sleep

Traditional. Arranged by Frank Wooley.

A recurring theme in many languages - “Maids, when you’re young, never wed an old man.”
The girl laments she is unable to sleep, having been persuaded to marry an old man who lies
beside her, snoring, while the other youngsters in the town are out having a good time!

Seéist

Horo, chan eil cadal orm, chan eil m’ air’
air solas

Mo chulaibh ri ceol gaire on latha chaidh
mo phosadh

ri seann fhear ged ghabh mi e.

Rann1

Bha m’ athair is mo mhathair, ‘s mo
bhraithrean uile dednach

mo phosadh ris an t-seann fhear on bha
mi gann de storas

Horo, chan eil cadal orm

Rann 2

Nuair bhios cach sna bailtean a’ crathadh
an cuid bhuintean

bidh mise leis and t-seann fhear is srann
aig’ air mo chulaibh

Horo, chan eil cadal orm

Rann 3

Combhairl’ oirbhs’ a chaileagan an earail
seo na diultaibh

gun tair a dhean air oighear ged bhios a
sporan sumbhail

Horo, chan eil cadal orm
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Chorus

Horo, | am unable to sleep, | cannot think
of happiness

I have turned my back on laughter since
the day | was married

to an old man, although | accepted him.

Verse 1

My father, my mother and all my brothers
were willing

to have me married to the old fellow
because | had no wealth

Horo, | am unable to sleep

Verse 2

While others in the townships are
flaunting their nightgowns (dancing)

| lie with the old man as he snores behind
me

Horo, | am unable to sleep

Verse 3

My advice to you, young girls - Do not
disregard this caution -

is not to despise a young man however
tight his purse

Horo, | am unable to sleep
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