Horo, tha mi fo smalan dheth

Horo, | am melancholy

Traditional. Lyrics by lain MacFadyen. Arranged by Mary Ann Kennedly.

The bard tells the story of his Old New Year celebrations, some of which are a bit of a blur. He
seems to have been led astray, enjoying a variety of island whiskies, before visiting the
statues in George Square! He begins to dance with them; seeing things and people that were
not there but the price is paid the following morning, with a monumental hangover.

Seist

Ho ro, tha mi fo smalan dheth

An t-uisge beatha chrean mi air
'S e Mac na Braiche fear nan car
'S gur ioma neach a mheallar leis.

Rann1

Innsidh mi san ealaidh dhuibh

A ghaoth a dh'fhag a' Challainn againn
Bhuail i direach cul mo chinn

S mi tighinn a nios an Gallowgate.

Rann 2

Thachair seann luchd eodlais

A bha ann san t-sraid aig Dedrsa rium

Is chaidh mi comhla riuth' air aocidheachd
Chionn's e daoine coir a bh' annt'.

Rann 3

Bha fear dhiu 's pige ban aige

Is shlaod e fhein an t-arcan as

Is dh'ol mi corrislan a' ghlainne
'N Tobar Mhoire thairngneadh e.

Rann 4

Dh'ol mi dha no tri dhiubh siud
Bha Muileach agus lleach agam
'S le cuideigin eile cd' riuth'
Cha robh 'n corr a dhith orm.

Rann 5

Thug mis an t-sraid an siud orm

Am measg na h-upraid iongantaich
Ach's eagal leam gu robh mi faicinn
Rudan nach robh idir ann.
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Chorus

Horo | am melancholy because of

The whisky that | consumed

The maltis the one that tricks

And many a man’s been deceived by it.

Verse 1

I’ll tell you in this song of

The wind that New Year’s day left with us
It hit me straight in the back of the head
When coming up from the Gallowgate

Verse 2

Old acquaintances met

That were in George Street with me
And | went visiting with them
Because they were decent people.

Verse 3

One of the had a pale pitcher

And he himself pulled the stop from it
And | drank more than the glassful

In Tobermory he was made/bottled.

Verse 4

| drank two or three of them

| had a Mull person and an Islay person
And another person with them

| wanted for nothing else.

Verse 5

| took to the street there
Amongst the surprising uproar
But I’'m afraid that | was seeing
Things that weren’t there at all.
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Rann 6

Thug mi George's Square orm

'S gu faicinn fhin a' Bhanrigh ann

Sir Cailean, 's Moore, 'siad fhein na
diulnaich

Dhuraichdinn am failteachadh.
Rann 7

Bha 'm Prionnsa's e ri sanntaireachd
Bha Burns e fhéin 's e canntaireachd
Ach co bha 'n siud gu h-ard air stob
Ach Walter Scott 's e dannsadh ris!

Rann 8

An lairne-mhaireach b' aithreach leam
Gach ni mar bha's mar thachair dhomh
Sgainteach mo chnamh bha siud burbail
'S mi air foirm an aithreachais.
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Verse 6

| went to George Square

To see for myself the queen there

Sir Colin and Moore, they themselves
heroes

| would venture to greet them

Verse 7

The prince himself was strolling
Burns himself was chanting

But who was that high up on a plinth
But Walter Scott dancing with him!

Verse 8

The next day | regretted
Everything that happened to me
My bones pained, that was brutal
And | full of regret.
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