	A fhleasgaich òig bi furachail

Am bruadar seo am faoinsgeul e

No’m faod e a bhith fìor

Do gheallaidhean gun dichnicheadh tu

Airson òr no nì?

Cha tig, cha tig ath-sgeul dhomh air

Nan tigeadh b’èibhneach mi

Ach on chaidh t-snaidhm do sgaoileadh ort

Dhen t-saogh’l seo tha mi sgìth.

Bu daor bu daor a cheannaich mi

An sonas nach robh buan;

Nuair shaoil mi bhith aig caladh

Chaidh mo philleadh chun a’ chuain

Mo thruaigh mi! Ciod seo dh’fhairich mi

Nach d’aithnich thu na b’luaith?

‘S ann nuair rinn càch do spùinneadh bhuam

A dhùisg mi às mo shuain.

A fhleasgaich òig bi furachail

Aon earail gabh uam fèin

Na taobh ri tè bhios eireachdail

Mur aithne dhut a beus;

Ged gheibh thu’n coslas aingil i

Mas caileag i gun stèidh

Gun dean i’n tùs dhiot amadan

Is aithreachan na dhèidh.


	Young man be vigilant

This dream is a myth

Or could it be true

That you would forget your promises

For gold or anything else?

No re-telling of it will come to me

If it would, I would be happy

But since the knot has loosened

Of this world I am tired.

Dearly, dearly have I bought

Happiness that was not lasting

When I thought I was in harbour

I was returned into the ocean

How desolate am I! What did I feel

That you did not recognise more quickly?

It was when others robbed me of you

That I awoke from my sleep.

Young man, be vigilant

Take one warning from myself

Have nothing to do with one who is beautiful

If you do not know her character

Though she may appear like an angel

If she is a girl without principle

She will first of all make a fool of you

And then be repentant afterwards.




