
Cadal cha dèan mi 
Trad. 

This is another example of a well known Gaelic love song, with many different versions that are 
still often sung. This particular arrangement contains a mixture of Joy’s favourite verses of this 
tragic song, telling the story of a woman who lost her love, when he was drowned at sea. She 
describes climbing Càrn Bàn to see the Point of Stoer, from which her lover's ship sailed and how 
he saved the other sailors when their boat hit the rocks.

Cadal cha dèan mi,      
Sùgradh cha dèan mise;     
Nochd chan fhaigh mi tàmh,     
'S gun mo ghràdh a’ tighinn.   

Cha b' ann dubh no ruadh,     
A bha luaidh mo chridhe.     
'S ann a bha thu bàn,  
Fear a sgàin mo chridhe.  

Sgrìobhadair le peann,     
Leabhradair nan duilleag,     
Maraiche nan tonn,      
Chuireadh long gu siubhal.    . 

Dhìrich mi cnoc àrd,      
Fhuair mi àite suidh ann.      
Timcheall Rudha Stòir,     
Far an seòl na luingean.    

Bhuail i air an tràigh,    
Far am fàs an duileasg.     
Leum thu mach a ghràidh, 
Is shàbhail thu iad uile. 

Bha mi 'n uiridh slàn,   
Tha mi 'm bliadhna briste.     
Am bàta air an tràigh,     
'S i na mìle bioran.   

Chuala mise sgeul,     
A thug deur bhom chridhe.   
Thu bhith falbh a-null,    
'S gun do dhùil ri tilleadh.  

Cadal cha dèan mi,    
Sùgradh cha dean mise;     
'Nochd cha'n fhaigh mi tàmh,   
'S gun mo ghràdh a’ tighinn.    

Sleep evades me, 
And I am far from merry; 

Tonight I won't find peace, 
For my sweetheart comes not to me. 

It was not dark nor red hair, 
That my darling had. 

He was fair, 
The one who broke my heart.  

Writer with a pen, 
 Author of the pages,   

Mariner of the high seas, 
He could speed a ship to sailing. 

I climbed a high hill, 
And found a place to sit there. 

Round the Point of Storr, 
Where sail the big ships. 

She struck upon the beach, 
Where the dulce grows. 

You leaped out my darling, 
And saved them all. 

Last year I was healthy, 
But this year I am broken. 

  My love's ship is on the shore, 
  In a thousand pieces. 

  I heard a story, 
  That brought tears from my heart. 

 You going away, 
  Without expecting to return. 

   Sleep comes not to me, 
  And I am far from merry; 

 Tonight I won't find peace, 
For my sweetheart comes not to me.
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