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VERSE 1       GWERS 1 
Once upon a time I dared to dream    Pryz yw gyllyz pell, ow hunroez ’wren  
He came to me and loved me     Y tova dhymm ha’m kara    

as if I were a queen      ruvanes par dell ven    
Now days and weeks and years    Mez tremen hir an termyn    

mean nothing to me      ny vern dhymmo-vy    
Such a tragedy       Pana drajedi!      
Get out of my head nothing has changed   Avod mes a’m penn, nynz a tra yn-rag  
Not even the hands on the clock rearranged   Nazwedhow an klokk hogen yth ynz stag  
Go back where you came from I bid you farewell  Kildenn dhe’th le teythi;  re gyffi jy hwyth  
I hope you burn in hell     Yn ifarn leski bydh.     
 
CHORUS       BURDHEN 
If you can dance with me     Mar kyll’ta genev dons    
Nothing’s ever quite what it seems    Travyth ny hevel bonez gwir    
Dance with me      Genev dons      
In the castle of my broken dreams    Hunroez terryz yw ow hastell dir   
Like moths around a flame     Dehwelydh hwath yn-bann    
You just keep coming back again    Avel goedhanez tro an tan    
Whatever your motive may be    Ha kudhyz dha skilys kyn fonz   
Dance with me      Genev dons      
 
VERSE 2       GWERS 2 
Do you know how a broken heart feels?   Kolonn drogh, a wodhevydh hy fayn?  
Could you handle the pain     Pan ro tenkyz y hwaff,    
and the hand that fate deals?     ’yll’ta dyghtya an payn?    
Let me look at you now if I may    Gaz vy dhe’th welez, mar pleg   
And all that life has worn away    A wrug an bewnanz dha voz gwrekk?  
Get out of my hair go off and play    Avod mes a’m golz, ke-jy yn kerdh   
Look but don’t touch, her heart will betray   Mir mez na dav hy holonn dinerth.   
Go back where you came from I bid you farewell  Kildenn dhe’th le teythi, dha hunroez a vydh  
Your dreams can burn in hell     Yn ifarn leskys bydh.     
 
VERSE 3       GWERS 3 
Could there be a crueller fate     Eus tenkyz fella y’n byz oll    
than to make my baying public wait    Ez gwruthyl gortos ow folyers foll   
No sun upon my yellow skin     Ow kroghen velynhyz heb howl   
whilst I’m without him     Hebdho yw drog dowl.    
Get out of my house, it’s all just a game   Avod mes a’m chi, an gwari yw bras,   
Pocket by nature and Pocket by name   Poket dre hanow ha Poket dre nas;   
Go back where you came from I bid you farewell  Kildenn dhe’th le teythi, ow sianz a vydh  
I’d rather burn in hell      Yn ifarn leski bydh.     
 


