Yn jim dream

(Patese ‘Lucky girls’ yn Myningels)

Foar Ruben
And he dances with all the ladies

   When all the ladies like to dance

One at the time

   Of course

Who are you

   All people call

You called too

Well, I tell

   You a little story

About a farmer

   Letting go

He snapped out of my mouth

   Before I heard him

Man o man, a whole day

   Like an old age

Without soft soap

In the ginning I thought

   You could trust each

Farmer, but only the real ones you can trust

It is not a pity

   It is the real reality

Whatever that may be

But, if you like to please

   And you are a farmer,

One of a kind, no matter

   If you are the angry fool

Who snapped out of my mouth in the ginning,

   You always can dance with all the ladies

When all the ladies like to dance

   Who ever she may be

