Cialoma

Amonini beddu beddu

(yalora, lora, lora)

Amonime Cu Maria

(yalora, lora, lora)

Farewell to our signoras,

(yalora, lora, lora)

and join us in the chorus

(yalora, lora, lora)

To pull upon the long oars,

(yalora, lora, lora)

that take us from our fair shores,

(yalora, lora, lora)

For weeks out if we're able,

(yalora, lora, lora)

to put food upon our table,

(yalora, lora, lora)

The fishing it is hard oh,

(yalora, lora, lora)

and the stormy waves and winds blow,

(yalora, lora, lora)

We'll leave her tight and trim now,

(yalora, lora, lora)

and bring the carrack in now,

(yalora, lora, lora)

We've sailed through wind and weather,

(yalora, lora, lora)

and brought her home together,

(yalora, lora, lora)

As we return on the tides,

(yalora, lora, lora)

wives welcome us to their sides,

(yalora, lora, lora)

Your smiles make our hearts swell,

(yalora, lora, lora)

No more shall we bid farewell,

(yalora, lora, lora)

No more shall we bid farewell,

(yalora, lora, lora)

(yalora, lora, lora)

(yalora, lora, lora)
