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  Pan  fo’r    nos       yn   cau     amdanaf        a   does  un - man      i      mi  droi; 

When  this world seems   far   beyond me, and      I     have no   place   to   go; 

 

   Pan   fo’r    tŷ     yn      oer     a    distaw    a    does  un - lle    i   mi   ffoi: 

When   my   life seems cold and   empty and      I     feel I’m all   al - one: 

 

   Fe   ddaw cân    ‘nôl    o’r   gorffennol       at - af    fi’n     yr     oriau      mân, 

Then       a    song   that    I     remember   helps  to  ease my   troubled  mind, 

 

Al - aw  hen  yn     llawn     o hir - aeth   a   chaf   nerth     i    gar - io       ‘mla’n. 

And  I    feel  the  strength within    me   to  reach   out   just  one more      time. 

 

 

 

 

Os   oes  gen   i  gân  i’w     chanu    fe   wn  yn  siwr       y   bydd  popeth  yn   iawn, 

For   as   long as   I     have   music,   as long as  there’s  a   song   for me    to  sing,  

 

Fe dry’r  nos   yn    ddydd, caf   ail     gynnau     fflam fy  ffydd.  

 I    can  find  my   way,         I    can     see a      brighter   day. 

 

 Yn   sŵn   y   gân   fe   ddaw  fy    enaid      caeth yn  rhydd. 

The   mus-ic     in    my    life    will   set  my     spir  -  it       free! 

 

 

 

 Pan    fo’r   ffordd yn    hir      a    garw,     pan fydd fflam   fy  ffydd   yn   wan; 

When  the   road   is   dark and   lonely,   and    I       feel    I    want    to   cry; 

 

      A   phob      ton    bron iawn  a’m   bo - ddi,    fin - nau ‘mhell    o    gyrraedd   lan; 

When     the  dreams     I    keep    in - side  me   seem to     fade and     almost     die; 

 

   Fe  ddaw’r gân   i  go - di   nghalon   fel    yr   haul   drwy   cwmwl     du. 

Then      I        call   upon my      music,  and  it    helps     to    dry my    tears. 

 

  Fe  ddaw’r  gân     a    chodi   f’ysbryd,    a    chof – lei - dio   f’enaid     i. 

And       I      know that   I can    make it;   I’ll     go       on des - pite my  fears. 
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CODA (bar 61-63)  -   enaid   rhydd. 

                                       set it      free! 


