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Marknadsminne, accordeon, gitarr, bas,

Nir sommarmolnen vinds i gratt, piano, bas,

En fransman i Stockholm, gizarr, harpa
Vart sista café, fiol, bas, accordeon

Mitt skepp, flojt, gitarr, bas

S4j vad ni vill, piano, bas,

Belgrano, fiol, bas, gitarr, accord
Desertoren, piano

Si drémmaren kommer hir, barpa, gitarr
Vilsna faglar, fiol, bas, gitarr, accord
Snurra min jord, piano

Vad blev alla vinner av, piano,

En géang, fiol, bas, accordeon

Natten, flojt, gitarr, bas

Pa nytt, fiol, bas, gitarr, accord

Aria, fiol, bas, accordeon

Norrbro, flojz, gitarr, bas
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Market memory, accordion, guitar and bass

When the summer clouds turn gray, piano and bass

A Frenchman in Stockholm, guitar and harp
Our last cafe, accordion, violin and bass

My ship, flute, guitar and bass

Say what you want, piano and bass

Belgrano, accordion, violin, guitar and bass
The deserter, piano

See, the Dreamer comes here, harp and guitar
Lost birds, accordion, violin, guitar and bass
Spin my earth, piano

What happened to all the friends, piano and bass
Once, accordion, violin and bass

The night, flute, guitar and bass

Again, accordion, violin, guitar and bass

Aria, accordion, violin and bass

Norrbro, flute, guitar and bass
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Forssell singtexter

1. Marknadsminne

Efter marknaden dr glidjen slut och alla
stand dr tomma.

Forut var det larm, nu dr det tyst.
Clownen, var ir han nu?

Och utroparen, som erbjod mej all viirldens
hirlighet?

Jag vet inte. Titta dér i morkret stir en
overgiven karusell!

Kanske sjunger den. .. for mej....sihdr

Gungan gar upp! - och ned

Sitt nu upp far du dka med
Stjarnorna dansar kring

Liksom vi i ett nott ingenting
Marknadens sing ir slut

Och det dr som det var forut
Gungan gar ned — och vi

Lingtar upp allt som gatt oss forbi

Jag hor r6ster, som ropar ut-
Allt ar nu silt, allt 4r nu slut
Allt sale. .. allt slut!

Men hit med morkret drar
Nigra toner fran det som var

Forssell lyrics

1. Market memory

After the market, the fun is over and all the
stalls are empty.

Now it is quiet, before there was much sound.
The clown, where is he now?

And the announcer, who offered me all the glory
of the world?

[ don’t know. Look there in the darkness there is
an abandoned merry-go-round!

Maybe it sings... to me....like this

The swing is going up! - and down

Now sit up, you can go along

The stars dance around

Like us in a worn nothing

Finished is the market song

And it is as it was before

The swing goes down — and so do we
Catching up on everything that has passed
us by

I hear voices calling out-

Everything is now sold, everything now gone.

All sold... all sold out!

But here with the darkness draws
Some tones from what was




Hor du ett positiv
Och det liv som det blaser till liv

Kop allt du vill ha, ta nu for dej, det gir bra
Gor fynd! Drom vad du vill! For alle dr dite

och allt finns till..

Det dr bara en ging som din drom sjunger

rent
Och sen 4r det for sent, och din lingtan

blir lang

Uppat i evighet

stiger smattret frdn en trumpet
Ré6d dr din rymdraket,

och en trumvirvel allt det du vet..
Sé lat dig svdva nu!

Det finns ingen sa rik som du
Gungan gar upp! — och den

Kanske aldrig gar nerat igen!

Nej, jag dromde, Alle 4r som forr
Natten har stingt drommarnas dorr..

Allt- blir- som -forr

Do you hear a positive
And the life it breathes into life

Buy all you want, take it now for yourself,
it’s going well. Make bargains! Dream what
you want! Because everything is yours and

everything is there ....

It is only once that your dream sings
clean

And then it’s too late, and your desire
becomes long

Up forever

rises the clatter of a trumpet

Red is your space rocket,

and a drum roll all that you know..
So let yourself float now!

There is no one as rich as you

The swing is going up! — and it
May never go down again!

No, I dreamed, Everything is as before
The night has closed the dreams'door
Everything-will-be-as-before




Gungan gar upp! — och ned.

Och vi méste ju dka med

Stjarnorna dansar kring, liksom vi i ett nott
ingenting

2. Nir sommarmolnen vinds i gratt
Nir sommarmolnen vinds i gritt

Och medvinden vinder sej

Den dagen nir vinterns kold tar i for hart

Vibrerar du i mej.

Nir jag forlorar allt jag facc

Och folk bara ger mej nej

Och nir allt det som var latt

Blir tungt och svért

Vibrerar du i mej.

Ja, jag minns ditt hjirtas fjiril
Och minns ljungens doft i ditt har

Jag minns dagarna i ditt 6gas skogstjirn
Och sen din kropp som skilvde av var
Ma sen de kloka sija nej

Att kirleken tar alltid fel

P3 trots mot klokheten som vill oss vil

The swing is going up! — and down.

And we have to go along

The stars dance around, like us in a worn
nothingness

2. When the summer clouds turn gray
When the summer clouds turn gray

And the tailwind turns

When the cold winter hits the hard will be
the day

You vibrate in me.

When [ lose everything I got

And people just say ney

And when all that was easy

Gets heavy and difhcult

You vibrate in me

Yes, I remember the butterfly of your heart
And remember the scent of heather in your
hair

I remember the days in the forest star of
your eye

And then your body that trembled from
spring

May then no the wise will tell

That love is always wrong

In defiance of the wisdom that wants us
well




Sé skilver du i mej
Vibrerar och pulserar du i me;j.

3. En fransman i Stockholm
Stockholm ir staden nir sommarn ir dir
dir gatorna sjunger och dir man blir kir...

Stockholm ler, som ni, min dlskling ler
Stockholm ler, nir vi gar gatan ner

Hela sta’n 4r som en sndvit svan

som bor vid Nybroplan!

En spirvagn bla som himlen gir med oss
till Gamla stan

och bort mot Fridhemsplan

Look, Monsieur, dir ligger Klara sjo!
Kerstin hor! Nu susar Stockholms ljusa trid

och Strommens sus sjunger med!

Bjorkarna susar och firjorna gar...

Jag tror att Metusalem foddes igar...
Stockholm ler, det kinns nir Stockholm ler
Stockholm ler, det ir en vin som ler

Hela da'n gir som en karavan

av skonhet genom sta'n...

En buss med firg av skymning birgar oss
till Henriksborg

och Mosebacke torg

So you tremble in me
You vibrate and pulse in me.

3. A Frenchman in Stockholm

Stockholm is the city when summer is here
where the streets sing and where you fall in
love...

Stockholm smiles, as you, my darling, smile
Stockholm smiles as we walk down the street
The whole town is like a snow-white swan
who lives at Nybroplan!

A tram blue as the sky brings us us to the
Old Town

and away towards Fridhemsplan

Look, Monsieur, there lies Klara Lake!
Kerstin listen! Now Stockholm’s bright trees
rustle

and the rush of Strommen sings along!

The birches rustle and the ferries go...

I think Methuselah was born yesterday....
Stockholm smiles, you feel it when
Stockholm smiles, , it is a friend who is
smiling

The whole day goes like a caravan

of beauty through the town...

A bus colored as twilight takes us to
Henriksborg and Mosebacke square




Dir en bink! Den ir en gudaskink!
Sitt dej hir intill mej, Kerstin!
Allting hir ir till f6r den som 4r Kir...

Hall mej i handen... Nu solen gir ner

Nej, titta hur kvillsmolnen dansar for Er...

Om jag ber, sa sdger vi vil du?
Stockholm ler, ja just som du ler nu!
Hela da’n leker en kirleks-Pan

tafatt med oss pa sta'n! Han haller fast,
for vill, fast ingen vill... Hor sommarns
sdng!

Den f6rs som vatten bort

Vintern ling och sommarnatten kort!
All min kirlek ger jag Kerstin...

Mork star sta'n och i en bjork sjunger Pan...

4. Vart sista café

Ensam pa ett fik i Corrientes

sitter hir framfér min tomma kopp
medan regnet duggar gratt pa gatan
tom och sorgsen, utan trost och hopp

Vart sista gra kafé

Dir vi sjong aftonsingen

Var kirleks sol gick ner

Nu var skymningen kommen

't is a godsend! A bench there!

Sit here next to me, Kerstin!

Everything here is for those who are in
love...

Hold my hand... Now the sun is setting
No, watch the evening clouds dance for
you... If I play litter, can I call you miss?
Stockholm is smiling, yes just like you are
smiling now! The whole day a love-Pan will
play litter with us in town! He holds fast,
although no one wants... Hear the song of
summer! It is carried like water away
Winter is long and summer night short!

I give all my love to Kerstin...

The town is dark and in a birch tree Pan
sings...

4. Our last café

Alone in a café in Corrientes

sitting here in front of my empty cup
while the rain drizzles gray on the street
empty and sad, without comfort and hope

Our last gray café

Where we sang the vespers
The sun of our love set
Dusk had now come




Hon reste sig och gick
Och hennes kalla blick
Var mork som hennes har.
O tid och rum- forsvinn!
O dag av kirlek- brinn
Den likte alla sar!

Vart sista gra kafé

dir som jag sitter frusen
och minns den stela hand
som hon sl6t omkring min
Hon gav tillbaks min ring
en bard kring ingenting
och sa, Min vin, jag gar..
Dir satt jag kvar, du gick din vig i tigande
forake

for san 4r hatets makt

att ingenting blir sagt

Vart sista grd kafé

dir vi sjong aftonsingen

Var kirleks sol gick ner

Nu var skymningen kommen
Du reste dej och gick

Din grymma kalla blick

Var mork liksom ditt har

O tid och rum- forsvinn!

O dag av kirlek- brinn!

Den likte alla sar!

She got up and left

And her cold gaze

was dark like her hair.

O time and space - disappear!
O day of love- burn

It healed all wounds!

Our last gray café

there as I sit frozen

and remember the stiff hand
which she closed around mine
She gave back my ring

a border around nothing

and said, My friend, I'm going..
There I sat, you went your way in silent
disdain

for such is the power of hate
that nothing is said

Our last gray café

where we sang the vespers
The sun of our love was set
Dusk had now come

You got up and left

Your cruel cold gaze

was dark like your hair

O time and space - disappear!
O day of love- burn!

It healed all wounds!




Vart sista gra kafé

dir som jag sitter frusen
och minns din stela hand
som hon sl6t omkring min
Hon gav tillbaks min ring
en bard kring ingenting
och sa, Min vin, jag gar..
Dir satt jag kvar, du gick din vig I tigande
forake

For san ir hatets makt

Att ingenting blir sagt

5. Mitt skepp

Mitt skepp bir segel av sidenviv
Av silver dr dess stav

och av rent rétt gull sta en kista full

under dick.

Mitt skepp det gungar pa gron smaragd
safirer sick vid sick
och min lingtans vin ir en réd rubin

Nir mitt skepp styr in.

Jag kan vinta hir tills skeppet bir
en bld dag mot strand

men dess pirleglans nir aldrig land
om det skeppet inte ir ditt
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Our last gray café

there as I sit frozen

and remember your stiff hand

which she closed around mine

She gave back my ring

a border around nothing

and said, My friend, I'm going..

There I sat, you went your way In silent
disdain

Because such is the power of hate

That nothing is said

5. My ship
My ship carries sails of silk
Of silver is its stem

and a chest full of pure red gold
below deck.

My ship it rocks on emerald green
sapphires sack by sack
and the wine of my longing is a ruby red

When my ship is inwards led.

I can wait here until the ship carries

a blue day towards the strand

but its pearly luster never reaches land
if that ship isn’t yours




Vad r6r det mej nir den da'n 4r hir

En dag av vind och hav

//Om mitt skepp ej bir den jag haller kir-
Ja, dig jag héller av//

6. Sij vad ni vill

S4j vad ni vill, det finns en frihet
som ricker till for mej i livet
Det mulnar till i grice och gront
S4j vad ni vill- men det 4r skont!

Det finns ju grinser sdjer manga

For mej det kinns som dom ir langa!
Att vara till 4r inte lont-

Sij vad ni vill men det ar skont.

Det blaser 6stanvindar hir;

Det blaser vistanvindar dir!

Det blaser 6ver, stanna hir

Hir finns en hést som lyser gront.
Det finns en sing som ir vulgir
En sing om trost och allt det dir
En 16gn om allt, en ldrkas drill,
Sij vad ni vill, men det 4r skont
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What does it matter to me when that day is
here- A day of wind and sea

//1f my ship does not carry the one I love-
Yes, I love you//

6. Say what you want

Say what you want, there is a freedom
which is enough for me in life

It darkens in gray and green

Say what you want - but it’s nice!

There are limits, many say

To me it feels like they are long!
Being to is not worth-

Say what you want, but it’s nice.

There are easterly winds here;
Westerly winds blow there!

blowing ends, stay here

Here is an autumn that shines green.
There is a song that is vulgar

A song about comfort and all that

A lie about everything, a lark’s trill,
Say what you want, but it’s nice




2.Vad vill ni mest? Vad vill ni skida?
Se, jag bir kosmos i min lida!

Och finns det lycka finns det drap!
Min séng dr ett kalejdoskép

Hir dr Paris, ett hus som lutar.

En handfull ris. En grind som slutar.

Och allt star still. Och skyn ir gron.
Séj vad ni vill- men den ir skon

Det blaser frint, det blaser hart,
men det som star sig, det 4r svart!
Och allt det hiir 4r ind4 vart-

det ir ditt brod, det ar din [6n!
Ett hus i ras, en drom i kras!

En explosion av nya ron!

En stjdrna 6ver som star still-

Séj vad ni vill men den ir skon!

3.Tro vad ni vill! Jag ser en jord
Som rullar runt i brist pa ord!
Jag ser ett torn. Jag ser en stad.
Det slar ut korn och en krevad.

Jag hor en r6st som viskar sakea:
Din trost, din trost ir att forakta!
Och jag hor fest-musik och drill!

Men min protest finns dnd4 till!
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What do you want most? What to see?
See, [ am carrying cosmos in my box!
And if there is joy there is homicide!
My song is a kaleidoscope

Here is Paris, a house that is leaning
an alley which ends. A handful of rice.
And all is still, And the sky is green
Say what you like -but it is nice

It is blowing hard,

But what stays, it is difficult

And all this is still ours-

It is your bread, it is your wage!

A house falling, a dream destroyed!
An explosion of new findings!

A star over all which stands still-

It is lovely, say what you will!

Believe what you want! I see an earth
rolling around in the absence of words!
I see a tower. I see a town.

There is corn and an explosion.

I hear a voice whispering slowly:
Your comfort, your comfort is to despise!
And I hear festival music and trill!
But my protest is there, still!




En explosion, en orgelton

och ingen djivel 6ver bron!

och zon vid zon, zon och kanon
och jorden svedd dir den var gron!
Och jag ser hord och hord intill
och jag ser bara grona bord!

S4j vill ni ha en annan jord?

Séj vad ni vill, men den 4r skon!

4.Hair gar en flod. Hir gar en gata.

Och ni har mod och en kan hata!

Och livet skiftar 6ver gront, till rott som
blod-

Men det ir skont!

Hir dr ett torg. Hir 4r en aker.
En kidnner sorg och bara grater.
Det ir ett barn som har gatt vill
Du ir ett barn- sdj vad du vill!

Tag vinden i din famn och grat!
Det finns en sorg, som ir som plit,
den kan du inte komma 4t

for den hor aldrig pa din bén...
Mitt lilla barn som har gace vill,
vad det ir skont att finnas till!
Varenda 16gn ir vittnesgill

Ta mej i handen, den ir skon!
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An explosion, an organ tone

and no devil over the bridge!

And zone at zone, zone and cannon
and Earth scorched where it was green!
And I see horde and horde close by
and I see only green tables!

Say, do you want another Earth?

Say what you like but it is nice!

Here is a flood, Here is a street.
And you are brave and one can hate!

And life goes from green to red like blood.
But it is good!

Here is a square. Here is a field.
One feels sadness and just cries.
It is a child who has gone astray
You are a child - say what you want!

Take the wind in your arms and cry!
There is a sadness that is like tin,
you cannot reach

because it never hears you pray...
My little child who has gone astray,
how nice it is to exist!

Worthy of witness are all lies

Take my hand, it’s nice!




Envoi:

Séj vad ni vill, det finns en frihet
som ricker till for mej i livet
Det mulnar till i grice och gront
Séj vad ni vill- men det 4r skont!

7. Belgrano

Liga hus av tegel, hemma i Belgrano

Syster minns du natten dver trottoaren och
ett tag i fjérran

rosenbuskens roda, doft vid tridgdrdsmuren

Hemma i Belgrano, hur forforiske livet
levde med oss da?

Nir vir gamla morfar lekte pa piano
Allting var s stilla, enkelt och sa sjalvklart
Oskuldsfullt och lyckligt

Som den saga gubben brukade beritta
Nir han klinka valsen vi minns bada tva...

Kom till oss, kom till oss,

alla minnen som bor i musiken

S4 vi vaknar i barndomens riken..
O dir brinner besvirjelsens bloss!
Maribel, far jag lov?

Kom och dansa! Det svunnas piano,

Och det vicker upp hela Belgrano,
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Envoy:

Say what you want, there is a freedom
which is enough for me in life

It darkens in gray and green

Say what you want - but it’s nice!

7. Belgrano

Low brick houses, at home in Belgrano
Sister, do you remember the night across
the sidewalk and a train in the distance

the red, scent of the rosebush by the garden
wall

Back home in Belgrano, how seductive life
lived with us then?

When our old grandfather played the piano
So simple and so obvious was it all
Innocent and very well

As the fairy tale old man used to tell

When he played the waltz we both recall...

Come to us, come to us,

all the memories that live in the music
So we wake up in in childhood's empire
O there the flames of the spell is on fire
Maribel, May I ask?

Come and dance! The bygone piano,
And it wakes up all of Belgrano,




Min syster- nej minnet dog aldrig, det sov

Laga hus av tegel, hemma i Belgrano
Syster, hor du regnet over kullerstenen?
Natten full av syrsor.. Garden dir vi lekte?
Minns du gallergrinden? Och den morka
salen,

Skrimmande och 6dslig,

Minns du Maribel?

Alla hemligheter hemma i Belgrano

Varfor grit vi ofta? Varfor var var glidje sa i
slikt med sorgen?

Sorg och glidje sprang ur samma klara

killa. ..

Varfor skrimde méanen s blek och grill?

Maribel, kom till oss,
Alla minnen som bor i musiken...

8. Desertoren

Min galne general

som leder vira hirar
Forlat att jag besvirar
men jag har gjort mitt val
Jag dr forbannat trote

pa all er propaganda

om truppens goda anda
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My sister- no the memory never died, it
slept

Low brick houses, at home in Belgrano
Sister, do you hear the rain on the cobble-
stones? The night full of crickets.. The yard
where we played? Do you remember the
lattice gate?

And the dark hall, Terrifying and desolate,

Do you remember Maribel?

All secrets at home in Belgrano

Why did we often cry? Why was our joy so
related to sorrow?

Sorrow and joy flowed from the same clear
source...

Why did the moon frighten so stark and
pale?

Come to us, Maribel,

All the memories that live in the music...

8. The deserter

My crazy general

who leads our armies

Sorry to bother you

but I have made my choice

I'm damn tired

of all your propaganda

about the good spirit of the squad




Den far mig att se rott
Den far mig att se blod
att hora hur ni skryter
nir blod och tarmar flyter
om era pojkars mod

Min tapperhet ér slut

Jag tinker desertera

och gora det som flera

dn jag funderat ut

Snart dre inspektion

Hir dr for hett i solen

Nu kastar jag pistolen
och gor revolution

Sa nidstet Over an

det far ni sjilv forgora
Jag tinker inte stora

Jag sticker hirifran

Ska det va livets lag

att minniskan ska fédas
helt enkelt for att dodas
da inser ni en dag

att det finns birtre filt

an slagfilt ddr det mordas
och bara déden skordas
och bryter era tilt

Jag bryter era tilt

och 6ppnar krig mot néden
och bérjar slass mot doden
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It makes me see red

It makes me see blood

to hear you brag

when blood and intestines flow
about the courage of your boys
My bravery is over

I intend to desert

and do it like several

than I thought out

Inspection coming soon

It’s too hot here in the sun
Now I throw the gun away
and make revolution

So the nest across the river

you have to destroy that yourself
I’'m not going to disturb
I’'m getting out of here
Should it be the law of life
that man should be born
simply to be killed

then one day you realize
that there are better fields

than battlefields where there is murder

and only death is reaped
and break your tents

I’'m breaking your tents
and opens war against need

and begins to fight to the death




och sjukdomar och svilt
Ni drar dit folken dor
och spar de billioner

Ni 6dslar pa kanoner
och koper lite smor

Ja blir det som jag vill
s kommer generalen
med hela arsenalen

till oss och hjilper till
Men jag vet vad ni gor
den dag ni hinner fatt mej
Jag far ett skott i nacken
Det far en desertor.

9. Si, drommar'n kommer dir

Si, drommar'n kommer dir, han kommer
inte loss

Fran drommens blickfiskgrepp, dr inte en
av oss

Han ir en konstig sort och inte hor han hit
Och kragen den ir svart men drémmen
fan s3 vit.

Har inget ID-kort, hur klarar han sig da

S& utan ID-kort, I verklighetens gra?

Har inte bil och bat, vad ir det nu for stajl?

Jag tror inte han finns I verklighetens fajl
Personnumret ir noll
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and disease and famine

You go where the people die
and save those trillions

You guys are wasting cannons
and buy some butter

Yes, if it will be as I want
then comes the general

with the whole arsenal

to us and help

But I know what you do

the day you catch me

I get shot in the neck

That is what the deserter gets.

9. See, the Dreamer comes here

See, the Dreamer comes there, he doesn’t
come off

From the octopus grip of dreams, is not one
of us

He’s a strange sort and he doesn’t belong
here. And the collar it’s black but the dream
is damn white.

Doesn’t have an ID card, how does he
manage still? So without an ID card, In the
gray of reality? Don't have a car and a boat,
what kind of style?

I don’t think he is in the reality file

The social security number is nil




Han finns ju inte till, man har ju ingen koll
For han stdr aldrig still

Han tafflar ring pa stan, i grinder och i
pring

Vad gor han hela dan? Han tinker pi en
sdng.

Han sjunger pa en sing, han skriver pd en
bok,

som ska forvandla allt! Han ir ju inte klok
Si, drommar'n kommer dir, med visor pa
sin lipp

Och 6gona som blaklint bla, han ir ju
kndpp.

Nu sitter han sig ner, pa binken i en park
Bredvid en kasse birs och halar fram ett ark
Och bérjar skriva vers och dstergoken gal

Men inte blir det bra, han skriver pekoral
Om hjirta och om smiirta och sjilens
soluppging

Och kirleken som alltid brister ut i sing
Han tror att han 4r Froding och lagan
brinner r6d

Men poesin dr dédsdomd och Froding han
ir dod.

Si, drémmar'n sitter dir men diktens goda

fe

18

He doesn’t exist, nobody has an idea
Because he never stands still

He hangs out in the town, in alleys and in
lanes

What does he do all day? He thinks of a
song.

He sings a song, he writes a

book,

that will transform everything! He is mad
So, the dreamer comes there, with songs
on his lip

And eyes like cornflower blue, he is

mad.

Now he sits down, on the bench in a park
Next to a carried bag, a sheet is taken up
And starts writing verse and the Eastern
cuckoo crows.

But it doesn’t go well, he writes nonsense.
About heart and pain and the sunrise of
the soul

And love that always bursts into song

He thinks he is Froding and the flame
burns red

But the poetry is doomed and Fréding he
is dead.

So, the dreamer sits there but the good fairy
of Poetry




Ar hemma i sin stuga och sitter just pa té.
Sen ska hon till Systemet och kopa lite sprit
Som hon ska klimma ner me sin nya
favorit

Si, drémmar'n sitter dir, och rimmar pa

en sang

Som ska forindra allt pd en enda djivla
gang.

Vi sitter'n pa cell'n! Han passar inte har.

Ja, drommen om ett bittre liv, den hamnar

dir!

10. Vilsna faglar

P4 himlen ser jag vilsna figlar

som vinder dter frin en drom

en drom om evighet och kirlek,

en kirlek som ir hav och vind och strom
De vilsna faglarna 4r minnen,

jag minns dej i din fagelskrud,

ett skimmer slocknande i fjarran,

Vad han bedrog oss, var kirleksgud.

Allt var ju figlar, som faglar 6ver dyning,
forsvunna faglar, forlorade i skyn.

Jag sokte kirlek, frin skymningen till
gryning

hos andra faglar, de vadande i dyn
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Is at home in her cabin having tea.

Then she goes to the shop for some booze
which she will squeeze down with her new
favorite. So, the dreamer is sitting there,
putting a song in rhyme

Which will change everything in one hell
of time

We put him in the cell! He doesn’t belong
here.

Yes, the dream of a better life, it ends up
there!

10. Lost birds

In the sky I see lost birds

who are turning back from a dream

a dream of eternity and love,

a love that is sea and wind and stream
The lost birds are memories,

I remember you in your bird coat,

a shimmer fading in the distance,
How he deceived us, our god of love.

All were birds, like birds over the swell,
lost birds, lost in the sky.

I was looking for love, from dusk till
dawn

in other birds, those wading in the dune




men det var dej jag alltid sokte efter
hos alla dem som férblindade min syn
men det var dej jag sig i andras spegel

Skeppet var du, hav och segel,
Ang som blomstrade och skogens bryn

Med natten kommer nattens faglar
som inte ser min ensamhet

De svivar stolt pa blinda vingar

men vingens sang ir som om de grat...

Och jag ir sjilv en vilsen fagel

som vinder ater ur en drom

en drom om evighet och kirlek,

en kirlek som ir hav och vind och strom

Och jag ir sjilv en vilsen fagel

som vinder dter ur en drom

en drom om evighet och kirlek,

en kirlek som ir hav och vind och strom

11. Snurra min jord

Du snurrar, min jord, som en stjarna
Du virvlar i vind som en tirna

Som fartyg har virvlande tirnor

har jorden en snurra av stjarnor
Snurra min jord
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but it was you I was always looking for
with all those who blinded my sight

but it was you I saw in other people’s
mirror

The ship was you, sea and sail,

Meadows that flourished and forest edge

With the night comes the night birds
who does not see my loneliness

They soar proudly on blind wings
but the song of the wing is as if they
wept...

And I myself am a lost bird

which returns again from a dream

a dream of eternity and love,

a love that is sea and wind and stream

And I myself am a lost bird

which returns from a dream

a dream of eternity and love,

a love that is sea and wind and stream

11. Spin my earth

You are spinning, my earth, like a star
You swirl in the wind like a tern

As ships have whirling terns

does the earth have a spin of stars
Spin my earth




lat mig folja med dig

Jag dr lika virnlos som du

Snurra min jord

du far inte ge dig

Jag vet ingen stjdrna som du
Snurra och dansa med oss

fast vi 4r bara bloss som du

Du skilver min jord

som du sjilv ir ombord, min vin
Natten soker alltid dagen

Du kringer min jord, som en koster
Det svinger ett stjirn-paternoster
Med stjarnorna trader du danser-
Med stjirnfall och protuberanser

Du vilver, min jord, omkring solen
Du skilver en string pa fiolen
som virldskrigen stimmer i anden
och virldsalltet klimmer i handen
Snurra min jord

lat mig folja med dig

Jag dr lika virnlos som du

Snurra min jord

du far inte ge dig

Jag vet ingen stjdrna som du

Ja, lika lite som du

vet varfor det blir som nu

Du ir vad du bir
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let me come with you

I’m as vulnerable as you

Spin my earth

you must not give up

I don’t know a star like you

Spin and dance with us

although we are just flares like you

You are shivering my earth

as you yourself are on board, my friend
The night always seeks the day

You disturb my earth, like a koster boat
It swings a star paternoster

With the stars you thread dances-
With shooting stars and protuberances

You are arching, my earth, around the sun
You are trembling a string on the violin
as the world wars matching in spirit

and the universe is squeezing in the hand
Spin my earth

let me come with you

I’m as vulnerable as you

Spin my earth

you must not give up

I don’t know a star like you

Yes, as little as you

knows why it will be like now

You are what you wear




och hur det 4n 4r, min vin
Natten griper efter dagen

Det virvlar av nitter kring jorden
Och hén heter ritten péa borden
Det brusar i stjarnkatarakten
Vem lanar en ljusstund at makten
Snurra min jord

lat mig f6lja med dig

Jag dr lika virnlos som du

Snurra min jord

du far inte ge dig

Jag vet ingen stjdrna som du
Snurra sd foljer jag med

jag vill leva i fred som du

Jag tror pa dig jord

och jag foljer din stjdrnas lag
Girna natt, men natt blir kanske dag

12.Vad blev alla vinner av

O vad blev alla vinner av

vart alla dem vi hillit av

och ilskat si

Jag tror att sunnanvinden tog
dem varsamt i sin famn och log
och bar dem med sig,..

Eller en dag till deras port

det kom en frimling frin en ort
i morkrets trakt
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and be that as it may, my dear

The night seizes after the day

Nights around the earth is in sway

And scorn the dish on the tables is called
It roars in the star cataract

Who lends a moment of light to the Might
Spin my earth

let me come with you

I’'m as vulnerable as you

Spin my earth

you must not give up

I don’t know a star like you

Spin and I'll follow

I want to live in peace like you

[ believe in you earth

and I follow the law of your star

Ok with night, but night may become day

12. What happened to all the friends
Oh what happened to all the friends
Where did they all go

the ones we liked and loved so

I think the southerly wind took

them gently in his bosom and smiled
and carried them with him..

Or one day to their gate

there came a stranger from a place

in the region of darkness




...och viska sa: Det dr ju kvill nu
Du maste limna ditt hotell nu
Nu vintar vagnen

Och kanske svara de dirvid:

Nej, ge mig dnnu lite tid

Jag méste packa

men frimlingen frin annan ort
han svara; allt 4r firdiggjort

Nu ska du komma

O vad blev alla vinner av

vart alla dem vi héllit av

och ilskat s&?

Jag tror att sunnanvinden tog
dem varsamt sin famn och log
och bar dem med sig..

och alla vi som limnats kvar,
Vi lyss i vinden efter svar

men vem vet svar?

Ibland 4r det som hjirtats hem
4ir bara tomrum efter dem

som domts att fara...

men fast de férdes bort en dag
s lever deras anletsdrag

bland oss som stannat...

O vind som kom till deras port!
O frimling fran en annan ort!
sa utan namn...

...and whisper like this: It’s evening now
You must leave your hotel now

Now the cart is waiting

And maybe they answer there:

No, give me some more time

I have to pack

but the stranger from another place

he answered; everything is completed
Now you must come

Oh what happened to all the friends
where are all the ones we liked

and loved so?

I think the southerly wind took

them in his armful and his smile was so
kind

and carried them with him..

and all of us left behind,

We are listening in the wind for answers
but who knows the answer?

Sometimes it is like the homes of the heart

are just empty spaces after them
who were sentenced to go...

but though they were carried away one day

live their facial features

among us who stay...

O wind that came to their gate!
O stranger from another place!
sO No name...
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Coda:
Skink dem vila, en hamn, ett hem
-Var god mot dem!

13. En gang

Hjirtat soker efter hoppet
Hoppet soker efter vigen

Vigen soker ivrigt efter drommar
Drommar soker efter kirlek
Kirlek soker efter lycka

Lyckan soker ligan i ett 6ga

Men forgives soker vigen malet
som bestindigt skyndar bort
Kampen ir forgives, ingen ros
star vid floden dir den drar sin kos
Smirtan ir det som ir floden
Hopplosheten bor inom mej
Saknaden ir tung, en sten, ett ok
Den evighet av kirlek som du gav
den var for kort...

En ging var kirleken en sing

En vind i tridets mast

som pd ett hav i boljeging

ett skepp med gyllne last.

Nu har jag forstatt ate falskheten och hotet
I ditt hjirta tinde elden i ditt 6ga
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Coda:
Give them rest, a harbor, a home
- Be good to them!

13. Once

The heart searches for hope

Hope searches for the way

The road eagerly searches for dreams
Dreams search for love

Love seeks joy

Joy seeks the flame in one eye

But the road seeks the goal in vain
which is constantly hastening away
The fight is in vain, no rose

stands by the river where it skedaddles
The pain is what the river is
Hopelessness lives within me

The loss is heavy, a stone, a yoke
The eternity of love that you gave

it was too short...

Once love was a song

A wind in the mast of the tree

as on a rolling sea

a ship with golden cargo.

Now I have grasped that the falsehood and

threat In your heart lit the fire in your eye.




O, hade jag forstatt att kyssarna har térnen
och att smekningarna var av djavulshand.
En ging var kirleken en sing

ett skepp med gyllne last

som forsvann pa svekets hav

Den jag holl av- hon var en higring

en syn som sjonk vid havets rand

den dag mitt hjirta brast.

Hjidrtat soker efter hoppet

O, jag trodde du var kommen

som en gudaskink fran himlens salar
men du gav mig ensamheten,

kvalen, smirtan, trolosheten-

det dr kirlekspriset jag betalar

Allt ir tvivel, allt fortvivlan

Hjirtat r en korg med déda ben

Allt 4r tomt och gritt och trist och kallt
Skuggan av dej spokar dverallt

Jag far ingen trést hos andra

Det ir evig host i sjdlen

Vintern vintar bakom nista hus

Jag minns din mun mot min, din kind
mot min

den var av sten....

En ging var kirleken en sang....
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Oh, had I grasped that kisses have thorns
and that the caresses were of the devil’s
hand. Once love was a song

a ship with golden cargo

which disappeared on the sea of betrayal
The one I held - she was a mirage

a sight that sunk at the edge of the sea
the day my heart broke.

The heart searches for hope

Oh, I thought you had come

like a godsend from the halls of heaven
but you gave me loneliness,

the anguish, the pain, the faithlessness-
that’s the price of love I pay

All is doubt, all despair

The heart is a basket of dead bones
Everything is empty, dreary, cold and gray
The shadow of you haunts everywhere

I find no comfort in others

It is eternal autumn in the soul

Winter is waiting behind the next house

I remember your mouth against mine, your
cheek against mine

it was made of stone....

Once love was a song....




14. Natten

Du 4r min svarta gamla vin, var dag ir du
igen

Du sitter dir pa samma gamla bar

Min natt

O du dr borgaren som gir, i glidjeflickors
spar

Dom vet du hunnit fatt vid solens ratt
Min natt

Du ir en kvinnas skratt, en lomsk och
gronogd katt

Du ir det svarta garn som fangar
minskobarn

Min natt

Du ir en kirleks dod, en lycklig kirleks dod
Som en ging lyste réd, som en ging firgats
rod

En flickas som din kraft, berovat allt hon
haft

Hon letar i en grind, efter en saknad vin
I natt, i natt

2.Du dr min kvillssols sista sken som lyser
gul och len,

och ldgger av sin himmelsrock mot kvill'n
Min natt

Du dr en moérdare som gér, I rike mannens
spar
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14. The night

You are my black old friend, every day are
you again

You're sitting there at the same old bar
My night

O you are the burgess who walks, in the
floozies tracks

They know you've got hold of the sun’s
steering wheel. My night

You are a woman’s laugh, a sneaky and
green-eyed cat

You are the black yarn that ensnares human
children

My night

You are the death of a love, the death of a
happy love that once shone red, that once
dyed red

A girl's which your power, stripped of all
she had

She is looking in an alley, for a missing
friend. Tonight, tonight

2. You are the last ray of my evening sun
that shines yellow and smooth,

and puts off its sky cloak towards the
evening. My night

You are a murderer who walks in the rich
man’s track.




Som kinner dagens djup och mérkrets
skrick

Min natt

Han har en flott Rolls Royce, i skydd av
sina boys

En grondgd haj och frick, hans sjil 4r som
en sick

min natt

O dir 4r en soldat, som lingtar efter mat
och spelar pa en hist, som aldrig slutat bist
Vid derbyt i Vilette, det var hans sista sous
Nej, ingenting ir ritt, vad 16nar det att tro
I natt, i natt

3. Det idr en flicka som ir skon, fast hon ar
lite grén

Hon sitter dir pd samma gamla bar

En natt

O hon dr en som vintar pd en karl att fa
Hon kinner kanske dagens slut och
morkrets skrick

I natt

Men en dag kommer han och hennes kirlek
brann

Dom ilskade varann, de tog varann i famn
En natt

De trotsa' sorg och néd, och lagan lyste rod
Och moérkrets makt var dod, trots morkret
g dom tva, som svalor i det bla, och
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Who knows the depth of the day and the
terror of the dark black

My night

He has a nice Rolls Royce,

under the protection of his boys

A green-eyed shark and brash, his soul is
like a sack

my night

Oh, there is a soldier, longing for food
betting on a horse that never ended best
At the derby in Vilette, it was his last sous
No, nothing is right, what’s the point of
believing. Tonight, tonight

3. There is a girl who is beautiful, although
she is a little green

She’s sits there at the same old bar

One night

O she is one who waits for a man to get
She may feel the end of the day and the
terror of the dark

Tonight

But one day he comes and her love
burned

They loved and embraced each other

One night

They defied sorrow and need, and the
flame shone red and the power of the black
was dead, despite the black the two flew




natten blev till ljus

O morkret med ett slag, av klockor blev
till dag

Min natt, var natt- till dag!

15. Pa nytt

Ljusen blinkar mig till motes

ddr pa flodens andra sida

floden Rio de la Plata

Det ir svirt att dtervinda

till en stad och till en kirlek

som man en gang gatt ifrin

for jag har limnat den gata

som kanske nu tar emot mig med hén
och den jag dlskade kanske skall hata
den som hon kysste i gatlyktans ljus
Vad det ir svart att mota det forflutna
och 6ppna dérren till en svunnen lyckas

hus

Pa nytt

efter hostar och varar
och avsked och tarar
efter si manga ér.

Pa nytt

med sitt ansikte firat

att som nu vinda iter
med ett hjirta som grater
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like swallows in the blue, and the night
turned to light and darkness with a stroke,
of bells became day

My night, our night-to-day!

15. Again

The lights blink to meet me

there on the other side of the river

the river Rio de la Plata

It is difficult to return

to a city and to a love

which one once walked away from

for I have left that street

who may now receive me with scorn
and the one I loved may hate the one who
she kissed in the streetlamp light

How diflicult it is to face the past

and open the door to a bygone home of

delight

Again

after autumns and springs
and parting and tears
after so many years.
Again

with its face furrowed
Now to turn back

with a heart that cries




till staden och gatan och henne jag sarat
A’ flytt har den tid din hud var som siden
och ungdomens stjirnhimmel rar!

Jag dr ridd att aterse dej

jag dr ridd for alla minnen,

jag dr ridd djupt in i hjirtat

ridd for natten, ridd for drommen
Du forfoljer mej i somnen

Du ir kedjan om min sjil

och det dr du som ir plagan

och du gor ont som en pil i min hil
A hur den virker i mitt hjirta, fragan
Var finns du, kiraste, vill du mig vil?
Vad det 4r svart att mota sitt forflutna
for jag dr nuets frimling, det férflutnas

tril. ..
P34 nytt....

16. Aria

Den kirlek som ir, vill forkasta en annan
och indi likna den si som den var.
Vintern som rér har ett blont 4rr i pannan

och i sommarn som rir gir en snévind kvar.

Vindar som vet det gré, det sista —
om dag i natt kvivs, ger skymningen svar?
Ge mig den styrka som krivs for att mista
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to the city and the street and her I hurt
Oh, gone is the time your skin was like silk
and the starry sky of youth is to reign!

I'm afraid to see you again

I’'m afraid of all the memories,

in my heart I am scared deep

afraid of the night, afraid of the dream
You haunt me in my sleep

You are the chain around my soul

and you are the torment

and you hurt like an arrow in my heel
Oh how it aches in my heart, do tell
Where are you, my love, do you wish me
well? How difficult it is to face one’s past
for I am the stranger of the present, the
slave of the past...

Again....

16. Aria

The love that is, wants to reject another
and yet resemble it as it was.

The coming winter has a blond scar on

its forehead and in the coming summer,

a snow wind is still blowing. Winds that
know the gray, the last — if day in night is
choked, does twilight answer? Give me the




och den svaghet som krivs for att hélla
den kvar.

Sorg ir en fljt.

Det strommar, strommar

blick ur dess sing och vind som var.
Ger den mig drommar skall de brista.
Tiden 4r lang och stannar kvar.

Figel som sjunker ner i din klyfta —
ormvrik, fjaril, mitt svindelpar...

ge mig den tyngd som krivs for att lyfta
och den kirlek som krivs for att stanna
kvar.

17. Norrbro

Tyst star Norrbro sitt spann, tyst virvlar
Strommen

Sakta som hon och han dansar i drommen
Minnena glittrar fram ur sina gdmmen
Natten ma ga. Vattnet rinna.

Elden ar min. Jag vill brinna.

Manen stod brandgul da, hogt 6ver Virtan
Hogt over vara tva dansande hjirtan.
Glidjen var ljus och stark, storre dn
smartan.

Natten ma gi. Klockor klinga.

Elden var min. Jag vill brinna.
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strength to lose and the weakness required
to hold it still.

Grief is a flute.

It lows, Hows

ink from its song and wind that was.
If it gives me dreams, they will break.
Time is long and will remain.

Bird that sinks into your cleft —
buzzard, butterfly, my vertigo pair...
give me the weight required to lift
and the love it takes to stay.

17. Norrbro

Silently Norrbro stands its span, silently swirls
the Stream

Slowly as she and he are dancing in the dream
The memories sparkle out of their hiding
places The night must pass. The water flows.
The fire is mine. I want to burn.

The moon was burning yellow then, high
above Virtan. High above our two, dancing
hearts. The joy was bright and strong, greater
than the pain.

The night must pass. Clocks are ringing.

The fire was mine. I want to burn.




Hir stod vi hand i hand, nira varandra.
Tiden och glomskans sand flot genom
andra.

Under oss virvelsing, skuggor som vandra.

Natten mé ga. Dag forsvinna.
Elden var vér. Vi fick brinna.

Dagar och veckor gar, fram rinner
strommen.

Kirlek och lust f6rgar, snart slocknar
drommen.

Tyst slar Norrbro sitt spann. Fram virvlar
Strommen

Natten ma gd. Vattnet rinna.

Elden var min. Jag vill brinna.

Here we stood hand in hand, close to each
other. Time and the sands of oblivion
flowed through others.

Beneath us swirling song, shadows that

wander. Night must pass. Day to go.
The fire was ours. We had to burn.

Days and weeks pass, forward flows the
stream.

Love and desire pass away, soon fades the
dream.

Silently, Norrbro runs its span. The stream
swirls ahead

The night must pass. The water flows.

The fire was mine. I want to burn.
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