


BIS.CD-l3 STEREO lA A Dl Total playing time: 61'20

(1793-1866)ALMQVIST, Carl Jonas Love

tr Det doftar i Sdtras skog (Kerstin Aberg)

tr Uppwaknandet
2/1 a. (Solveig Faringer, Gunilla von Bahr)
2/2 b. (Solveig Faringer, VE, LKK)
2/3 c. (Solveig Faringer)

tr ringelns kallelse (LKK)

tr,ti,n var det... (Ingvar Kjellson)

tr Songe I. Den lyssnande Maria (Solveig Faringer)

tr Songe XVI. Marias hiipnad (Solveig Faringer)

tr Songe XL. Barnens biin (BK)

tr Marie Louise (Solveig Faringer, Kerstin Abergl
8/1 a. Sentens
8/2 b. Marie Louise

2

2',47

5'49
3'07
l',2r
1 '18

l'49

0'33

l'28

0'51

0'50

3'40
0'06
.) .).)



E Songe )O(V. Grafwen (Solveig Faringer)

@ Stolt kungen stAr i hermelin (Ingvar Kjellson)

E Songe )OilV. Hwarfiir kom du pA tingen?
(Solveig Faringer)

@ Pi iingen
l2lI a. Sentens (Ingvar Kjgllson)
l2l2b. Pfl angen (Kerstin Aberg)

@ Songe XI. Loys (LKK)

E Songe XLVI. Arrasmiha smultronplockerska
l4lL a. (Ingvar Kjellson)
I4l2b. (Solveig Faringer, LKK)

trlVem dr viil den pA jordens vida rymd (Ingvar Kjellson)

@.lir icke hiisten skiin? (Ingvar Kjellson)

tr Fader, o siig mig (LKK)

@ Songe )OL Ojanima (Solveig Faringer)
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@ Songe XV. Hjertats blomma (Solveig Faringer)

@ Songe XYII. Rafael och Orni
(Solveig Faringer, Gunilla von Bahr)

E En mAne, dock (Ingvar Kjellson)

@ Songe )O(VI. Du gAr icke ensam (Solveig Faringer)

@ Vendelas lockar (Kerstin Aberg)

@ Men... var er dA ert slott beliiget?
(Solveig Faringer, Ingvar Kjellson)

E Driimmarnes sAng (LKK)

@ Songe VI. Herdarna i Chamouni
(Solveig Faringer, Gunilla von Bahr, VE)

E Songe XfV. Hiixan i konung Carls tid
(Solveig Faringer, Robert von Bahr)

@ Songe XLII. Dianoras klagan (Solveig Faringer)
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E Songe XLVIII. Sullivan och Vallivan 7'23
29lI a. (Ingvar Kjellson) 3'53
2912b. (Solveig Faringer) 2'3I
2913 c. (Ingvar Kjellson) 0'56

@ Songe XLDL Jem (LKK) 2'04
30lI a. Vandringssingen 1'I7
3012b. Festlig dans kring Nordstjernans grafkulle,
under unison sing i chorus af hela folket 0'46

@ Om sA det skulle hiinda (Ingvar Kjellson) O'22

El Songe L. Werldens slut " 
l'51

(Solveig Faringer, Alm Nils Ersson, Kerstin Aberg)

Solveig Faringer, sing (voice), recitation

Ingvar Kjellson, recitation

Kerstin Abe"g, hammarflygel (fortepiano)

Gunilla von Bahr, fl6jt och altflojt (flute, alto flute)

Alm Nils Ersson, fiol (violin)

Vokalensemble (Vocal Ensemble): Solveig Faringer, Bodil

Asmussen Helld6n, Daniel Helld6n (VE)
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En rikt utrustad mf,nniska
m Carl Jonas Love Almqvist som en motsatsernas man har det talats
mycket och l?inge. Sjalv iir han inte utan ansvar fiir spekulationerna och
mytbi ldningen kring sin person. I  ett  av de vikt igaste brev Almqvist

skrev spaltar han upp sig sjiilv i "Inbillningskraft" och "Fdrnuftighet". Hade han

bara iigt det ena, skulle han ha haft en dominerande stiillning - och dtirmed en

tryggad fdrsdrjning - i  de konservativa romantikernas krets (anfi i rd av
p r o f e s s o r  A t t e r b o m )  e l l e r  b l a n d  d e  n y t t o i n r i k t a d e  l i b e r a l e r n a  ( m e d

tidningskungen och stearinfabrikanten Hierta i  spetsen). Som det nu var'

hamnade han mellan tvA ldger, fri men fattig och "ensam som en eremit".
I  e t t  annat  sammanhang ka l lade A lmqv is t  motsa tserna  inom s ig  fd r

motsagelser; de var "orzikneliga, och nagra af djupaste och ofdrklarligaste slag".
En sA komplicerad och gAtfull person tilldrog sig naturligtvis uppm2irksamhet,
och den har inte avtagit med Aren. HZir i i r  al l tsA en man som inte gAr att

reducera till en formel eller som kan lSngas i ett kritiskt strAlkastarljusl Under

ett halvt arhundrade efter landsflykten 1851 framstod denna sammansatthet
mest som oroande och skandalds. Hos Carl Jonas Love Almqvist fanns det

nagonting som inte stiimde. I efterhand erinrade sig triumferande ovdnner och

besvarade f. d. viinner olika tillfallen, da en spricka blivit synlig i karakti'iren

och en avgrund hade skymtat.
I en av minnesbilderna framkallas en spitkfigur med "skugglikt snabba, tysta

rdrelser" och kritblekt ansikte. Betraktad i profil kunde diktaren rentav likna

"en gnagare, en mullvad". (Den som minns honom sA iir Ellen Keys far Emil,

l iberal pol i t iker. Han h6r lSngt i fran t i l l  de i l lv i l l iga vit tnena men var lnte

opaverkad av den allmiiLnna meningen bland s.k. anstzindigt folk om mannen

som lZimnat all anstiindighet bakom sig). Tidigare hade ljuset kunnat falla pa

ett annat szit t  6ver t i i rnrosskaldens panna. En ung malm6bo, son av ett

kiipmanshus, trAffar en dag i augusti 1840 Almqvist pA AngbAten till Libeck och

kaitar ned dessa intryck i sin dagbok: "Han iir af medelmAttig storlek, har ett

behagligt, men manligt utseende, hdg panna, lifliga dgon och en nagot krdkt



nasa. Urhans vasende framlyser fasthet och lugn i forening med ansprAksldshet
och gl2idtighet." Bilden kan inte {iirv:ixlas med Frankensteins.

PA sistone har det som bekant uppstdtt en viss osZikerhet i  skuldfrAgan.
skulle anklagelserna for urkundsfiirfalskning och giftmordsfiirsdk iinda ha fog
fdr sig, f inns det numera mAnga fdrmildrande omst; indigheter att  anfbra.
Betraktar man livsverket, reduceras forbrytelsen till en bock i marginalen, en
biografirsk egendomlighet. Tlots detta har liirestiillningen om Almqvist som en
dubids gestalt sliipat med in i var tid. I skolans bOcker ar han fortfarande en
personlighet med en iidesdiger splittring. Det onda som sker honom ar en fuljd
av diktarens egen brist pa verkl ighetssinne och balans. Katastrofen f inns
ftiregripen i personlighetsbilden.

Detta nedlAtande psykologiserande ?ir, vad jag ftirstdr, delvis betingat av den
moraliska lorkastelsedom som uttalades dver Almqvist efter hans flykt ur riket.
Ett eko av skallet kan uppfattas i foljande formulering ur en samtida liirobok i
svenska fdr gymnasiet: "Misslyckandena berodde inte endast pA att hans
mAlsiittning var sa verklighetsframmande utan kanske frzimst pa bristerna i
hans personlighet."

Bleknad sitter alltsa steimpeln kvar. Att den visat sig sa hallfast beror inte p6
att de brott den ftrbrytlige efterlystes fur var oftirlatligt grova. En s6dan brutal
utstzimpling drabbar normalt inte den som bryter mot strafflagen, ty f6r honom
finns det preskriptionstid och gldmska. Almqvists verkliga brott var att han
angrep och ifrAgasatte de vdrderingar som lag och samheillsmoral vilade pA.
Brottet var politiskt.

Hos Almqvist finns det mycket, det Ar sant, som inte tycks gA ihop. Han lever
bade i dagsljuset och i dr6mmen. Han motsiiger sig sjiilv och f6refaller ofta
undanglidande, han {brsvinner i ett skogsdunkel eller i metafysisk solriik. Han
har en tendens att driva iveig med sina "inbillningar" och infall, sA att man rnte
r ik t ig t  ve t ,  hur  mAnga av  de  s lu tsa tser  som b l i x t l i k t  in f inner  s ig  i  hans
medvetande som man skall ta nA allvar.
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Om man irriteras av denna troltishet, biir man tiinka pA att Almqvist ofta
rdrde sig i ett ingenmansland utan hAllpunkter. I de flesta frAgor var han ldLngt
ft)re sin tid. Han hade snillrika aningar och sAg nya utsikter dppna sig. Han
hade goda aningar och sag mZinskl ighetens fr igdrelse som ett eldsken vid
horisonten. (Inte onda aningar som Swift eller Baudelaire.) Han kunde tala
enklare iin nAgon diktare om skapandets villkor, barnafromt, sA hiir: "Min hand
var varm, och jag mAlade." Men han var ockse, som Rilke, medveten om det
skiinas hemliga kiirleksforbindelser med det demoniska. OcksA i den himmelska
ochjordiska exotism som talar med sA underliga tungor p6 m&nga av hans sidor,
bl. a. i "Songes", finns det en understrdm av passion. Samtidigt visste denne
ftirfattare att, som det stod i ett av de ftjrstAende eftermdlena, "bringa till
fullkomlig klarhet de djupaste sanningar och det mest invecklade tanketrassel".
Under hans trol lspd kunde "sjelfva abstraktionens torraste platser" bl i  t i l l
"grdnskande Zingar".

Motsatserna frnns dZir, i verket och personligheten. De iir viil belysta, men de

utgOr  in te  he la  sann ingen.  I  s t i i l l e t  fd r  a t t  ta la  om A lmqv is ts  o lyck l iga
"kluvenhet", borde vi tala om den stora spZinnvidden i  hans skapelse l  dag

framstar carl Jonas Love Almqvist som en mycket rikt utrustad mdnniska. Han
gir inte att forvandla till ett nationalmonument, lyckligtvis inte, men han ar

snarare outtirmlig Zin outgrundlig. Folke Isaksson

Solveig Faringer har studerat sAng fur Dagmar Gustafson och Ove Meyer-

L e e g a r d  i  S t o c k h o l m  o c h  h a r  g e n o m g A t t  O p e r a h d g s k o l a n  ( S t a t e n s

Mus ikdramat iska  sko la ) .  Hon l i r  en  ovan l ig t  mAngs id ig  a r t i s t  l i kav t i l

hemmastad pe operascenen som Lieder-interpret och oratoriesangerska. PA

operascenen har hon kreerat ett stort antal roller med spiinnvidd fran Handel

och Vogler t i l l  Blomdahl och werle. solveig Faringer : ir  en framstaende

romanssAngerska. Hon har fdrvi irvat ett  sarski l t  rykte fdr sina tematiska
program, nAgot som gjorts mdjligt genom hennes stora sprAkliga begAvning och
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littertira intresse. Hon har haft ett niira samarbete med flera samtida tonsdttare
som i henne funnit en sp€innande och tekniskt anpassningsbar uttolkare av nya
id6er. Solveig Faringer framtriider ofta i de stora traditionella verken inom
k y r k o m t r s i k e n  ( B a c h ,  B e e t h o v e n ,  B r a h m s ,  S c h u b e r t ,  M o z a r t ,  e t c . ) .  I
kombination med sin sAngkarri i i r  bedriver Solveig Faringer sina l i t terZira
intressen. Ett exempel dr denna Almqvistproduktion diir hon gjort sAvtil urval
av text och musik som programsammanstiillning.

Ingvar Kjellson ar en av de ftjrniimsta skAdespelarna i sin generation. Han
har varit knuten till Dramatiska teatern i Stockholm stdrre delen av sin karridr,
men har darutiiver t.ex. varit engagerad av TV-teatern under dess nyskapande
period pA 1960-talet. Ingvar Kjellsons stora musikintresse har bl.a. yttrat sig i
att han studerat sAng, samt att han undervisat vid Operahdgskolan och tiven
regrsserat opera.

Kerstin Ab"rg har studerat piano vid Musikhogskolan i Stockholm fur Gunnar
Hallhagen och senare for Alexander Liberman i San Francisco. Hon har giort sig
kiind som en mycket skicklig kammarmusiker och romansackompanjator.

ust how much Almqvist's childhood was affected by contemporary events
we cannot know. But he grew up in a period of great turbulence in the
shadow of the French Revolution and the Napoleonic campaigns and we

know that his highly enquiring mind was very much concerned with the topics
of the time. critics claim that Almqvist is unusual in being torn between the
high Romantic and the nascent liberalism with its interest in 'realism'. This is
certainly reflected in his literary output.

Radical, even shocking ideas are normal among young intellectuals. Almqvist
is unique in having put into practice what other young men only dream about.
convinced of the superiority of life in the country - convinced too of the need
for the nation's spiritual and physical renewal - he resigned from a position in
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the civil service, moved to.the country and married an uneducated country girl.
A year later, disillusioned by the countryside and disappointed in his wife, he
was back in Stockholm where he took a position as headmaster of a school and
threw his remarkable energies into teaching and writing schoolbooks.

Spurred on by a desire to rid the world of 'millennial falsities' he wrote a
novel pleading for a relationship between man and woman characterized by
freedom and equality. This made his tenuous position in Sweden even shakier
and he was now seen as a demonic rebel against all that was divine and human.

By 1851 he had failed to gain a chair in modern languages at one of Sweden's
two universities, a position which he seems to have deserved. He had also been
ordained a clergyman ofthe Swedish church and failed to get any position other
than that of army chaplain. He was next heard of in the U.S.A. and i t  is
rumoured in Sweden that he had run away from just ice, having committed
theft, forgery and having attempted to poison a money-lender with arsenic!

Yet though life was mostly diffrcult and dark and though Almqvist received
scant recognition for his literary genius during his lifetime, the impression we

receive from listening to this programme is of light, of delight, of wonder at the
wonders of creation. Almqvist commented in a letter to the author Vendela
Hebbe: 'It is generally imagined that to produce the most delicate and beautiful
composit ions in Poetry and Music, one needs beauti ful,  calm and del ightful
surroundings, inspiring or entertaining fantasies. I have experienced exactly the
reverse. '  Almqvist maintained that he knew practical ly nothing of musical

theory. But he also considered that he had an infallible ear for frtting meiody to

text. And some ofthe lovely songs recorded here certainly vindicate this view.

Did he put arsenic in the money-lender's porridge? Was he guilty of forgery?

We cannot know. But that he left behind him some of the most 'innocently'

beautiful marriages of image and cadence is evident from the programme on this
record.
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Solveig Faringer studied singing with Dagmar Gustafson and Ove Meyer-
Leegard in Stockholm as well as attending the National Opera College. She is
an unusually versatile artist, equally at home in the opera house, as a recitalist
and in oratorio. On the opera stage she has created r6les in numerous new
productions ranging from Handel and Piccini right through to the present day.
Solveig Faringer is a noted Lied interpreter. She has gained a special reputation
for her thematic programmes, something made possible by her prodigious
l inguist ic ski l ls. She has worked closely with a number of contemporary
composers who have found in her an adventurous and technically adaptable
interpreter ofnew ideas. Solveig Faringer is frequently to be heard in the major
landmarks in church music (for example Bach, Ludwig van Beethoven, Brahms,
Schubert,  Mozart).  Solveig Faringer combines her career as a singer with
l i terary activi t ies such as this Almqvist programme which she researched,
se lec t ing  the  tex ts  and mus ic  as  we l l  as  coord ina t ing  and produc ing  the
recording.

Ingvar Kjellson is one of the foremost actors of his generation. Besides his
appearances at Sweden's Royal National Theatre he has also made a pioneering
contr ibution to televised drama when this was a new and art ist ical ly vi tal
phenomenon. Ingvar Kjellson has a great love of music, has studied singing,
taught at the national Opera College and has produced a number ofoperas

Kerstin Abe"g studied the piano at the National College of Music in Stockholm
with Gunnar Hallhagen and afterwards with Alexander Liberman in San
Francisco. She has since establ ished a reputation as a prominent chamber
musician and accomoanist.
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E Detdoftari Satras skog

E Uppwaknandet
ZJl u Jag vaknade och sig mig vara i en skog.

Huru har jag kommit hit? tenkte jag. Jag 1Ag
ju sjuk pA mitt lager inne i min mors lilla
kammare, och det sistajag minns, dr huru hon

satt gr6tande vid sin sons biidd.
Hvilka triid? hvilka Ijuft doftande ldf omkring

mig? och ett sken emellan dem, sA ftidfullt, sA

klart, sA upphtijdt af sjelfra den svalkande

skuggan rundtomkring. Och jag iirju alldeles

frisk nu?
Jag sAg att det var morgon. Den mildaste
grdnska glimmade d&er marken. men jag

tyckte att alla qvistar och stammar voro

vackrare iin nAnsin ltirr.

Jag tdnkte pA min moder, jag dnskade henne

hos mig i lurden, jag ihAgkom hennes bild,

huru hon stAtt bredvid mig och sett sciqande
pA sitt lilla barn. Hvar{tire Ar hon icke ocksA

har?
Jag t2inkte ge till vfu k,illa, hvarifrAn jag var

van att hemta vatten hem till oss hvar morgon

irnan jag blef sjuk.
Jag Aterfann min gAngstig till kallan: griiset

vid den var sA friskt. Det var skiinare och

hiigre omkring mina fcitter dn nAnsin.

Jag gick pA min stig genom lunden, och jag sAg

ofvanltir i rymden tvi hvita skyar fara fram

cifver trddens toppar: snart sAgjag dem icke

mer. PA afstAnd hdrdejag vattnets l jud: det

hoppade utliir berget ned i rdnnilen till min

kii l la:jag igenkiinde allt. Men ljudet var

I 1 I Scent of the Setra Woods

E ffr" Awakening

2/l a. I awoke and saw that I was ir a wood.

How do I come to be here, I thought. I was

lying ill in my mother's little room and the last

thing I recall is how she was sitting weeping

at her son's bedside.
What are these trees, these sweetly scented

leaves all around me? Ard the light in

between them, so peaceful, so clear, so

elevated by the cooling shade all around. And

now I am quite cured?

I saw that it was morning. The most delicate
greenery shimered on the ground but it

seemed to me that the twigs and tree-trunks

were more beautiful than ever before

I thought ofmy mother. I wished that she was

with me in the glade. I remembered her

oicture. how she had stood beside me and had

lazed sorrowfully at her child. Why is she not

here too?
I thought of going to our spring from which I

used to fetch water every morning before I fell

i l l .
I found the path to the spring. The grass

beside it was so fresh: prettier and longer

round my feet than ever
I followed the path through the glade and

above me in the sky I saw two white clouds

pass over the tops ofthe trees. Soon I could no

longer see them. In the distance I could hear

the sound ofwaten It cascaded down the

mountain along a l itt le ri l l  to my spring.
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klarare dn jag forr hbrt. och jag undrade.
Jag bOrjade sjunga. Det hade jag ofta glort niir
jag gick genom skogen efter vatten. Men nu
htirde jag en ton, som jag sjelf icke sjungit ftirr,
och jag brirjade sjunga efter den. DA tyckte jag

att jag begynte hcira tvA andra rrister, som
sjringo jemte mig, och iindA sAg jag ingen vid
mil sida.
Jag blef sA glad och fii. Jag iir dA icke ensam?
Och likviil sAgjag icke de tvenne, som sjijngo
jemte mig, men jag hcirde deras ord med mina.
Den hdga luft,en, hela den stora trakten
insti imde smAningom i l judet; men sA varsamt,
sA ijmt, att ej sAra den fina hinmels glas, som
sken ijfrer trdden. SA li i t sAngen:

2/2 b. Kallans klara sorlande sakta susning
hdr !
Himmelska, hriga solens strAlar le mellan
lcifven:
Tlstnen, lyssnen, naturen sjunger Skogarnas
sAng.

2/3 c. Jag kom till min kalla. Jag knafc;ll frir att
hemta upp vattnet. Jag glcimde attjag nu hade
intet kdril med mig att bdra uti. Men jag sAg
min bild i kallan och jag forskracktes! Jag var
sA vacker. Jag sade ti l l  mig: hvad visar mig
vattnets spegel i dag? Icke zir dettajag?

DA hdrde jag en rrjst ifrAn den innersta lunden.
de t  la t  som en hv iskn ing  t i l l  m ig .  men min
moders var icke stemman. Hvem ropar mig?
sade jag; eir det du, min moder?

1 4

Everything was familian Yet the sotrnds were
more distinct than I had previously heard and
I became curious. I started to sing. I had olten
sung while waiking through the wood to fetch
water. But now I heard a note which I had not
sung before and I starbed to sing it. Then I
seemed to hear two other voices singing vrith
me and yet I could not see anyone by my side.
I felt happy and free. Then I am not alone? Yet
I was unable to see the two people singing
beside me though I could hear their words
mingling with mine. The pure air, indeed the
whole neighbourhood gradually tuned in to the
sound; yet so warily, with such tenderness so
as not to damage the frne glass of heaven that
shone above the trees. This was the song

2/2 b. Hark to the clear rising, slowly sighrng
spring!
The rays  o f the  h igh  sun smi le ,  heaven ly .
between the leaves.
Be silent, harken, nature is sounding the song
ofthe woods.

2/3 c. I came to my spring. I knelt to fetch
water. I forgot that I had nothing with me in
which to carry waten But I saw myself
mirrored in the water and I was appalled. I
looked so handsome. I said to myself: what
does the watery mirror show me today? Surely
that is not me?
Then I heard a voice from deep within the
glade. It sounded to me like a whisper; but it
was not my mother's voice. 'Who is call inq me?'
I asked: 'Is it you, mother?"



Men rdsten svarade: dig kallar nu din Faden
Std upp och kom in under tiilten till oss i vAr
gladje. T} du lefver nu.
DA ftirst fdrstod jag, atl jag hade dritt. Jag gick

ia till dem uder deras hvita tabemakel, och
jag hrirde deras sAnger.

E lingelns kallelse
SA sade /|ngelen: "Kom hit till iugna viken -

Du skall fA se vAr bAt med sA ljusblAa segel pA.

Vi skola segla bort till ett land, der du skall fA
bo.
Guds cigons eld der lyser oss, ser pA oss, iilskar
os s:
der skall du blifva en blomma, du.

Der skall du blomstra sA skcin,
svalt andas i en Park sA gron.

Henans ljufua himlahustru du skall blifua
I Henans lusttriidgArd skali du bo;
der skall du vara i evigt hem: evigt hem "

E iin var det...
l\n var det den fromma, landtliga flickan
Maria, dnnu icke ftrm?ild med Josef, som, dA
hon under vandringen i en dunkel lud kiinner
sitt inre gripas afmusikens andar, tycker sig
hijra toner frAn rena anglars mun, faller pA
knii deruid, och ur djupet af himmelsk enfald
utropar ltir sig sjetf: "Herre Gud, hvad det dr
vackert..."

But the voice answered: 
'your Father is call ing

you. Get up and come in beneath the tent to us

ir ourjoy. For you are alive now.'

Then I realized that I had died.

I went in to them beneath the white tabemacle

and I l istened to their songs.

E The Angel's Call

Thus spake the angel: 
'Come to the calm cove -

You will see our boat rigged with sails oflightest

blue.
We shall sail away to a country where you shall

I ive.
God's fiery eyes wil l shine upon us there, wil l

look upon us and love us:

There you shall become a flower'

There shall you bloom so keen

and breathe in a Park all green

You shall be the Lord's winsome' heavenly wife'

You shall l ive in the Lord's paradise;

eternally at home there: eternally'

E Th"t it was...

Then it was the pious, country girl Mary, not yet

married to Joseph, who while walking in a dark

grove frnds herselflnvaded by the spirits of

Lusic, seems to hear the purest tones from the

mouth ofan angel, falls to her knees and from

the very depths ofher heavenly simplicity cries

out to herself: 'Lord God, how lovely it is '
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El Sottg. I. Den lyssnande Maria
"Herre Gud, hvad det dr vackert,
att hcira toner af en salig dngels mun:
Herre Gud, hvad det er lju{ligt,
att dti i toner och i sAng.
Stilla rinn, o min sjzil, i floden.
I dunkla himmelska purpurfloden:
Stilla sjunk, o min sdlla ande,
I Gudafamnen, den friska, goda."

E Songe XVL Marias hlipnad
Lammen sA hvita pA dngen beta;
men barnet Jesus utmed dem gAr
Hiipen Maria stannar och ropar:
"Jag ser en strAlring omkring bamets hAr!,,

E Songe XL. Bamens biin
Gud, som hafver barnen kiir,
Se till mig, som liten dr!
Hvart jag viker eller vander,
StAr min lycka i Guds hand,
StAr min lycka i Guds hand.
Hur jag frker,
Hvaft jag liinder,
StAr min lycka i Guds hand.

El Marie Louise
&1 a. Nu skall min voile jag taga
Och bort  a l la sorger jaga. . . .

E Sottg" I. Listening Mary
'O Lord God, how lovely it is to hear
the music ofa b lessed angel 's  voice.
O Lord God, how lovely to die
to music and to song.
Flow gently, O my soul, in the nver,
in the dark heavens' puple flood:
Sink gently, O my blessed spirit
into God's embrace, Iiving and good.'

E Songe XVL MaT's Astonishment
White lambs graze upon the meadow
and the child Jesus walks with them there
Mary, astonished, stops now, exclaiming:
'I see a halo around the child's hair'.

El Songe XL. The Children's Prayer
God who holds all children dear,
I am little, so be near.
Where I go and where I turn,
Happiness is in God's hand.
Happiness is in God's hand,
What I do
and whither yearn,
Happiness is in God's hand.

El Marie Louise
&1 a. Now my veil I shall take
And all my cares eradicate....
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E Songe )ofv. Grafwen
Ring, ring, ring, ring klocka i tometl
Nu bdra de mha sista blomster i graf:
Min dotter i grafl
Jag skulle hafra gAtt ftirut.
Men ftir mig iir det ej slut.

@ Stott kungen stir i herrnelin
Stolt kungen stAr i hermelin, med guldbrokad
och fransar,
juvelprydd sitter Drottningen, med diadem och
kran sar,
kring dem gAr Knektar, morskt och viit, starkt
lysande i pansar;
men Folket rit dem alla ler, och kring sin
majstAng dansar.

E Songe )O(IV. Hwarfiir kom du pA
iingen?
"Hwarltir kom du hit i qvell, siij?" -

Jag kom hit att triiffa dej. -

"GAr du Ater bort i qvall, seij?"
Nej,jag gAr ej bort frAn dej. -

"BIir du hela natten qvar, sdj?" -

Jag blir qvar i natt hos dej.
Nu skola vi vAra vAlmar vAlma:
Skijnare hii har ingen pa ang.
Rodaste rosor med rdfsan rafsa,
Det skola vi till en sdng.
Tag mig i hand, se sA, ska'vi bara!
Skiinare hand har ingen pA dng.
Nej, nej saktare, plocka vackrare!
Lagg allt grais med ans -

nA det skola vi, skola vi ta en dans, en dans!

E Songe )O(V. Ttre Grave
Ring, ring, ring, ring, bell ir the tower!

Now they carry my finaI flowers to the grave:

My daughter to the grave!

Before her yet I should have gone.

Alas, my end has yet to come.

@ Proud King in Ermine Robed

Proud king in ermine robed,

set off with gold brocade
And queen bejewelled on her throne

with diadem displayed
And round them soldiers brave and wild

in amour bright arrayed.
Ald all the people cheer them on

for now is Mayday made.

El Songe )OilV. Why Came You to the

Meadow
'Why came you here tonight, saY?'

I came here to see you.
'Are you going away tonight, say?'

No, I shall not deparb from You.
'WiIl you stay throughout the night, say?'

I shall stay the night with you.

Now we shall bind our sheaves:
No one's meadow has sweeter haY.

And reddest roses with a rake shall rake

Ard thus shall make a bed to laY.

Now take  my hand and we sha l l  car rY

No meadow has a hand as fair.

No, no, slower pluck the fairer'

Lay the grass at a glance -

For on it we shall, we shall dancel
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lI3 PA iingen
l2lll a.. Gossar och flickor hoppa och dansa

El Songe XI. Loys
LAnge gickjag pA dngen fAfzingt, och ingen
blomma der fiignade mig.
Skalljag ej nAnsin treiffa pi dngen nAgot som
L a n  f i m a  m i o ?

Slutligen sagjag, o vid en tufva,
der stod i ljufua blad en underfull ros.
Rodnande blyga blomma! jag sade, dig vil l  jag
plocka!
Doftande kalkens ringajag genast andades.
Gift bar knoppens biad;
Stil la vissnar jag; Sti l la vissnar jag! Vissnar
jag !

E Songe XLVI. Anasrniha
smultronplockerska
l4ll a Den skdna, men osynliga Rosaronchis
hade, under sin gAng genom skogen Grajos i
Guadanamabergen, med en st6t av sin lilla
tAspets skapat en brunn i turkos-hiillen, fijr att
dermed gdra nejdens folk en glzidje. Alla
oskyldiga <igon sAgo i brunnen den klaraste
mjdlk; och ndr drl iga vallhjon upphemtade den
med obrottsliga hander, f ingo de derofvanpA
den ypperligaste grzidde. Men alla skurkar och
andra nedrige, som kommo dit, kunde i
brunnen omrijligt finna annat dn det biiskaste
tjArvatten.
Detta dr orsaken, hvarliire inga skd.lmar
trifdes i Guadarramas skogar, emedan de
fruktade fiir trolldomen. Men desto flera
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@ on the Meadow
l?l a- Boys and girls skip and dance.

E SongeXI. Loys
Vainly I walked il the meadow and no flower
pleased me.
Shall I ever find in the meadow something to
please me?
At last I espied, O by a tussock,
a wonderful rose, iovely in leaf.
Shy, blushing bloom! I said, thee would I
pluckl
And at once I breathed the fraerance ofits
chalice.
But the petals bore poison;

Quietly I wither; quietly wither! I wither!

E Songe XLVI. Anasmiha, Picker of
Wild Strawberies
l4ll a While walking through the forest of
Grajos in the Guadarrama Mountains, the
lovely but invisible Rosaronchis had created
a well in the turqoise rock with the merest
touch of her toe and thus had benefitted the
people ofthe neighbourhood. Every innocent
saw in the well the purest milk. And when
honest herders fetched it up with innocent
hands they found on top the fmest cream. But
all vi l lains or dishonest persons who came to
the well found nothing but the bitterest
f,ar-water.
This is the reason why no rog'ues felt at home
in the forests of Guadanama, for they were
afraid ofspells. But all the more handsome



vackra gossar blSste der pA sina kohom; och

huru mAnga tdcka vall-flickor knabojde vid

kallan fdr att dricka mjdlk, siiger icke en gAng

Henera i sin Spanska historia, sA utftrl ig hon

An dr.
Har herr Hugo hdrt talas om den lilla

torparflickan Anasmiha? Hon var, sesom jag

tror, tretton Ar vid denna tid; och hon gick med

begge sina smA brrider att plocka bdr i skogen.

Hennes elaka stjufmoder vil le hafua dessa bar

att sii l ja At konungen i Madrid, emedan

skrinare smultron, hallon, blAbar och hjortron

ingenstddes viixte. Men Anasmiha och hennes

brcider, som ingen mat fmgo hemma, brukade

dta sig metta af beren kring Rosaronchis'

kiilla; och kommo derfiire i stlillet alltid hem

med tomma korgar. emedan de ingenting

samlat. Fcirdenskull fingo de bannor af sin

moder .  Ar rasmiha drc imde en na t t ,  a t t  hon

borde sjunga ij{Ver Rosaronchis' mjdlk och

griidde, innan hon med sina brtjder fttftiirde

denjemte baren vid brunnen i skogen; sA

skulle afden sAngen handa, att hennes korgar

blefre fulla iindock. och hon hafva andra bar

hem ti l l  sin moder; derest nemligen hon kunde

sjmga sA, att skogsrAen rundt omkring tyckte

om hennes wisa. Detta skulle hon upptacka, om

Rosaronchis sjelf$orde visan ti l l  sin. Men

detta gjorde hon, om hon 1dt sin skogsrA rundt

omkr ing  i  bergen fa l la  in  i  v isan .  mot  s lu te t .

och derafgcira en stor frisk chorus, sA glad, att

alla Guadarramas poplar dalrade

NAr torparfl ickan vaklade, gret hon; ty hon

tdnkte: "det sker val aldrig, att sA mycket godt

och en sA stor nAd vederfares mig och mina

young men blew on tneir cowhorns there And

not even Herrera, thorough though she is in

her Spanish history, reiates how many lovely

maidens knelt at the well to ddnk milk.

Has my Lord Hugo heard teli of the little

cottage-girl Anasmiha? She was, I believe,

thirteen at the time. With her two small

brothers she went to pick benies in the forest.

Her spiteful stepmother wanted the benies to

sell to the king in Madrid, for nowhere else

were finer wild strawberries, raspberries and

cloudberies to be found. But Arasmiha and

her brothers. who received no food at home,

ate up the benies near Rosaronchi's well. And

thus they always came home empty-handed.

And their mother cursed them. One night

Arrasmiha dreamed that she should sing over

Rosaronchi's milk and cream before she and

her  b ro thers  a te  i t  w i lh  the i r  ben ies  in  the

forest. Then her song would cause the baskets

to be frl led again and she would have other

ber r ies  to  take  home lo  her  mother '  I f ,  namely

she cou ld  s ing  in  such a  manner  tha t  the

fairies in the forest l iked her song and

Rosaronchis herselfaccepted the song as her

own. And she would succeed if she let her

fairies round about in the mountains join in

the song towards the end and make a l ively

chorus, a happy chorus so that all the poplars

in Guadarrama trembled.

When the cottage-girl awoke she staded to

weep.  For  she thought :  Never  can such

goodness be granted to me and my brothersl '

1 A



briider!" Men ndr hon kom till skoeen med
dem, glomde hon all sin sorg. och f,c;.iade
sjunga likafullt:

l4l2 b. Smultron och hallon svriljer jag med
behag. Korn ska'vi ?ita, plocka och leta! Kom
mina brcider! o, her just pA tufvoma vtixa de
strirsta vid Rosaronchis' kella, den goda: Hon
som sA nAdigt midt upp i skogen ger oss
smultron och gradde! smultron och gradde!
smultron och griidde! Kiinn hur det smakar!
Hel, Rosaronchis. Tack itir dina ber!

@ Vem ar viil den pA jordens vida ryrnd
Vem dr vdl den pAjordens vida rymd, som
njutit smaken
av krusbdr och av stora, scita, r6da stickelb:ir,
och som hiirvid ej ropar ut: jag aldrig smakat
maken!
Mot det en skeppslast dumma apelsiner intet
ar

Sjdlv pomeranser
jag fciga anser
Vad bjuder oss uppriktigt Afrika?
Vad visa kan Amerika?
Vad Asien? vad allt Europa?
Jag trotsar dppet atlihopa
Men Skandinavien - det dr alladar!
Blott Sverige svenska krusbdr har..

But when she entered the forest with them she
forgot all her troubles and started to sing:

f4y2 b. Wild strawbenies and raspberries I
taste with delight. Come and let us eat, pick
berries and search! Come my brothers! O, here
on the tussocks the biggest beries grow by
Rosaronchis'well. She who so graciously
in the middle ofthe forest gives us wild
strawbenies and cream! Wild strawbenies and
cream! Wild strawberries and cream! Come
and taste them! Hail, Rosaronchis.
Thank you for your benies!

E Wfto in the Whole Wide World
Who in the whole wide world that has tasted
gooseberries, big, sweet, red and prickly
berries,
and who does not then cry out: I have never
tasted anything like it!
A whole ship's load ofstupid oranges can't
compare.

Even the orange
I disparage.
Really what can Africa offer,
America proffer?
What Asia? Europe what?
I openly defy all that.
But Scandinavia - here I bow!
In Sweden only, Swedish gooseberries
grow.
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@ Ar icke hiisten skiin?
l\r icke hiisten skdn? Du, som bercimmer vAren
ftir dess hoppande. nya rannilar. ftr dess
begynnande blommor, jag gifuer dig riitt. Du,
som prisar sommaren Iiir dess fulla fdgring,
ymniga iingar och rika siidesdkrar, jag gifver

dig riitt. Men tadlar du hcisten, sA kom en gAng
ut med mig att se en skdn oktoberdag
lilskar ditt itga litfskog, sA betank om din blick
nAnsin mritt en sA odndlig rikedom af fdrget,
liAn mrirkgriint tilI ljusgrtint, blandadt med
grlt af alla slag, stundom bortdOende dnda i
grAtt, stundom flammande i hiijden af
brandgulhet, ndra rddt och purpur Du svarar
med sorg, att du ser en bild af ftirgiingelsen.
Fiirgdngelsen? Du kanner dA icke den ljufva
himmel, som ligger i det att ftirgAs pA jorden?

Pulsame stanna till frid, dgat klamar annu en
gAng. och slockrar - fttr att evigt tandas
MiIda, glada, vackra ftrgd.ngelsel iilskvdrda
hrist!"

E rad"., o seg mig -

Fader, o seg mig, niir fAr jag komma,
komma tilI Dig i tonemas hemland?
Niir skall jag sjunga hos Dig?
SA som de unga fAr sjunga hos dig?
Vdl mAngen klang omsvdfuar mig sA grann
frAn alla land,-
Dock ingen rtjst har svar i mitt brcist,
ej ljuder som trctst.
Ensam villjag gA i skogen
Skogen dr sA trogen.
Tlofast dr fAglarnas qvitter,

E Is not Autumn LovelY
'Is not autumn lovely? You who praise the

spring for its leaping new streams, for its

nascent blooms, you are right. You who praise

sunmer for its fullness, its rich meadows and

abundant cornfrelds, you are right. But ifyou

censure autumn, then come with me and

consider a lovely October daY.

Ifyour eye loves the leafy woods, consider

whether your gaze has ever met such a wealth

of colours, from dark green to light green,

mixed with yellow of every hue, sometimes

dying away to grey, sonetimes flaming up in

hottest orange, nearly red and purple. You

answer sorrow{ully that you can see a picture

of something perishable Perishable? Then you

know not the heavenly delight which lies in

perishing on earth. Your pulse slows, peaceful,

yotr gaze is clear again and then is

Lxtinguished - to be relit for eternity. Calm,

happy, lovely perishing! Loveable autumn.'

E F.th.., Tell Me

Father. tell me, when maY I come,

come to you in the land of music?

When shall I sing in your house?

As the youngsters sing in your house?

Too many sounds surround me from all the

world.
Yet no voice is answered in my breast'

sounds not as solace.

I would walk alone in the wood.

The wood is so faithful.

Faithful the twittering birds'
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och backen sA trofast sorlan
Ack, ni rnina lcinnars sus!
SA lAter i Fadrens hus!
Der tindra sA blAa ljus!
Dit hem min hAg allt stAr,
Dit hem gAr Jag i 6r.

@ Songe )O{. Ojanima
Herrans Guds iinglar gA ut ur sin hinmel att
mOta den aflidnes ande i friska lunden.

Saligt de sjunga medan de vandra sA.
SA lAter tonen, om d6den de s3unga:
"Diiden dr rosen ur jordblommans knopp.

@ Songe XV. Hjertats blomrna
En blomma stAr i hjertats hem.
Hon har ingen fdrg annu;
Herren Gud i himmelen
den blomman har gyort ,  o Dul-
Blomman stod i hjertats hem,
Hon hade ej fdrg zinnu,
Men av Herren Gud dock
hon hade namnet T6rnros.
Rosens tdrnen sAra hjertat.
DA rinner blod derur.
Hjertat frAgar herren:
"Hvi gaf du den rosen At mig?"
Herren himmelskt svarar:
"Blodet utur ditt hjerta fargar
din ros At dig:
du och ditt hjertas ros dA
likna i fiigring mig."
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and faithfully murmurs the stream.
Ah you, my sighing sycamores!
Thus sounds in my father's houser
Such blue lights twinkle!
Thi ther l long, I long
And thither I go this year.

@ Songe )OL Ojanima
The angels ofthe Lord leave their heaven
to meet the spirit ofthe dead in the fresh
gTove.
Biessed their song as they wander so.
Thus their song, as ofdeath they sing:'Death is the rose from the earth-flower's bud.'

@ Songe XV. Flowerof the Heart
A flower is ir the heart's own home.
Yet she lacks all colour
The Lord God in heaven
made the flower, O you!
The flower was in the heart's own home.
Yet she lacks all coloun
But the Lord God gave her the name ofthe
wild thorny rose.
The thorns ofthe rose wound the heart.
And blood runs from it.
The heart, asks the Lord:
'Why did you give the rose to me?'
The Lord answers heavenly:
'The blood from your heart. sta j.ns
the rose for you:
you and the rose ofyour hean
are like unto me in beauty'.



@ Songe XV[. Rafael och Orni
Min andes fria ros skdnkerjag,
skdnkerjag nu At dig.
Min andes fromma kyss gifver jag dig! o dig!
Fdglar om oss sjunga.
Hcjr huru ldfren gunga!
Hit ner. MAnen ler.

E En MAne, dock
En MAne dock, som mitt i natten skiner,
ar battre iin en Sol, som redan har gAtt nen
PA enslig stig jag overgiven gAr och blAsten
uner;
Jag har ej sol, och ingen mAne mer.

Gud han sig Iiirbarme
6ver mig, den ame!
En liten, liten MAne,
O Hene, du mig lAne!

@ Songe )O(VI. Du gir icke ensan
Om bland tusen stjemor nAgon enda ser pA
dig,
tro pA den stjemans mening,
tro hennes cigas g1ans.
Du gAr icke ensam.
Stjeman har tusen vdnner;
Alla pA dig de skAda, skAda ftjr hennes skull.
Lycklig du dr och s2ill.
Himlen dig har i qviill.

El Vendelas lockar

@ SongeXVII. Raphael and Orni
I offer you my free spirit's rose
offer it now to you.
I give you my pious spirit's kiss! O you!
The birds sing for our sake.
Hear how the leaves shake!
Ald on us smiles the moon.

E Bnt a Moo.
But a Moon that at midnight shines,
better than the Sun that has set.
Alone on a lonely path I walk and the wind
wines;
I have no su and no moon yet.

May God forgive
this fugitive.
A little, little Moon
O Lord, your boon.

@ Songe )Oilr'I. You Walk Not Alone
If of a thousand stars, one looks upon you,

have faith in the star's intention,
faith in her twinklirg eye.
You walk not alone.
The star has a thousand friends;
AII ofthem gaze atyo\, gaze for her sake.
Happy and f i l led wi th del ight
Heaven holds you tonight.

E Vendela's Curls
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@ Mett,.. var ir dA ert Slott beliiget?

A. Men...var zir dA ert Slott belaget?
I lufien...kors?...I luften, siiger Ni?

B. Det kommer ej stort an pA lziget,
blott att det dr ett ljust och glatt logis.

A. Dock...komma dit dr angeidget?
B. Si fortjag drdmmer, erjag strax dari.

E Driimmarnes sAng
Allt jag vill gltimma,
Allt jag i verlden heligt vill gkimma,
Intet bercimma:
Blott jag fiir drcimma mig hos min Herre,
Blott jag fAr drcimma mig vara hemma
Hemma hos Honom,
Stjernornas styrka
ack Honom d1rka,
Solarnes glans och
MAnarnes ringdans -
Honom ock dyrka
MenniskotArar
Ljufligt rir att tiimma
sj:ilens flod uti Guds hjertas flod.
Ljufligt iir att glcimma
sjiilens storm uti Guds sal sA god.
Ljufligt iir att drcimma
huru guld omflyter hjertats blod.
Somna stilla nu.
Skijnaste bilder kring om dig,
de skonaste bilder kring om dig fAr du.
Fri under sdmnen sjdlens dufva ilar, hemilar
Stark och cim der hvilar.
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@ nut... Where is your Palace to be
Found?
A. But.....Where is your Palace to be found?

In the air..there?...In the air, you say?
B. Its situation is not so irnportant,

just that it's a bright and cheerful lodging.
A.  But . . .  get t ing there is  important?
B. As soon as I dream, I am nearly there.

@ Drearn Song
All would I forget.
All the world I would forget,
Would praise nothing: May I just dream myself
with my Lord,
May I just dream myself at home
At home with Him.
And the might of the stars
bows down to Him
The glitter ofthe Suns and
the patter ofthe Moons -
And the tears of mankind
bow to him.
Delightful it is to empty
the soul's river into God's heart's riven
Delightful to forget
the soul's storm in God's good hall.
Delightful to dream
ofgold flowing round the heart's blood.
Sleep quietly now.
Loveliest visions surround you,
may the loveliest visions surround you.
Freed by sleep the soul's dove hurries
homeward
Strong and tender rests there.



6 Songe V[. Herdarna i Chamouni
Vinden blAser sA sval,
spelar iimt i vAr dal:
Hiir Ar just mitt behag,
hdr just stadna vill jag.

E Songe XIV. Hiixan i Konung Carls tid

Htir uppA berget ligga Gummans svarta
knotor:
Hon, som i vAras hdr brann upp pA bAI.
Nu skall du fi hrira sagan om rtjda elden:
hrira huru Guman i bAlet satts, att brinna
Gmman, hon tog hvita stickor af furu.
Men sina stickor satte hon i en mur.
Sakta hon steg till muren och ur sti.ckorna

danhandt mjdlkade hon it barnena smA.
Men utur rika Prestens ko var den sdta
mjdlken.-
Barnena frngo stA vid Modrens bAl.

@ Songe XLIL Dianoras klagan
Min fAgel, jag klagar pA digl
Siig, hvarfiir. hvarfor flog du frAn mig?
Se, buren harjagju dPPnat?
Och ftnstret harjag ocksA ciPPnat:
sirg, hvarfcir. hvarfor dA icke alska mig?
O siikert till Riddarens borg
fltlg fAgeln att ber,itta min sorg.
De sktina handskar, som Riddarn mig gaf -

ack -
hans Borgfru kastat i Murcias hafl -

E Songe VL The Shepherds in Chamouni

Cool the winds blow
soft here below:
This is my delight,
remain here wil l I.

E Songe XtV. The Witch in King Carl's

Time
Here on the rock are the old lady's blackened

bones
She who in the spring was burnt at the stake

Now you shall hear the taie of the red fire,

of how the old woman was set alight

The old woman took two white sticks of spruce.

She placed her sticks in a wall

Slowly she moved to the wall and from the

sticks
shakily she milked for the l itt le children.

But the sweet milk was from the rich priest's

c0w.
The children needs must watch their mother

burn.

@ Songe XLIL Dianora's Lament

N{y bird, I complain ofyou!

Tell me, why did you flY awaY?

Look, I have opened the cage?

I have opened the window too

Tell me then: why do you not love me?

O to the Knight's castle securelY

to tell of my sonow the bird flew most surely

The fine gloves that the Knight gave me -

alas -

his Wife has thrown i.nto Murcia's sea.
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Men jag ar utan brott:
o fdgel! sjung allt pe Riddams slott.

@ Songe XLVIII. Sullivan och Vallivan
2911 a, Sullivan och Vallivan voro tvenne
tvillingbrcider af normandisk stam, hvilka
medftiljt Tankreds sdner fiAn Hdgsta
(Hautevil le) t i l l  Neopolitanska landet, och der
bistodo Guiscard med ridderliga bragder. De
bdgge nonmdnnen voro hvarann sA lika, att
om de ej kledde sig olika, sA kunde ingen skilja
dem it. De IAgo nu med sin hiirskara i nejden
afTarent, der de sAgo stadens skiinaste dotter,
Rosalba Ningi, och alskade henne. Men de
hade besijkt henne pii skilda tider, dA de vunno
hennes hdg; och de yppade ej sina skilda namn,
eller att de voro tvA. De begge brriderna, hvilka
hril lo hvarann sA kdra, som i norden brukas,
vil le s:imjas pA det sAttet, att Sull ivan skulle
vara hos Rosalba om natten. men Vall ivan om
dagen; och att de aldrig skulle rAka med
hvarann ti l lsamman. Vid sjelfva vigseln,
framme i den stora domens chor. der l iusen
evigt brunno och bredde jetteskuggor tmkring
sig, hade sA skett, att Sull ivan var ndrvarande
hos bruden under vigselns ft jrsta halft;
hvarefter han lAtsade en hrift ig svindel, bad om
orlofatt l i tet aflAgsna sig, och grck bort bakom
en stor pelare i kyrkan. DA framtriidde
Vall ivan ti l l  bruden, och erkebiskopen
fullbordade vigseh med honom. Sedan lefvde
de dlVer ett Ar i god sAmja sA som
tjverenskommet var; och hon viste af intet, der
hon bodde afsides i sina dcida {i jrdldrars slottl
ty hennes tjenare, l iksom alla klerker i staden.
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But I am without fault:
O bird, sing under the Knight's high vault.

@ SongeXLVIII. Sull ivan andVall ivan
29/l a, Sullivan and Vallivan were two
brothers ofNorman parentage who had
accompani.ed Tancred's sons from Hauteville
to the Neapolitan countryside and there
supported Guiscard with noble exploits. The
two Normans were so alike that if they did
not dress differently no-one could tell them
apart. They lay now with their forces in the
vicinity ofTarent where they saw the city,s
most beautiful daughter, Rosalba Ningi and
fell in love with her But they had visited her
at different t imes and had both won her
affection. They had neither disclosed their
names nor the fact that they were two people.
The two brothers, who were as dear to each
other as is usual in the north. wanted to come
to an agreement that Sull ivan should spend
the  n igh ts  w i th  Rosa lba  wh i le  Va l l i van  shou ld
spend his days with her and that they should
never meet all three. At the wedding
ceremony in the chancel ofthe great cathedral
where the candles burn continuously casting
huge shadows round about, Sull ivan was
present during the frrst half of the ceremony,
whereafter he claimed suddenly to be feeling
faint, asked permission to leave for a moment
and disappeared behind a large pil lar in the
church. Vall ivan then came forward to the
br ide  and the  archb ishop compler ,ed  the
ceremony. They then lived contentedly for
more than a year in the agreed fashion,



buro Iiir stor riidsla ltir norrmiinnen, Itir att
upptdcka huru det var beskaffadt i deras liiger

eller hvilka mdnner der voro. Stundligen blef
dock Rosalba de begge brciderne kdrare; och

slutligen utbriito de i den hiiftigaste svartsjuka

emot hvarandre. Det hAnde sd en dag, att de
rAkades med dragna sviird; men innan de
gingo till kamp, besloto de att begge pri en gAng

Itirst besiika Rosalba, yppa allt ftir henne, siiga
henne sina namn, och bedja henne vdlja dem
emellan, hvilkendera hon villa ega och dlska.

Det gjorde de. Men niir Rosalba fick se framftir

sig tvenne mdn, der hon allenast trott vara en,

fattades hon af en hastig fcirskrdckelse; och
hepnaden gick ej blott genom hennes brdst,

utan grep hennes liirstAnd. Efter tArarne

utbrdt hon i ett vildt skratt; och derpA bdrjade
hon dansa den dans. som hair efLer staden bdr
nam afTarantellan, hvilken ej slutas {iirr iin
den sjuka stupan Detta var dock den
usprungliga tarantellan; icke den, som sedan
uppkom i landet genom en spindelns stygn.

Hon dansade i salen, dit de begge brijdema
kommit, iiir att af henne fA svar, hvilkendera af

dem hon vil le i i lska. Hon sjdng sjelft i l l  sin
dans dessa ord, under det hennes steg en voro

lAngsamma, dn hastigare.

29/2 b. Sullivan, o Sullivan! Jag iilskar dig, jag

ii lskar dig, jag i i lskar dig.
Du iir far At mitt bam, mitt lilla barn, mitt li1la

Rosalba remaining unaware, isolated as she
was in the palace ofher dead parents, for her

senants, l ike all the clerks in the town, were

so frightened ofthe Norsemen that they did

not  dare  to  inves t iga te  ther  camp or  enqu i re

as to what men were there. In due course

Rosalba became increasingly dear to the two

brothers and they became desperatelyjealous
of each other One day they confronted one

another with drawn swords. But before they

fought, they determired to visit Rosalba both
at once, to disclose everythilg to her, to tell her

their names and to ask her to choose between
them.
They did this. But when Rosalba saw before

her two men whom she had formerly believed

to be one, she was gripped by a sudden terron

And not only did the shock pierce her breast

but it attacked her reason. After the tears she

started to laugh wildly. And thereupon she

started to dance the dance which has ever

since bome the name of the town of Tarantella,
a dance which ls not ended unti l the possessed
person falls dead. This was the first tarantella;

not the one that later grew up in the country

through a spider's bite.
She danced in the hall where she had received

the two brothers who wanted to know which of

them she would choose. And she sang these

words to the dance as her steps now slowed,

now quickened.

2912 tr. Sull ivan, O Sull ivanl I love you, I love
you, I love you.

You are father to my child, my litt le chi1d, my
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Vallivan, o Vallivan jag iilskar dig!
jag iilskar dig, du far At mitt barn, mitt skdna
barn, mitt skdna barn, o Vall ivant
Nu skali jag dansa, dansa ti l l  ddden:
facklor och dolkar giv mig i hdnder.
Nu Vallivan, sA farv2il! - Sullivan, o farvAll
Kyss mitt barn, som jag aldrig fAr se!
Jag blott dansa fAn

29/3 c. Ner hon slutligen nedfttll dcid och
tarantellan var liirbi, steg Sullivan fram och
sade: "Min broder! lAt oss ennu en gAng
sdmjas, se attjag ffu ligga i grafuen vid
Rosalba Ningis sida; men du tager vAr spiida
ros, vArt l i l la barn, och reser hem ti l l  norden,
der du uppfilder henne sAsom ditt barn
allenast." Derpe stdrtade han sig pA sin
svdrdsudd; men Vall ivan begrof Rosalba jemte

Sullivan. SA tog han sin lilla flicka, for ijfver
hafi 'en Ater t i l l  Sverige, och bodde der med sitt
barn, det han kallade Astrid. Om Vall ivan dro
sedan mAnga sagor och sAnger; men Astrid
vardt ennu skiinare dn sin mocler.

@ Songe XLDL Jem
30/1 a. Vandringssengen
Dristar du folja de flyende Asuras pA en mcirk
viig?
ti l l  ett mtirkt land? -

Onskar du gA pA den slagnas strit?
Gr5ta hans grdt? sucka hans suckar? drdmma
hans drcimmar? -

VAgar du fi i l ja de flyende Asuras?

28

little child, O Sullivan!
Vallivan, O Vallivan, O Vallivan, I love you!
I love youl You father to my child, my lovely

child, my lovely child, O Vall ivan!
Now I shall dance, dance to death:
hand me now torches and daggers.
Now Vallivan, now farewell! Sullivan, farewell!
Kiss my child, that I shall never seet
I can but dance.

29/3 c. When, frnally, she feli down dead and
the tarantella was over, Sull ivan stepped
forward and said: 'My brother, let us agree
with each other again so that I may lie in the
grave beside Rosalba Ningi, but you take our
tender rose, our l i tt le child and travel home to
the north, where you wil l raise her as you own
child.'Thereupon he threw himselfon the point
ofhis sword. And Vall ivan buried Rosalba
beside Sull ivan. Then he took his l i tt le
daughter and crossed the sea back to Sweden
and he l ived there with his daughter whom he
called Astrid. Ard there are many stories and
songs about Vallivan. But Astri.d grew even
more beautiful than her mother.

@ Sottg" 49. Jem
30/l a. Wanderer's Song
Dare you follow the fleeing Asuras on a dark
road?
To a dark land? -

Do you wish to take the beaten man's way?
To weep hJ.s tears? Sigh his sighs?
Dream his dreams? -

Dare you follow the fleeing Asuras?



Viigen ar lAng: svAr vAr g6ng. -

Vi skola vandra till ett land i norden.
Der iir tyst, der iir frid.
Dit som Nordstjeman kallar oss och bjuder;
lyser vrir hand, ger oss land.

3O/2 tr. Festlig dans kring Nordstjernans
grafkulle, under unison sAng i chorus af
hela folket
Hiir stAr grafven, stjernan iir fallen.
Stjeman ligger dod.
Jeml Jem, dansa!
Dansa skall Jem, Jem: sjunga skall Jem,
Jem: dansa med nackros henligr kring
grafuen,
Nordstjemans kulle.
Grita skall Jem; Jem har intet land.
St jeman l igger dod har i  sanc.

El Om s:i det skulle hiinda
Om sA det skulle hiinda,
att ingen talar till mig alls;
vart skall jag dA mig vdnda, vafalls?
Jag dA skall tala till - mig - sjiilv,
och jag skall sjunga fcir * mig - sj?ilv,
och jag skall dansa med - mig - sjAlv en vals

@ Sotrg. L. Werldens slut
LAt all sorgen fara,
Tag till fiol och strAka:
Hej sa'n, hopp sa'n, kbr sa'n,
SA skall det gA. -
Lemna all verldens snara,
LAt alla tokar brAka;

The road is long, ourjourney hard.

We should wander to a land in the north.

There is calm, there is peace.

Thither the North Star calls us and offers,

l ights our hand, gives us land.

30/2 b. Festive Dance Round the North

Star's Burial Mound, Accompanied by

Unison Song in Chorus by All the People

Here is the grave, the star has fallen.

The star is dead.
Jem! Jem, dance!
Jem shall dance, Jem. Jem shall sing.

Jem. Dance with the water-Iily, finely round

the grave,
the North Star's mound.

Jem shall weep. Jem has no country.
The star l ies dead, here in the sand.

@ If it Should Be
If it should be
that no-one to me speaks
whither shall I seek, pardon?

Yes, then I shall talk to me, myself,

and I shall sing to me, myself

and I shall dance with me, myself, a waltz.

El Songe XL. The End of the World

Let all cares away.
Take your bow and frddle:
let them dance so.
So shall i t go.

Leave the world's snares.
Let the madmen complain.

29



Kom sa'n nu sa'n, h6r sa'n,
SA skall det gA.
Fjdriln lfter vingen
Flickan dppnar ringen:
Qvickt er begge svingen,
Dansen som dnnu ingen!
Liitt och hurtigt springen:
Sd skall det gA.
LAt all sorgen Aka
Bort pA frol och strAka:
Hej  sa 'n.  hopp sa'n,  k i i r  sa 'n -
SA skall det gi.
LAt hela narri't brAka,
LAt alla tokar trAka:
Kom sa'n nu sa'n, hilr sa'n
SA skall det gA.
Hemma mor hon grAter,
f o r  L q h  i l l .  l 3 r - -

bror iir sur och vAter,
syster suckar Ater -

men hon ler ocksA.
Glijm all sorg sA dyster,
o du mil far och moder!
Hjelp det f ins ftr allt i  verlden iindA. -

Aftorka tAren, syster!
le, o min gode broder:
trdst det frns fcir alla vdrldens plAgor,
alla andens grymma qval ocksA.

Let them dance;
so shall it go.
The butterfly flaps its wing,
And the maiden opens the rlng.
Quickly swing together,
dance like queen and king.
Lightly, brightly, swing.
So shall it go.
Let your sorrows blow.
Away with fiddle and bow.
Let them dance;
so shall it go.
Let all the fools complain.
Let the idiots strain.
Let them dance.
So shall it go.
Mother cries at home.
Father is in gloam,
brother is distressed,
sister still addressed
but she smiles also.
Forget all cares so sorrowful,
O you my father and mother!
There is help for all in the world still.
Dry you tears, sister!
smile, my good brother;
Here is comfort from all earth's torments,
all the spirit's grim agony too.
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