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BIS-CD-13 STEREO Total playing time: 61'20

ALMQVIST, Carl Jonas Love (1793-1866)

@ Det doftar i Sitras skog (Kerstin Aberg)
] Uppwaknandet
2/1 a. (Solveig Faringer, Gunilla von Bahr)
2/2 b. (Solveig Faringer, VE, LKK)
2/3 c. (Solveig Faringer)
@ Angelns kallelse (LKK)
[@ An var det... (Ingvar Kjellson)
Gl Songe 1. Den lyssnande Maria (Solveig Faringer)
] Songe XVI. Marias hipnad (Solveig Faringer)
Songe XL. Barnens bén (BK)
Marie Louise (Solveig Faringer, Kerstin Aberg)

8/1 a. Sentens
8/2 b. Marie Louise

2'47
5'49
307
121
1'18
1'49
0'33
1'28
0'51
0'50
3'40

0'06
3'33



Songe XXV. Grafwen (Solveig Faringer)
Stolt kungen star i hermelin (Ingvar Kjellson)

@ Songe XXIV. Hwarfér kom du pa dngen?
(Solveig Faringer)

04 Pa dngen
12/1 a. Sentens (Ingvar Kjellson)
12/2 b. Pa dngen (Kerstin Aberg)

B Songe XI. Loys (LKK)
Songe XLVI. Arrasmiha smultronplockerska

14/1 a. (Ingvar Kjellson)
14/2 b. (Solveig Faringer, LKK)

8 Vem ir vil den pa jordens vida rymd (Ingvar Kjellson)

Ar icke hosten skén? (Ingvar Kjellson)
Fader, o sig mig (LKK)

Songe XX. Ojanima (Solveig Faringer)

1'08
0'24
0'56
141
0'04
137
2'11
413
328
0'44
0'50
1'40
2'18

0'49



Songe XV. Hjertats blomma (Solveig Faringer)

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

&l En mane, dock (Ingvar Kjellson)
k1 Songe XXVI. Du gar icke ensam (Solveig Faringer)
B Vendelas lockar (Kerstin Aberg)

Men... var ir da ert slott beliget?
(Solveig Faringer, Ingvar Kjellson)

B Drommarnes sang (LKK)

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

Songe XIV. Hixan i konung Carls tid
(Solveig Faringer, Robert von Bahr)

Songe XLII. Dianoras klagan (Solveig Faringer)

1'39

0'51

0'30

0'52

2'31

0'24

2'44
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0'54
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Songe XLVIIL Sullivan och Vallivan
29/1 a. (Ingvar Kjellson)
29/2 b. (Solveig Faringer)
29/3 c. (Ingvar Kjellson)

Songe XLIX. Jem (LKK)
30/1 a. Vandringssangen
30/2 b. Festlig dans kring Nordstjernans grafkulle,
under unison s&ng i chorus af hela folket

El Om sa det skulle hiinda (Ingvar Kjellson)

3 Songe L. Werldens slut

(Solveig Faringer, Alm Nils Ersson, Kerstin Aberg)
Solveig Faringer, sang (voice), recitation
Ingvar Kjellson, recitation
Kerstin Aberg, hammarflygel (fortepiano)
Gunilla von Bahr, flsjt och altflsjt (flute, alto flute)
Alm Nils Ersson, fiol (violin)

Vokalensemble (Vocal Ensemble): Solveig Faringer, Bodil
Asmussen Helldén, Daniel Helldén (VE)

7'23
3'63
2'31
0'56

2'04
1'17
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En rikt utrustad minniska

m Carl Jonas Love Almqvist som en motsatsernas man har det talats

mycket och lange. Sjalv 4r han inte utan ansvar for spekulationerna och

mytbildningen kring sin person. I ett av de viktigaste brev Almqvist
skrev spaltar han upp sig sjilv i “Inbillningskraft” och "Férnuftighet”. Hade han
bara dgt det ena, skulle han ha haft en dominerande stallning — och dérmed en
tryggad forsérjning — i de konservativa romantikernas krets (anférd av
professor Atterbom) eller bland de nyttoinriktade liberalerna (med
tidningskungen och stearinfabrikanten Hierta i spetsen). Som det nu var,
hamnade han mellan tva ldger, fri men fattig och "ensam som en eremit”.

I ett annat sammanhang kallade Almqvist motsatserna inom sig for
motségelser; de var “ordkneliga, och néagra af djupaste och oférklarligaste slag”.
En s& komplicerad och gatfull person tilldrog sig naturligtvis uppmérksamhet,
och den har inte avtagit med dren. Har ar alltsd en man som inte gér att
reducera till en formel eller som kan fangas i ett kritiskt stralkastarljus! Under
ett halvt drhundrade efter landsflykten 1851 framstod denna sammansatthet
mest som oroande och skandalos. Hos Carl Jonas Love Almgvist fanns det
nagonting som inte stdmde. I efterhand erinrade sig triumferande ovidnner och
besvarade f. d. vanner olika tillfallen, d& en spricka blivit synlig i karaktdren
och en avgrund hade skymtat.

1 en av minnesbilderna framkallas en spokfigur med “skugglikt snabba, tysta
rorelser” och kritblekt ansikte. Betraktad i profil kunde diktaren rentav likna
en gnagare, en mullvad”. (Den som minns honom s ar Ellen Keys far Emil,
liberal politiker. Han hor langt ifran till de illvilliga vittnena men var inte
opaverkad av den allmanna meningen bland sk. anstindigt folk om mannen
som lamnat all anstandighet bakom sig). Tidigare hade ljuset kunnat falla pa
ett annat satt over tornrosskaldens panna. En ung malmébo, son av ett
képmanshus, traffar en dag i augusti 1840 Almqvist pa angbaten till Libeck och
kastar ned dessa intryck i sin dagbok: "Han ar af medelmattig storlek, har ett
behagligt, men manligt utseende, hog panna, lifliga 6gon och en nagot krdk_;



nésa. Ur hans vésende framlyser fasthet och lugn i forening med anspraksloshet
och gladtighet.” Bilden kan inte forvixlas med Frankensteins.

P4 sistone har det som bekant uppstatt en viss osdkerhet i skuldfragan.
Skulle anklagelserna for urkundsforfalskning och giftmordsforssk 4nda ha fog
for sig, finns det numera ménga formildrande omstindigheter att anfora.
Betraktar man livsverket, reduceras forbrytelsen till en bock i marginalen, en
biografisk egendomlighet. Trots detta har forestillningen om Almgvist som en
dubiss gestalt slipat med in i var tid. I skolans bécker 4r han fortfarande en
personlighet med en ddesdiger splittring. Det onda som sker honom #r en foljd
av diktarens egen brist p& verklighetssinne och balans. Katastrofen finns
foregripen i personlighetsbilden.

Detta nedlatande psykologiserande &r, vad jag forstar, delvis betingat av den
moraliska forkastelsedom som uttalades 6ver Almqvist efter hans flykt ur riket.
Ett eko av skallet kan uppfattas i foljande formulering ur en samtida larobok i
svenska for gymnasiet: "Misslyckandena berodde inte endast pa att hans
malséttning var sa verklighetsfrimmande utan kanske framst pa bristerna i
hans personlighet.”

Bleknad sitter alltsa stdmpeln kvar. Att den visat sig s& halifast beror inte pa
att de brott den forbrytlige efterlystes for var oforlatligt grova. En sadan brutal
utstdmpling drabbar normalt inte den som bryter mot strafflagen, ty for honom
finns det preskriptionstid och glomska. Almqvists verkliga brott var att han
angrep och ifragasatte de varderingar som lag och samhillsmoral vilade pa.
Brottet var politiskt.

Hos Almgqvist finns det mycket, det 4r sant, som inte tycks ga ihop. Han lever
béde i dagsljuset och i drémmen. Han motsager sig sjilv och forefaller ofta
undanglidande, han férsvinner i ett skogsdunkel eller i metafysisk solrok. Han
har en tendens att driva ivdg med sina “inbillningar” och infall, s& att man inte
riktigt vet, hur manga av de slutsatser som blixtlikt infinner sig 1 hans
medvetande som man skall ta pa allvar.
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Om man irriteras av denna troléshet, bér man tdnka pa att Almqgvist ofta
rorde sig i ett ingenmansland utan hallpunkter. I de flesta fragor var han langt
fore sin tid. Han hade snillrika aningar och sdg nya utsikter dppna sig. Han
hade goda aningar och sdg minsklighetens frigorelse som ett eldsken vid
horisonten. (Inte onda aningar som Swift eller Baudelaire.) Han kunde tala
enklare én nagon diktare om skapandets villkor, barnafromt, s har: "Min hand
var varm, och jag malade.” Men han var ocks4, som Rilke, medveten om det
skonas hemliga karleksforbindelser med det demoniska. Ocksé i den himmelska
och jordiska exotism som talar med s3 underliga tungor p4 manga av hans sidor,
bl. a. i "Songes”, finns det en understrom av passion. Samtidigt visste denne
forfattare att, som det stod i ett av de forstdende eftermilena, "bringa till
fullkomlig klarhet de djupaste sanningar och det mest invecklade tanketrassel”.
Under hans trollsps kunde ”sjelfva abstraktionens torraste platser” bli till
“gronskande dngar”.

Motsatserna finns dar, i verket och personligheten. De &r vil belysta, men de
utgor inte hela sanningen. I stillet for att tala om Almgvists olyckliga
“kluvenhet”, borde vi tala om den stora spinnvidden i hans skapelse. I dag
framstar Carl Jonas Love Almqvist som en mycket rikt utrustad manniska. Han
gar inte att forvandla till ett nationalmonument, lyckligtvis inte, men han ar
snarare outtomlig &n outgrundlig. Folke Isaksson

Solveig Faringer har studerat sang for Dagmar Gustafson och Ove Meyer-
Leegard i Stockholm och har genomgdatt Operahogskolan (Statens
Musikdramatiska skola). Hon 4r en ovanligt mangsidig artist likaval
hemmastad pa operascenen som Lieder-interpret och oratoriesangerska. Pa
operascenen har hon kreerat ett stort antal roller med spannvidd fran Hindel
och Vogler till Blomdahl och Werle. Solveig Faringer 4r en framstdende
romanssangerska. Hon har forvarvat ett sarskilt rykte for sina tematiska
program, ndgot som gjorts majligt genom hennes stora sprékliga begdvning och
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litterdra intresse. Hon har haft ett nira samarbete med flera samtida tonsittare
som i henne funnit en spannande och tekniskt anpassningsbar uttolkare av nya
idéer. Solveig Faringer framtrider ofta i de stora traditionella verken inom
kyrkomusiken (Bach, Beethoven, Brahms, Schubert, Mozart, ete.). I
kombination med sin sdngkarriar bedriver Solveig Faringer sina litterira
intressen. Ett exempel 4r denna Almgvistproduktion dir hon gjort saval urval
av text och musik som programsammanstéllning.

Ingvar Kjellson ér en av de forndmsta skadespelarna i sin generation. Han
har varit knuten till Dramatiska teatern i Stockholm stérre delen av sin karriar,
men har dirutéver t.ex. varit engagerad av TV-teatern under dess nyskapande
period p4 1960-talet. Ingvar Kjellsons stora musikintresse har bl.a. yttrat sig i
att han studerat sang, samt att han undervisat vid Operahdgskolan och dven
regisserat opera.

Kerstin Aberg har studerat piano vid Musikhogskolan i Stockholm for Gunnar
Hallhagen och senare for Alexander Liberman i San Francisco. Hon har gjort sig
kand som en mycket skicklig kammarmusiker och romansackompanjator.

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 of the 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 it is
rumoured in Sweden that he had run away from justice, having committed
theft, forgery and having attempted to poison a money-lender with arsenic!

Yet though life was mostly difficult and dark and though Almgqvist 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
compositions in Poetry and Music, one needs beautiful, calm and delightful
surroundings, inspiring or entertaining fantasies. I have experienced exactly the
reverse.” Almqvist maintained that he knew practically nothing of musical
theory. But he also considered that he had an infallible ear for fitting melody to
text. And some of the 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 rdles 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
linguistic skills. She has worked closely with a number of contemporary
composers who have found in her an adventurous and technically adaptable
interpreter of new 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
literary activities such as this Almqvist programme which she researched,
selecting the texts and music as well as coordinating and producing 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
contribution to televised drama when this was a new and artistically vital
phenomenon. Ingvar Kjellson has a great love of music, has studied singing,
taught at the national Opera College and has produced a number of operas.

Kerstin Aberg 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 established a reputation as a prominent chamber
musician and accompanist.
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[1 Det doftar i Siitras skog

& Uppwaknandet

2/1 a. Jag vaknade och sag mig vara i en skog.
Huru har jag kommit hit? tdnkte jag. Jag lag
ju sjuk pa mitt ldger inne i min mors lilla
kammare, och det sista jag minns, 4r huru hon
satt gratande vid sin sons badd.

Hvilka trad? hvilka ljuft doftande lof omkring
mig? och ett sken emellan dem, sé fridfullt, s&
klart, s& upphdjdt af sjelfva den svalkande
skuggan rundtomkring. Och jag &r ju alldeles
frisk nu?

Jag sag att det var morgon. Den mildaste
grénska glimmade 6fver marken, men jag
tyckte att alla qvistar och stammar voro
vackrare 4n nansin forr.

Jag tankte p4 min moder, jag énskade henne
hos mig i lunden, jag ihdgkom hennes bild,
huru hon statt bredvid mig och sett sérjande
pa sitt lilla barn. Hvarfore 4r hon icke ocksa
har?

Jag tankte ga till var kélla, hvarifran jag var
van att hemta vatten hem till oss hvar morgon
innan jag blef sjuk.

Jag aterfann min gangstig till kallan: graset
vid den var sa friskt. Det var skénare och
hégre omkring mina fotter 4n nansin.

Jag gick pa min stig genom lunden, och jag sag
ofvanfor i rymden tva hvita skyar fara fram
ofver tradens toppar: snart sag jag dem icke
mer. P4 afstand horde jag vattnets jud: det
hoppade utfor berget ned i rannilen till min
killa: jag igenkande allt. Men ljudet var

(1 Scent of the Sitra Woods

2] The Awakening

2/1 a. I awoke and saw that I was in 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? And the light in
between them, so peaceful, so clear, so
elevated by the cooling shade all around. And
now [ am quite cured?

I saw that it was morning. The most delicate
greenery shimmered on the ground but it
seemed to me that the twigs and tree-trunks
were more beautiful than ever before.

1 thought of my mother. I wished that she was
with me in the glade. I remembered her
picture, how she had stood beside me and had
gazed 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
ill,

1 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 of the trees. Soon I could no
longer see them. In the distance I could hear
the sound of water. It cascaded down the
mountain along a little rill to my spring.
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klarare 4n jag forr hért, och jag undrade.

Jag bérjade sjunga. Det hade jag ofta gjort nar
jag gick genom skogen efter vatten. Men nu
hérde jag en ton, som jag sjelf icke sjungit forr,
och jag borjade sjunga efter den. DA tyckte jag
att jag begynte héra tva andra roster, som
sjongo jemte mig, och dnda sig jag ingen vid
min sida.

Jag blef sa glad och fri. Jag ar da icke ensam?
Och likvil sig jag icke de tvenne, som sjongo
jemte mig, men jag hérde deras ord med mina.
Den hoga luften, hela den stora trakten
instdmde smaningom i ljudet; men sa varsamt,
sd 6mt, att ej sara den fina himmels glas, som
sken ofver traden. Sa lit sdngen:

2/2 b. Kallans klara sorlande sakta susning
hor!

Himmelska, héga solens stralar le mellan
lsfven:

Tystnen, lyssnen, naturen sjunger Skogarnas
sang.

2/3 ¢. Jag kom till min killa. Jag knafsll for att
hemta upp vattnet. Jag glomde att jag nu hade
intet karil med mig att béira uti. Men jag sag
min bild i kallan och jag forskracktes! Jag var
s& vacker, Jag sade till mig: hvad visar mig
vattnets spegel i dag? Icke ar detta jag?

D4 héorde jag en rost ifran den innersta lunden,
det 14t som en hviskning till mig, men min
moders var icke stimman. Hvem ropar mig?
sade jag; dr det du, min moder?
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Everything was familiar. Yet the sotinds were
more distinct than I had previously heard and
I became curious. I started to sing. I had often
sung while walking through the wood to fetch
water. But now I heard a note which I had not
sung before and I started to sing it. Then I
seemed to hear two other voices singing with
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 fine glass of heaven that
shone above the trees. This was the song

2/2 b. Hark to the clear rising, slowly sighing
spring!

The rays of the high sun smile, heavenly,
between the leaves.

Be silent, harken, nature is sounding the song
of the woods.

2/3 ¢. I came to my spring. I knelt to fetch
water. I forgot that I had nothing with me in
which to carry water. 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 calling me?’
I asked: Is it you, mother?”



Men risten svarade: dig kallar nu din Fader.
Sta upp och kom in under télten till oss i var
gladje. Ty du lefver nu.

D4 forst forstod jag, att jag hade dott. Jag gick
in till dem under deras hvita tabernakel, och
jag horde deras sanger.

(2] Angelns kallelse
S4 sade Angelen: “Kom hit till lugna viken —
Du skall fa se var bat med sa ljusblda segel pa.

Vi skola segla bort till ett land, der du skall fa
bo.
Guds 6gons eld der lyser oss, ser pa oss, dlskar
088:
der skall du blifva en blomma, du.
Der skall du blomstra s skén,
svalt andas i en park sé gron.
Herrans ljufva himlahustru du skall blifva.
I Herrans lusttradgard skall du bo;
der skall du vara i evigt hem: evigt hem.”

(4] An var det...

An var det den fromma, landtliga flickan
Maria, #innu icke formald med Josef, som, d&
hon under vandringen i en dunkel lund kanner
sitt inre gripas af musikens andar, tycker sig
hora toner fran rena anglars mun, faller pa
kna dervid, och ur djupet af himmelsk enfald
utropar for sig sjelf: “Herre Gud, hvad det ar
vackert...”

But the voice answered: ‘your Father is calling
you. Get up and come in beneath the tent to us
in our joy. For you are alive now.’

Then I realized that I had died.

I went in to them beneath the white tabernacle
and I listened 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 of lightest
blue.
We shall sail away to a country where you shall
live.
Cod’s fiery eyes will shine upon us there, will
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 live in the Lord’s paradise;
eternally at home there: eternally.

[2] Then it was...

Then it was the pious, country girl Mary, not yet
married to Joseph, who while walking in a dark
grove finds herself invaded by the spirits of
music, seems to hear the purest tones from the
mouth of an angel, falls to her knees and from
the very depths of her heavenly simplicity cries
out to herself: ‘Lord God, how lovely it is..’
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5] Songe I. Den lyssnande Maria
“Herre Gud, hvad det ar vackert,

att hora toner af en salig angels mun:
Herre Gud, hvad det ar ljufligt,

att do i toner och i sang.

Stilla rinn, o min sjl, i floden.

I dunkla himmelska purpurfloden:
Stilla sjunk, o min silla ande,

I Gudafamnen, den friska, goda.”

[€] Songe XVI. Marias hipnad

Lammen s4 hvita pa angen beta;

men barnet Jesus utmed dem gar.

Hépen Maria stannar och ropar:

“Jag ser en stralring omkring barnets har!”

Songe XL. Barnens bén
Gud, som hafver barnen kar,
Se till mig, som liten ar!
Hvart jag viker eller vander,
Star min lycka i Guds hand,
Star min lycka i Guds hand.
Hur jag fiker,

Hvart jag ldnder,

Star min lycka i Guds hand.

Marie Louise
8/1 a. Nu skall min voile jag taga
Och bort alla sorger jaga....
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(= Songe L. Listening Mary

‘O Lord God, how lovely it is to hear
the music of a blessed angel’s voice.
O Lord God, how lovely to die

to music and to song.

Flow gently, O my soul, in the river,
in the dark heavens’ purple flood:
Sink gently, O my blessed spirit

into God’s embrace, living and good.’

[e] Songe XVI. Mary’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’.

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.

Marie Louise
8/1 a. Now my veil I shall take
And all my cares eradicate....



Songe XXV. Grafwen

Ring, ring, ring, ring klocka i tornet!
Nu béra de mina sista blomster i graf:
Min dotter i graf!

Jag skulle hafva gatt forut.

Men for mig ar det ej slut.

Stolt kungen star i hermelin

Stolt kungen star i hermelin, med guldbrokad
och fransar,

juvelprydd sitter Drottningen, med diadem och
kransar,

kring dem gar Knektar, morskt och vilt, starkt
lysande i pansar;

men Folket 4t dem alla ler, och kring sin
majstang dansar.

[l Songe XXIV. Hwarfor kom du pa
dngen?

“Hwarfor kom du hit i qvall, s4j?” —
Jag kom hit att traffa dej. —

“Gar du ater bort i qvill, sdj?” —

Nej, jag gar ej bort fran dej. —

“Blir du hela natten gvar, sdj?” —

Jag blir qvar i natt hos dej.

Nu skola vi vara valmar valma:
Skoénare ho har ingen pd 4ng.

Rédaste rosor med rafsan rifsa,

Det skola vi till en séng.

Tag mig i hand, se s4, ska’ vi bara!
Skoénare hand har ingen pé édng.

Nej, nej saktare, plocka vackrare!

Lagg allt gréas med ans —

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

Songe XXV. The Grave

Ring, ring, ring, ring, bell in the tower!

Now they carry my final 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 armour bright arrayed.

And all the people cheer them on

for now is Mayday made.

Songe XXIV. 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 depart from you.

‘Will 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.
And thus shall make a bed to lay.

Now take my hand and we shall carry.
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 dance!
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(4 pa dngen
12/1 a.. Gossar och flickor hoppa och dansa

[3 Songe XI. Loys

Liange gick jag pa dngen fafiangt, och ingen
blomma der fignade mig.

Skall jag ej nansin triffa ps dngen nagot som
kan figna mig?

Slutligen sag jag, o vid en tufva,

der stod i ljufva blad en underfull ros.
Rodnande blyga blommal! jag sade, dig vill jag
plocka!

Doftande kalkens 4nga jag genast andades.
Gift bar knoppens blad;

Stilla vissnar jag; Stilla vissnar jag! Vissnar
jag!

Songe XLVI. Arrasmiha
smultronplockerska

14/1 a. Den skona, men osynliga Rosaronchis
hade, under sin gang genom skogen Grajos i
Guadarramabergen, med en stét av sin lilla
taspets skapat en brunn i turkos-hallen, for att
dermed gora nejdens folk en gladje. Alla
oskyldiga égon ségo i brunnen den klaraste
mjolk; och nér drliga vallhjon upphemtade den
med obrottsliga hénder, fingo de derofvanpa
den ypperligaste gridde. Men alla skurkar och
andra nedrige, som kommo dit, kunde i
brunnen omgjligt finna annat 4n det baskaste
tjarvatten.

Detta dr orsaken, hvarfore inga skalmar
trifdes i Guadarramas skogar, emedan de
fruktade for trolldomen. Men desto flera
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(@ On the Meadow
12/1 a. Boys and girls skip and dance.

b3l Songe XI. Loys

Vainly I walked in 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, lovely in leaf.

Shy, blushing bloom! I said, thee would I
pluck!

And at once I breathed the fragrance of its
chalice.

But the petals bore poison;

Quietly I wither; quietly wither! I wither!

Songe XLVI. Arrasmiha, Picker of
Wild Strawberries

14/1 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 of the 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 finest cream. But
all villains or dishonest persons who came to
the well found nothing but the bitterest
tar-water.

This is the reason why no rogues felt at home
in the forests of Guadarrama, for they were
afraid of spells. But all the more handsome



vackra gossar blaste der pa sina kohorn; och
huru ménga ticka vall-flickor knabojde vid
kallan for att dricka mjolk, sdger icke en gang
Herrera i sin Spanska historia, s4 utforlig hon
an ar.

Har herr Hugo hért talas om den lilla
torparflickan Arrasmiha? Hon var, sasom jag
tror, tretton &r vid denna tid; och hon gick med
begge sina smé brader att plocka bar i skogen.
Hennes elaka stjufmoder ville hafva dessa bar
att silja 4t konungen i Madrid, emedan
skonare smultron, hallon, blabér och hjortron
ingenstides vaxte. Men Arrasmiha och hennes
bréder, som ingen mat fingo hemma, brukade
ita sig matta af baren kring Rosaronchis’
killa; och kommo derfore i stéllet alltid hem
med tomma korgar, emedan de ingenting
samlat. Férdenskull fingo de bannor af sin
moder. Arrasmiha drémde en natt, att hon
borde sjunga éfver Rosaronchis’ mjslk och
griidde, innan hon med sina bréder fortarde
den jemte béren vid brunnen i skogen; s&
skulle af den sdngen hinda, att hennes korgar
blefve fulla andock, och hon hafva andra bar
hem till sin moder; derest nemligen hon kunde
sjunga s&, att skogsrden rundt omkring tyckte
om hennes visa. Detta skulle hon uppticka, om
Rosaronchis sjelf gjorde visan till sin. Men
detta gjorde hon, om hon l4t sin skogsra rundt
omkring i bergen falla in i visan, mot slutet,
och deraf gora en stor frisk chorus, s& glad, att
alla Guadarramas poplar dalrade.

Nir torparflickan vaknade, gret hon; ty hon
tankte: “det sker vil aldrig, att s& mycket godt
och en s& 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, relates how many lovely
maidens knelt at the well to drink milk.

Has my Lord Hugo heard tell of the little
cottage-girl Arrasmiha? She was, I believe,
thirteen at the time. With her two small
brothers she went to pick berries in the forest.
Her spiteful stepmother wanted the berries to
sell to the king in Madrid, for nowhere else
were finer wild strawberries, raspberries and
cloudberries to be found. But Arrasmiha and
her brothers, who received no food at home,
ate up the berries 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 brothers ate it with their berries in the
forest. Then her song would cause the baskets
to be filled again and she would have other
berries to take home to her mother. If, namely,
she could sing in such a manner that the
fairies in the forest liked her song and
Rosaronchis herself accepted 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 lively
chorus, a happy chorus so that all the poplars
in Guadarrama trembled.

When the cottage-girl awoke she started to
weep. For she thought: ‘Never can such
goodness be granted to me and my brothers!”
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broder!” Men nar hon kom till skogen med
dem, glémde hon all sin sorg, och borjade
sjunga likafullt:

14/2 b. Smultron och hallon sviljer jag med
behag. Kom ska’ vi 4ta, plocka och leta! Kom
mina broder! o, hér just pa tufvorna viixa de
storsta vid Rosaronchis’ killa, den goda: Hon
som sa nadigt midt upp i skogen ger oss
smultron och gradde! smultron och gridde!
smultron och gridde! Kiann hur det smakar!
Hel, Rosaronchis, Tack for dina bir!

[5 Vem ar vl den p& jordens vida rymd
Vem &r vil den pa jordens vida rymd, som
njutit smaken
av krusbir och av stora, séta, roda stickelbar,
och som hérvid ej ropar ut: jag aldrig smakat
maken!
Mot det en skeppslast dumma apelsiner intet
ar.

Sjélv pomeranser

jag foga anser.

Vad bjuder oss uppriktigt Afrika?

Vad visa kan Amerika?

Vad Asien? vad allt Europa?

Jag trotsar Gppet allihopa

Men Skandinavien — det ar alladar!

Blott Sverige svenska krusbér har...
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But when she entered the forest with them she
forgot all her troubles and started to sing;

14/2 b. Wild strawberries 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 berries grow by
Rosaronchis’ well. She who so graciously

in the middle of the forest gives us wild
strawberries and cream! Wild strawberries and
cream! Wild strawberries and cream! Come
and taste them! Hail, Rosaronchis.

Thank you for your berries!

(8 Who 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 of stupid 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.



Ar icke histen skén?

Ar icke hésten skén? Du, som berdmmer varen
for dess hoppande, nya rannilar, for dess
begynnande blommor, jag gifver dig ratt. Du,
som prisar sommaren for dess fulla fagring,
ymniga angar och rika sadesdkrar, jag gifver
dig ratt. Men tadlar du hésten, s4 kom en gang
ut med mig att se en skon oktoberdag.

Alskar ditt 6ga lofskog, sa betdnk om din blick
nansin mott en s& odndlig rikedom af farger,
fran morkgront till ljusgront, blandadt med
gult af alla slag, stundom bortddende &dnda i
gratt, stundom flammande i hojden af
brandgulhet, nira rédt och purpur. Du svarar
med sorg, att du ser en bild af forgangelsen.
Forgingelsen? Du kénner da icke den Ljufva
himmel, som ligger i det att forgés pé jorden?
Pulsarne stanna till frid, égat klarnar dnnu en
géang, och slocknar — for att evigt tandas.
Milda, glada, vackra forgéngelse! dlskvarda
host!”

Fader, o sig mig —

Fader, o sag mig, nar fir jag komma,
komma till Dig i tonernas hemland?
Nir skall jag sjunga hos Dig?

S4 som de unga far sjunga hos dig?
Vil méngen klang omsvéfvar mig s& grann
fran alla land,—

Dock ingen rost har svar i mitt brost,
¢j ljuder som trost.

Ensam vill jag g4 i skogen.

Skogen dr sa trogen.

Trofast ar figlarnas qvitter,

Is not Autumn Lovely

9s not autumn lovely? You who praise the
spring for its leaping new streams, for its
nascent blooms, you are right. You who praise
summer for its fullness, its rich meadows and
abundant cornfields, you are right. But if you
censure autumn, then come with me and
consider a lovely October day.

If your 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, sometimes flaming up in
hottest orange, nearly red and purple. You
answer sorrowfully 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,
your gaze is clear again and then is
extinguished — to be relit for eternity. Calm,
happy, lovely perishing! Loveable autumn.’

Father, 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.

1 would walk alone in the wood.

The wood is so faithful.

Faithful the twittering birds,
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och backen s& trofast sorlar.
Ack, ni mina Iénnars sus!
Sa later i Fadrens hus!

Der tindra s4 blaa ljus!

Dit hem min hig allt star,
Dit hem gér Jag i ar.

Songe XX. Ojanima
Herrans Guds dnglar g ut ur sin himmel att
mota den aflidnes ande i friska lunden.

Saligt de sjunga medan de vandra s4.
S4 later tonen, om doden de sjunga:
“Déden &r rosen ur jordblommans knopp.

Songe XV. Hjertats blomma
En blomma star i hjertats hem.
Hon har ingen firg dnnu;
Herren Gud i himmelen

den blomman har gjort, 0 Dul—
Blomman stod i hjertats hem,
Hon hade ej firg 4nnu,

Men av Herren Gud dock

hon hade namnet Térnros.
Rosens térnen 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 &t dig:

du och ditt hjertas ros d&

likna i fagring mig.”
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and faithfully murmurs the stream.
Ah you, my sighing sycamores!
Thus sounds in my father’s house!
Such blue lights twinkle!

Thither I long, I long

And thither I go this year.

Songe XX. Ojanima

The angels of the Lord leave their heaven

to meet the spirit of the dead in the fresh
grove.

Blessed their song as they wander so.

Thus their song, as of death they sing:

‘Death is the rose from the earth-flower’s bud.’

Songe XV. Flower of the Heart

A flower is in 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 colour.

But the Lord God gave her the name of the
wild thorny rose.

The thorns of the 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 stains

the rose for you:

you and the rose of your heart

are like unto me in beauty’.



Songe XVII. Rafael och Orni

Min andes fria ros skinker jag,

skinker jag nu 4t dig.

Min andes fromma kyss gifver jag dig! o dig!
Faglar om oss sjunga.

Hér huru léfven gunga!

Hit ner. Ménen ler.

&1 En Mane, dock
En Méne dock, som mitt i natten skiner,
ar battre an en Sol, som redan har gétt ner.
Pa enslig stig jag 6vergiven gar och blasten
viner;
Jag har ej sol, och ingen mane mer.

Gud han sig forbarme

over mig, den arme!

En liten, liten Méane,

O Herre, du mig lane!

22 Songe XXVL Du gar icke ensam

Om bland tusen stjernor ndgon enda ser pa
dig,

tro pa den stjernans mening,

tro hennes 6gas glans.

Du géar icke ensam.

Stjernan har tusen vénner;

Alla pa dig de skada, skada for hennes skull.

Lycklig du dr och sall.
Himlen dig har i qvill.

&l Vendelas lockar

Songe XVII. Raphael and Orni
1 offer you my free spirit’s rose

offer it now to you.

1 give you my pious spirit’s kiss! O you!
The birds sing for our sake.

Hear how the leaves shake!

And on us smiles the moon.

Bl But a Moon
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 sun and no moon yet.

May God forgive

this fugitive.

A little, little Moon

O Lord, your boon.

[ Songe XXVI. You Walk Not Alone
If of a thousand stars, one looks upon you,

have faith in the star’s intention,

faith in her twinkling eye.

You walk not alone.

The star has a thousand friends;

All of them gaze at you, gaze for her sake.
Happy and filled with delight

Heaven holds you tonight.

B3 Vendela’s Curls
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Men... var ir da ert Slott beliget?

A. Men...var ar d§ ert Slott beléiget?
Ilufien...kors?...I luften, siger Ni?
B. Det kommer ¢j stort an pa laget,
blott att det &r ett ljust och glatt logis.
A. Dock..komma dit 4r angelaget?
B. Safort jag drémmer, 4r jag strax dari.

Bl Drommarnes sang

Allt jag vill glomma,

Allt jag i verlden heligt vill glsmma,
Intet berémma:

Blott jag far drémma mig hos min Herre,
Blott jag far drémma mig vara hemma
Hemma hos Honom,

Stjernornas styrka

ack Honom dyrka,

Solarnes glans och

Maénarnes ringdans —

Honom ock dyrka

Menniskotarar.

Ljufligt &r att tomma

sjalens flod uti Guds hjertas flod.
Ljufligt dr att glémma

sjalens storm uti Guds sal sa god.
Ljufligt dr att dromma

huru guld omflyter hjertats blod.
Somna stilla nu.

Skonaste bilder kring om dig,

de skonaste bilder kring om dig far du.
Fri under sémnen sjalens dufva ilar, hemilar:
Stark och 6m der hvilar.
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But... 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. Iis situation is not so important,
Jjust that it’s a bright and cheerful lodging.
A. But... getting there is important?
B. Assoon asdream, I am nearly there.

B Dream 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 of the Suns and

the patter of the Moons —

And the tears of mankind

bow to him.

Delightful it is to empty

the soul’s river into God’s heart’s river.
Delightful to forget

the soul’s storm in God’s good hall.
Delightful to dream

of gold 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.



Songe VI. Herdarna i Chamouni
Vinden bléser si sval,

spelar 6mt i var dal:

Har 4r just mitt behag,

hér just stadna vill jag.

Songe XIV. Hiixan i Konung Carls tid

Hir uppé berget ligga Gummans svarta
knotor:

Hon, som i varas har brann upp pé bal.

Nu skall du fa hora sagan om réda elden:
héra huru Gumman i balet satts, att brinna.
Gumman, hon tog hvita stickor af furu.

Men sina stickor satte hon i en mur.

Sakta hon steg till muren och ur stickorna

darrhédndt mjolkade hon 4t barnena smaé.
Men utur rika Prestens ko var den séta
mjolken.—

Barnena fingo sta vid Modrens bal.

Songe XLIIL Dianoras klagan
Min fagel, jag klagar pa dig!

Sig, hvarfor, hvarfor flég du fran mig?
Se, buren har jag ju éppnat?

Och fonstret har jag ocksa 6ppnat:

sag, hvarfor, hvarfor da icke dlska mig?
O sakert till Riddarens borg

flog fageln att beratta min sorg.

De skona handskar, som Riddarn mig gaf —
ack —

hans Borgfru kastat i Murcias haf! —

Songe VL. The Shepherds in Chamouni
Cool the winds blow

soft here below:

This is my delight,

remain here will I.

Songe XIV. 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 tale 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 little children.

But the sweet milk was from the rich priest’s
COW.

The children needs must watch their mother
burn.

Songe XLII Dianora’s Lament

My bird, I complain of you!

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 sorrow the bird flew most surely.
The fine gloves that the Knight gave me —
alas —

his Wife has thrown into Murcia’s sea.
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Men jag &r utan brott:
o fagel! sjung allt pa Riddarns slott.

Songe XLVIIL Sullivan och Vallivan
29/1 a. Sullivan och Vallivan voro tvenne
tvillingbréder af normandisk stam, hvilka
medfoljt Tankreds soner fran Hogsta
(Hauteville) till Neopolitanska landet, och der
bistodo Guiscard med ridderliga bragder. De
bagge norrménnen voro hvarann s4 lika, att
om de ej kladde sig olika, sa kunde ingen skilja
dem &t. De 1ago nu med sin hirskara i nejden
af Tarent, der de sigo stadens skonaste dotter,
Rosalba Ningi, och alskade henne. Men de
hade besikt henne pa skilda tider, da de vunno
hennes hig; och de yppade ej sina skilda namn,
eller att de voro tva. De begge broderna, hvilka
hollo hvarann s4 kara, som i norden brukas,
ville sémjas pa det sattet, att Sullivan skulle
vara hos Rosalba om natten, men Vallivan om
dagen; och att de aldrig skulle raka med
hvarann tillsamman. Vid sjelfva vigseln,
framme i den stora domens chor, der ljusen
evigt brunno och bredde jetteskuggor omkring
sig, hade sa skett, att Sullivan var nérvarande
hos bruden under vigselns forsta halft;
hvarefter han latsade en hiftig svindel, bad om
orlof att litet aflagsna sig, och gick bort bakom
en stor pelare i kyrkan. Da framtradde
Vallivan till bruden, och erkebiskopen
fullbordade vigseln med honom. Sedan lefvde
de 6fver ett 4ri god samja sa som
gverenskommet var; och hon viste af intet, der
hon bodde afsides i sina doda foréldrars slott;
ty hennes tjenare, liksom alla klerker i staden,
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But I am without fault:
O bird, sing under the Knight’s high vault.

Songe XLVIIL. Sullivan and Vallivan
29/1 a. Sullivan and Vallivan were two
brothers of Norman parentage who had
accompanied 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 of Tarent where they saw the city’s
most beautiful daughter, Rosalba Ningi and
fell in love with her. But they had visited her
at different times 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 Sullivan should spend
the nights with Rosalba while Vallivan should
spend his days with her and that they should
never meet all three. At the wedding
ceremony in the chancel of the great cathedral
where the candles burn continuously casting
huge shadows round about, Sullivan was
present during the first half of the ceremony,
whereafter he claimed suddenly to be feeling
faint, asked permission to leave for a moment
and disappeared behind a large pillar in the
church. Vallivan then came forward to the
bride and the archbishop completed the
ceremony. They then lived contentedly for
more than a year in the agreed fashion,



buro for stor riadsla for norrménnen, for att
uppticka huru det var beskaffadt i deras lager
eller hvilka ménner der voro. Stundligen blef
dock Rosalba de begge bréderne kirare; och
slutligen utbréto de i den hiftigaste svartsjuka
emot hvarandre. Det hinde sa en dag, att de
rakades med dragna svard; men innan de
gingo till kamp, beslsto de att begge pa en géng
forst besoka Rosalba, yppa allt for henne, saga
henne sina namn, och bedja henne vilja dem
emellan, hvilkendera hon villa ega och dlska.

Det gjorde de. Men nir Rosalba fick se framfor
sig tvenne miin, der hon allenast trott vara en,
fattades hon af en hastig forskrickelse; och
hipnaden gick ej blott genom hennes brost,
utan grep hennes forstand. Efter tararne
utbrét hon i ett vildt skratt; och derpa borjade
hon dansa den dans, som hir efter staden bar
namn af Tarantellan, hvilken ej slutas forr 4n
den sjuka stupar. Detta var dock den
ursprungliga tarantellan; icke den, som sedan
uppkom i landet genom en spindelns stygn.

Hon dansade i salen, dit de begge broderna
kommit, for att af henne fa svar, hvilkendera af
dem hon ville dlska. Hon sjong sjelf till sin
dans dessa ord, under det hennes steg &n voro
l&ingsamma, dn hastigare.

29/2 b. Sullivan, o Sullivan! Jag ilskar dig, jag
dlskar dig, jag dlskar dig.
Du 4r far 4t mitt barn, mitt lilla barn, mitt lilla

Rosalba remaining unaware, isolated as she
was in the palace of her dead parents, for her
servants, like all the clerks in the town, were
so frightened of the Norsemen that they did
not dare to investigate their camp or enquire
as to what men were there. In due course
Rosalba became increasingly dear to the two
brothers and they became desperately jealous
of each other. One day they confronted one
another with drawn swords. But before they
fought, they determined to visit Rosalba both
at once, to disclose everything 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 terror.
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 borne the name of the town of Tarantella,
a dance which is not ended until 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.

29/2 b. Sullivan, O Sullivan! I love you, I love
you, I love you.
You are father to my child, my little child, my
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barn, o Sullivan!

Vallivan, o Vallivan jag dlskar dig!

jag dlskar dig, du far 4t mitt barn, mitt skéna
barn, mitt skéna barn, o Vallivan!

Nu skall jag dansa, dansa till déden:

facklor och dolkar giv mig i hinder.

Nu Vallivan, s4 farvil! — Sullivan, o farval!
Kyss mitt barn, som jag aldrig far se!

Jag blott dansa far.

29/3 c. Nar hon slutligen nedfsll doéd och
tarantellan var forbi, steg Sullivan fram och
sade: “Min broder! 14t oss &nnu en ging
sdimjas, si att jag far ligga i grafven vid
Rosalba Ningis sida; men du tager var spiada
ros, vart lilla barn, och reser hem till norden,
der du uppfoder henne sasom ditt barn
allenast.” DerpA stortade han sig pa sin
svirdsudd; men Vallivan begrof Rosalba jemte
Sullivan. S4 tog han sin lilla flicka, for 6fver
hafven ater till Sverige, och bodde der med sitt
barn, det han kallade Astrid. Om Vallivan &ro
sedan manga sagor och sanger; men Astrid
vardt dnnu skénare 4n sin moder.

Songe XLIX. Jem

30/1 a. Vandringssangen

Dristar du félja de flyende Asuras pa en mork
vag?

till ett morkt land? —

Onskar du ga pa den slagnas strat?

Grata hans grat? sucka hans suckar? drémma
hans drémmar? —

Vagar du folja de flyende Asuras?

28

little child, O Sullivan!

Vallivan, O Vallivan, O Vallivan, I love you!

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

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 see!

I can but dance.

29/3 ¢. When, finally, she fell down dead and
the tarantella was over, Sullivan 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 little child and travel home to
the north, where you will raise her as your own
child.” Thereupon he threw himself on the point
of his sword. And Vallivan buried Rosalba
beside Sullivan. Then he took his little
daughter and crossed the sea back to Sweden
and he lived there with his daughter whom he
called Astrid. And there are many stories and
songs about Vallivan, But Astrid grew even
more beautiful than her mother.

Songe 49. Jem

30/1 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 his tears? Sigh his sighs?

Dream his dreams? —

Dare you follow the fleeing Asuras?



Vigen &r lng: svar var gang. —

Vi skola vandra till ett land i norden.

Der &r tyst, der ar frid.

Dit som Nordstjernan kallar oss och bjuder;
lyser var hand, ger oss land.

30/2 b. Festlig dans kring Nordstjernans
grafkulle, under unison sang i chorus af
hela folket

Har star grafven, stjernan ar fallen.
Stjernan ligger dod.

Jem! Jem, dansa!

Dansa skall Jem, Jem: sjunga skall Jem,
Jem: dansa med néckros herrligt kring
grafven,

Nordstjernans kulle,

Gréta skall Jem; Jem har intet land.
Stjernan ligger déd har i sand.

Bl Om sa det skulle hiinda

Om sa det skulle hinda,

att ingen talar till mig alls;

vart skall jag d& mig vdnda, vafalls?
Jag da skall tala till — mig — sjalv,
och jag skall sjunga for — mig — sjalv,

och jag skall dansa med -— mig — sjalv en vals.

(2 Songe L. Werldens slut
Lat all sorgen fara,

Tag till fiol och straka:

Hej sa’'n, hopp sa'n, kor sa'n,
S4 skall det ga. —

Lemna all verldens snara,
Lat alla tokar bréaka;

The road is long, our journey hard.

We should wander to a land in the north.
There is calm, there is peace.

Thither the North Star calls us and offers,
lights 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-lily, finely round
the grave,

the North Star’s mound.

Jem shall weep. Jem has no country.

The star lies 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.

B4 Songe XL. The End of the World
Let all cares away.

Take your bow and fiddle:

let them dance so.

So shall it go.

Leave the world’s snares.

Let the madmen complain.
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Kom sa’n nu sa’n, hér sa'n,
S4 skall det ga.

Fjariln lyfter vingen
Flickan 6ppnar ringen:
Qvickt er begge svingen,
Dansen som dnnu ingen!
Latt och hurtigt springen:
5S4 skall det ga.

Lat all sorgen 4ka

Bort pa fiol och straka:
Hej sa’n, hopp sa'n, kor sa’'n —
Sa skall det ga.

L4t hela narri't braka,
Lat alla tokar traka:

Kom sa’n nu sa'n, hér san
S4a skall det gé.

Hemma mor hon gréter,
far han illa later,

bror dr sur och véter,
syster suckar ater —

men hon ler ocksa.

Glom all sorg sa dyster,

o du min far och moder!

Hjelp det fins for allt i verlden anda. —

Aftorka taren, syster!
le, o min gode broder:

trost det fins for alla virldens plagor,

alla andens grymma qval ocksé.
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Let them dance;

so shall it go.

The butterfly flaps its wing,
And the maiden opens the ring.
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 your 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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