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ALFVEN, Hugo (1872-1960)
Jag langtar dig (Text:Ernst Thiel) (Abr. Lund.quiet)

Skogen sovet (Text: Ernst Thiel) (Abr.Lundquiet)

SA tag mit hjerte (Text: Toue Ditleusen) (Gehrrune)

de FRUMERIE, Gunnar (1908-1987)
Karlekens visa (Text: Ptir Lagerhuist) 6rIM)

playing time: 64'12

7'26
2'25
J D I

1'38
1'56
1 '11

4',55

4',22

a ' 9 1

t '54
2'4t
3'09

Det iir vackrast ner det skymmer (Text: Ptir Lagerkuist) ruapt
Det kom ett brev (Text: Ptir Lagerhuist) Nar)

RANGSTROM. Ture ( 1884-1947)
I dina hander (Text: Erih Blomberg) rNun
Som en blommande mandeltred (Text: Ptir Lagerhuist) NMF)
Det finns vdl sA mAnga i vzirlden att'tiga (Text: Karl Asplund)

DOMINIQIIE, Monica (b. 1940)
Tillagnan (Text: Lars Forsell) ruut

ADOLPHSON, Olle (b.1934), arr. Robert Sund
Sign. "Karlsson - evig vfn" (Text: OlIe Adolphson) Mta

RAMEL, Povel (b.I922), arr. Robert Sund
Underbart dr kort (Text: Pouel Ramel) (soerigee Kdrforbund)



STENHAMMAR, Wilhelm (I87 t-t927 )
E Lycklandsresan (Text: GustafFrdding) ruapt 2'L8

@ Prins Aladin av lampan (Text: Gustaf Frdding) rNapt 4'57

LIIJEFORS, Ruben ( 187 1-1936)
tr Sef, sdf, susa (Text:GustafFrdding) {l^u,.ui,".nt 2'47

ALNAS, Eyvind (I87 2-1932)
@ Ingalill (Text: Gustaf Frdd.ing) rNan |42

SoDERMAN, August ( 1832- 1876)
E Kung Heimer och AslOg (Text: Frans Hedberg) (Edition Eeirere) 6'02

WIKANDER, David (1884- 1955)
@ Kung Liljekonvalje av dungen (Text: Gustaf Frdding) rNun 3'40

SJOBERG, Carl (1861-1900), arr. Per-Gunnar Alldahl
EO Tonerna (7-ext:ErihGustaf Geijer) rao 2'40

ANOI{Y]|{OUS (T[aditional), arr. M ats Nil sson
@ Vtirmlandsvisan (Text: Fredrik A. Dahlgren) ruo 4'23

Anders Andersson, tenor (tr-tr; @-@)
Folke Alin, piano (El-E; tr-tr)
Allmdnna SAngen directed by
Cecilia Rydinger-Alin (@-@; @-@)
Mats Nilsson, piano (@-@; @)



(ff\nat copse to me is dear - my childhood whispers there', wrote the

I Swedish poet Gustaf Fri iding in his poem Walhs in the Landscape.
I- David Wikander chose the text to King Lily-of-the-ualley, stng on this

record by the Uppsala University Choir (AllmAnna SAngen), from the same
poem. 'That copse... 'contains much of l ight and darkness, a vein of melancholy
as well as bucolic scenes of country folk who knew how to appreciate the chitd
who preferred singing to football, who preferred visiting the ,old wives, in the
neighbouring cottages to throwing marbles with his contemporaries...

Now the years have caught me up and I play marbles with the children; or
at least I share in their achievements and enjoy their successes in the noble
game of marbles...

'That copse... 'gave a sense ofsecurity in l i fe, an experience ofnature, of
calm, of silence - that which is so difficult to frnd today, ,that copse, which we
all have need of, in the busy city, in the slow regularity of small-town life, in
the socially regulated environment.

Thus a tapestry is woven of life's many colours: roots in Vdrmland, tones
that seek and convey rest. The letter that reminds us of generations that have
passed on. Generations that real ly asked the same questions that we ask
today; perhaps finding different answers. Answers they could live with.

The tempestuous experience of love's wordless communication and the
knowledge that while 'there are many others' there is ,no-one but you'.

And the  de f ian t  hope tha t ,  a l though t ime has  passed,  there  are  s t i l l
possibilities, that this is not the end, that to hope is desirable and possible.

And the journey to 'Blissland' may not end as one wished; something one
has to put up with or accommodate to because the truth is that 'marvellous is
much too short' so we have to make the best of what we are offered...

Our l ight, our 'summer l ight is warm and secure',  whi le the winter rs as
cold as the summer is warm. And our fear of grief is not expressed openly. For
we are  no t  sure  whether  there  is  someone to  share  i t  o r  i f  o thers  ,a re
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frightened of grief'?
The only thing I am certain of is that'to Varmland I shall yet return'.

Anders Andersson

Anders Andersson started his singing career as a very young man in an
evangelical church. His first, and highly influential, teacher was Inga-Britt
Westerglen who not only badgered him when necessary but also saw to it that
music was fun. Living in Viirmland it was natural for him to continue his
studies at the excellent music college of Ingesund. Here he was taught singing
by Hans Wihlborg - 8.30 a.m. on Saturday mornings! - who was also his
teacher for many years at the State College of Music in Stockholm. Here he
also made contact with two major formative influences, Erik Sad6n and Eric
Ericson. Anders Andersson worked under Eric Ericson for many years as
singing coach to Sweden's outstanding male-voice choir, Orphei Drtingar. He
also sang regularly in two chamber choirs directed by Eric Ericson at the
college and at the Swedish Broadcasting Corporation as well as making his

stage d6but as CEdipus in Stravinsky's work of that name under Eric Ericson's
baton. Anders Andersson studied for a year at the National Opera College in

Stockholm and has sung a number of leading operatic r6les including an
acclaimed Samson in Saint-Sa€ns' Samson and DeLilah. His first solo r6le at

S tockho lm 's  Roya l  Opera  was in  1991 and he  has  s ince  appeared there

regularly. He has also made a number ofguest appearances abroad.

Folke Alin (b.1960) studied at the State College of Music in Stockholm. He

also studied the piano with Irdne Mannheimer and romance interpretat ion
with Dorothy Irving. He works as a freelance musician ; at the Folkoperan in

Stockholm for instance he is a coach and chorus conductor. He works as a
pianist and coach for the choir Orphei Dri ingar and has given numerous
romace concerts with Erik Sred6n, Ingrid Tobiasson and Anders Andersson.



The Uppsala University Choir (Allm6nna Singen) was founded in 1830
and is the oldest university choir in Sweden. Originally it comprised only male
singers but it has been mixed since 1963. Among the choir's former conductors
are O.F. T\rllberg (its founder), Oscar Arpi, Hugo Alfv6n and Robert Sund.
Since 1988 it has been directed by Cecilia Rydinger-Alin. The choir appears
frequently in concert and on television. Recently i t  has worked with Esa-
Pekka Salonen and the Swedish Radio Symphony Orchestra and also under
the direction ofEric Ericson.

Cecilia Rydinger-Alin (b.1961) studied conducting at the State College of
Music in Stockholm with (among others) Eric Ericson and Jorma Panula. She
has worked with both the Swedish Radio Choir and the Adolf Fredrik Bach
Choir. In 1991 she won the prestigious conducting competition of the Swedish
Roya l  Opera ,  where  she has  subsequent ly  been engaged.  She appears
regularly with Sweden's leading symphony orchestras.

Mats  N i lsson comple ted  h is  s tud ies  a t  the  Sta te  Co l lege o f  Mus ic  in
Stockholm as i ts f i rst and only student to have choral conducting as his
principal subject. Since 1987 he has been the conductor ofthe YMCA Chamber
Choir. He is also the director of the Gothenburg Symphony Choir and conducts
his own vocal ensemble in a repertoire concentrating on early music and the
choral music of the 20th centurv.

t rT \en  dungen Ar  mig  k2 i r  -  m in  barndom susar  dAr" .  SA sknver

f I Gustaf Frdding i en av stroferna i dikten Str\utdg i hembygden. IJr
-ll samma dikt har David Wikander hiimtat texten Kung Liljehonualje,

som Allmiinna sAngen sjunger pA den hi ir  skivan. "Den dungen..." rymmer
mycket av ljus och mdrker, strAk av vemod och tokroliga infall av jordnAra
miinniskor, som f i j rstod att med varme se pA barnet, som hel lre sjong zin
spelade fotboll, hellre halsade pi hos "tanterna" i grannstugorna iin spelade



kula med jamn6riga...
Men nu har 6ren hunnit i  fatt ,  nu fAr han spela kula med barnen el ler

Atminstone ta del av deras bravader och njuta av lagrarna de sk0rdar i
ku lspe landets  i id la  kons t . . .

"Den dungen. . . "  var  n igo t  av  t ryggheten  i  t i l l va ron ,  upp leve lsen av
naturen, stillheten, tystnaden - denna fijreteelse som idag iir sA sdllsynt att
fA uppleva, "den dungen" som behdvs mitt i stress och brusande storstadsliv,
mitt i smAstadens lunk och landsbygdens kontrollerande sociala milj6.

SA v t i vs  en  vdv ,  med mAnga ins lag  av  l i ve ts  fa rger ,  fo rankr ingen i
V t i r m l a n d ,  t o n e r n a  s o m  b e r  o m  o c h  g e r  v i l a .  B r e v e t  s o m  m i n n e r  o m
generationerna som gitt  f6re. Den generation som inte egentl igen st i i l lde
andra frAgor i in de vi st i i l ler idag, mdjl igtvis fann de andra svar. Svar de
orkade leva p6.

Den stormande upplevelsen av karlekens ordlijsa kontakt och vetskapen om
att trots att "det finns sA mAnga andra" finns det "ingen annan 2in du".

Och den trotsiga fdrhoppningen, att trots att tiden gAtt finns det iindA en
m6jlighet, det iir inte slut, en hoppets efterlysning Ar ijnskviird och mdjlig.

Och resan till Lyckland slutar kanske inte som man ijnskade, men det fAr
man ocksi leva med el ler hit ta ett  satt att  leva med fbr det 2ir ju sA att
"underbart iir alldeles lor kort", sA det gliller att ta vara pA det som bjuds...

SA iir vArt ljus, vArt "sommarljus varmt och tryggL" och vintern lika kall
som sommaren ar varm. Och v6r r2idsla fiir sorgen 2ir inte direkt uttalad och vi
vet inte riktigt, om det frnns nAgon som delar den, eller om andra "riides..fur
sorgen"?

Det enda som er riktigt klart iir att "till V2irmland jag Zindock AtervAnder".
Anders Andersson

Anders Andersson bOrjade sin sAngarkarri t i r  vid mycket unga Ar i  en
metodistkyrka. Hans fdrsta och mycket betydelsefulla lerare var Inga-Britt
Westergren, som inte endast puffade pA honom ndr sA var nodv2indigt, utan



iiven sAg till att musik var nAgot roligt. Eftersom han bodde i VEirmland var
det naturligt for honom att fortsatta studierna vid den utmdrkta Ingesunds
musikskola. HAr undervisades han i  sang av Hans Wihlborg ( ldrdagar kl
08.30!) som dven under en rad rir skulle bli hans ldrare vid Musikhdgskolan i
Stockholm. Htir kndt han iiven kontakt med tve personer, som skulle betyda
mycket for hans utveckling, Erik Sred6n och den legendariske kdrledaren Eric
Er icson.  Anders  Andersson arbe tade mAnga Ar  under  Er ic  Er icson som
sAngrepet i t6 r  hos  OD.  Han s jdng 2 iven rege lbundet  i  Er ic  Er icsons  tvA
kammarkdrer - vid Musikhdgskolan och Sveriges Radio - och debuterade i
musikdramatiska sammanhang som Oedipus i Stravinskys operaoratonum
u n d e r  E r i c  E r i c s o n s  l e d n i n g .  A n d e r s  A n d e r s s o n  s t u d e r a d e  e t t  A r  v i d
Operahi igskolan i  Stockholm och han har sjungit ett  antal huvudrol ler,
daribland en bejublad Simson i Saint-Sa€ns' Simson och Delila. Hans fursta
soloframtriidande pA Kgl. Teatern i Stockholm tigde rum 1991, och sedan dess
har han sjungit regelbundet di ir .  Han har eiven gjort ett  antal gi istspel i
u t landet .

Folke Al in (f .  1960) studerade vid Musikhdgskolan i  Stockholm. Han har
2iven studerat piano f i j r  Irdne Mannheimer och romansinterpretat ion fdr
Doro thy  l rv ing .  Han arbe tar  som f r i lansmus iker  v id  b l  a  Fo lkoperan i
Stockholm, ddr han fungerar som repetit6r och kormiistare. Han arbetar som
pianist och repetitdr i sAngsiillskapet Orphei Driingar och har gjort ett flertal
romanskonserter med Erik Sred6n, Ingrid Tobiasson och Anders Andersson.

A l l m d n n a  S i n g e n  g r u n d a d e s  1 8 3 0  o c h  l i r  S k a n d i n a v i e n s  2 i l d s t a
universitetskdr. Ursprungligen bestod den enbart av manliga sAngare, men
sedan 1963 dr kiiren blandad. Bland kdrens tidigare dirigenter miirks O.F.
Ttrllberg (kdrens grundare), Oscar Arpi, Hugo Alfv6n och Robert Sund. Sedan
1988 ar Ceci l ia Rydinger-Al in sAnganfdrare. Kdren framtr: ider f l i t igt pA
konsertestraden i TV och i inspelningsstudion. Allmiinna SAngen har nyligen
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gjort produktioner under ledning av Esa-Pekka Salonen i  samarbete med
Radiosymfonikerna samt under ledning av Eric Ericson.

C e c i l i a  R y d i n g e r - A l i n  ( f .  1 9 6 1 )  ? i r  u t b i l d a d  i  d i r i g e n t k l a s s e n  v i d
Musikhdgskolan i  Stockholm, dar hon studerade f6r bl a Eric Ericson och
Jorma Panula Hon har arbetat med bAde Radiok6ren och Adolf Fredriks
Bachkiir. I 1991 vann hon Kungliga Operans stora dirigenttiivling och har
senare fAtt engagemang vid Operan. Hon arbetar regelbundet med de stora

svenska symfoniorke strarna.

Mats Nilsson avslutade sina studier vid Musikhogskolan i  Stockholm som

diplomlinjens furste och ende elev med kdrdirigering som huvud6mne. Sedan
1987 ar han dir igent f i j r  KFUMs Kammarkdr. Han l ir  Ziven ledare fdr

Gdteborgs Symfoniska Kdr och leder en egen vokalensemble med inriktning pA

sAviil tidig musik som 19O0-talets kdrmusik.

T ieb ist mir jener Hain - dort siiuselt meine Kindheit". So scbreibt

I  d " t  schwed ische Romant iker  Gusta f  Frdd ing  in  se inem Ged ich t

) )  I - )S t rau tag  i  hembygden (S t re i fz i ige  in  der  He imat ) .  Demse lben
Gedicht entnahm David wikander den von dem chor Allmzinna sangen hier

vorgetragenen Text Kun.g LiliehonuaLje (Kdmg Maigl0ckchen). Das Gedicht

enthi i l t  viel Licht und viel Dunkelheit,  streifen von wehmut und drol l ige

Einfalle von naturnahen Menschen, die es verstanden, mit Wiirme das Kind

zu betrachten, das lieber sang als Fu8ball spielte, iieber die ,,Tanten" in den

Nachbarhofen besuchte als mit Gleichaltrigen Murmeln spielte...
Jetzt haben ihn aber die Jahre eingeholt,  jetzt darf er mit den Kindern

Murmeln  sp ie len  oder  zumindes t  ih re  G lanzs t i i cke  beobachten  und d ie

Lorbeeren genieBen, die bie in der edlen Kunst des Murmelnspielens ernten...

..Jener Hain,, war etwas von der Geborgenheit im Dasein: das Erlebnis der

Natur, der Stille, des Schweigens - diese heute so seltene Erscheinung, ,jener
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Hain", der mitten im StreB und im brausenden GroBstadtleben gebraucht
wird, mitten im Trott der Kleinstadt, und im iiberwachenden sozialen Milieu
der Provinz.

So wird ein Gewebe gewoben, mit vielen Einschl i igen der Farben des
Lebens, mit Verankerung im Land Viirmland, mit Tiinen, die um Ruhe bitten
und sie auch vermitteln. Der Brief, der an die vorangegangenen Generationen
erinnert. Jene Generationen, die eigentlich keine anderen Fragen stellten als
die, die wir heute stel len; miigl icherweise fanden sie andere Antworten.
Antworten, die ihnen die Kraft zum Leben gaben.

Das s t i i rm ische Er lebn is  des  wor t losen Kontak tes  der  L iebe,  und d ie
GewiBheit, daB es - obwohl es ,,so viele andere gibt" - ,,nur Dich gibt',.

Und die Lrotzige Hoffnung, daB es, obwohl dieZeit vergangen ist, doch eine
M6glichkeit gibt, es ist nicht aus, die Hoffnung zu suchen ist wtinschenswert
und mdglich.

Und die Reise ins Land des GlUcks endet viel leicht nicht so, wie man es
gewiinscht hatte, aber auch damit muB man leben, denn es ist ja so, daB
, , W u n d e r b a r  v i e l  z u  k u r z  i s t " ,  u n d  d e s w e g e n  m u B  m a n  d a s  G e b o t e n e
ausnii tzen.. .

So  is t  unser  L ich t ,  unser  , ,Sommer l i ch t  warm und geborgen" ,  und der
Winter ist genauso kalt wie der Sommer warm ist. Und unsere Angst vor der
Trauer wird nicht direkt ausgesprochen, und wir wissen nicht ganz, ob es
jemanden gibt, der sie teilt, oder ob andere ,,Angst vor der Trauer" haben?

Das einzige, was klar steht, ist: ,,ich kehre doch nach Varmland zurtick...
And.ers Andersson

Anders Andersson begann seine Siingerkarriere in sehr jungen Jahren in
einer Methodistenkirche. Sehr bedeutsam f i i r  ihn war seine erste Lehrerin,
Inga-Britt Westergren. Sie setzte ihm nicht nur wenn notwendig zu, sondern
machte auch das Musizieren lustbetont. Da er in der Provinz Viirmland lebte,
f iel  es ihm nati ir l ich, die Studien an der dort gelegenen, ausgezeichneten
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Musikhochschule Ingesund fortzusetzen. Hier bekam er Gesangsunterr icht
von Hans Wihlborg (samstags um 08.30 Uhr friih!), der spiiter mehrere Jahre
lang auch an der Stockholmer Musikhochschule sein Lehrer sein sollte. Hier
le rn te  e r  auBerdem zwei  Personen kennen,  d ie  v ie l  f t i r  se ine  we i te re

Entwicklung bedeuten sollten: den Hofs2inger Erik Sred6n und den legendiiren

chorleiter Eric Ericson. Anders Andersson arbeitete viele Jahre lang bei Eric

Ericson als Korrepetitor des hervorragenden Miinnerchores, Orphei Driingar

in Uppsala. Er sang auch regelmiiBig in den zwei von Eric Ericson geleiteten

K a m m e r c h d r e n  -  a n  d e r  S t o c k h o l m e r  M u s i k h o c h s c h u l e  u n d  a m

schwed ischen Rundfunk  -  und er  deb i i t ie r te  in  mus ikdramat ischen
Zusammenhtingen als oedipus in strawinskys opernoratorium unter der

Leitung von Eric Ericson. Anders Andersson studierte ein Jahr lang an der

stockholmer opernhochschule und sang mehrere Hauptrollen, darunter einen

gefe ie r ten  samson in  samson und Da l i la  von sa in t -sa€ns .  se in  e rs tes

sol ist isches Erscheinen an der stockholmer Kgl. oper fand 1991 statt,  seit

welcher zeit er regelmiiBig dort singt. Er gastierte auch dfters im Ausland.

Folke Alin studierte an der stockholmer Musikhochschule, aufierdem Klavier

bei Irdne Mannheimer und Liedinterpretation bei Dorothy Irving. Er ist als

freischaffender Musiker ttitig, u.a. als Korrepetitor und chordirektor an der

stockholmer Volksoper. Im Uppsalaer chor orphei Driingar ist er Pianist und

Korrepetitor. Er trat bei Liedkonzerten mit Erik sred6n, Ingrid Tobiasson und

Anders Andersson auf und unterrichtet auch Liedinterpretation.

Allmhnna Sangen wurde 1830 gegrtindet. Dieser Zilteste Universitiitschor

skandinaviens war urspri ingl ich ein reiner Mannerchor, ist aber seit  1963

gemischt. Unter den frtiheren Dirigenten des chores sind zu erwtihnen dessen

Grunder o.F. T\rllberg, oscar Arpi, Hugo Alfv6n und Robert sund. seit 1988

leitet ceci l ia Rydinger-Al in den chor, der h: iuf ig im Konzertsaal, auf dem

Fernsehschirm und im Studio zu hdren ist. In jiingster Zeit erschien der Chor
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zusammen mit dem Symphonieorchester des Schwedischen Rundfunks unter
der Leitung von Esa-Pekka Salonen, sowie unter der Leitung von Eric Ericson.

Ceci l ia Rydinger-Al in wurde in der Dir igentenklasse der Stockholmer
Musikhochschule ausgebildet, wo sie u.a. bei Eric Ericson und Jorma panula
s t u d i e r t e .  N e b e n  A l l m d n n a  S A n g e n  h a t  s i e  m i t  d e m  S t o c k h o l m e r
Rundfunkchor und dem Bachchor der Adolf-Fredrik-Kirche gearbeitet. 1991
gewann sie den groBen Dirigentenwettbewerb der Kgl. stockholmer oper und
wurde anschl ieBend von der oper engagiert.  sie dir igiert regelmiiBig die
gro8en schwedichen Symphonieorchester.

A ls  Mats  N i lsson se ine  s tud ien  an  der  s tockho lmer  Mus ikhochschure
absolvierte, hatte er als erster und einziger student der Diplomausbildung
chordirigieren als Hauptfach. seit 1987 ist er chefdirigent des Kammerchores
d e s  K F U M  ( C . V . J . M . )  i n  S t o c k h o l m .  E r  l e i t e t  a u c h  d e n  G d t e b o r g e r
Symphonischen chor sowie ein eigenes vokalensemble, mit einem Repertoire
von friiher Musik bis zum Chorschaffen des 20. Jahrhunderts.

CC 1l^1e boqueteau m'est cher - mon enfance y sussurre, ' ,  6cri t  Gustaf
f. Friiding dans une des strophes du pobme Excursion au pays. David
\-/ Wikander tira, du m6me podme, le texte Kung Liljehonualje (Roi

Muguet )  qu 'A l lmz inna SAngen chante  sur  ce  d isque.  , ,Ce boqueteau. . . ' ,
renferme beaucoup de lumibre et de t6ndbres, de passages m6lancoliques et
d' irruptions cocasses de gens terr iens qui savaient regarder avec af iect ion
I 'enfant qui aimait mieux chanter que jouer au footbal l ,  rendre visi te aux
"bonnes femmes"  dans  les  maisons  vo is ines  que jouer  aux  b i l les  avec  ses
camarades du  meme age. . .

Les ann6es I'ont maintenant rattrappd, il peut aujourd'hui jouer aux billes
avec les enfants ou au moins participer d leurs bravades et jouir des lauriers
qu' i ls ont r6colt6s au noble art du jeu de bi l les.. .

1 2



"Ce boqueteau" 6tait une espdce de s6curit6 dans la vie, une exp6rience de
la nature, du calme, du silence - ce ph6nomdne qui est si rare de nos jours,
"ce boqueteau" n6cessaire au mil ieu du stress et de la vie grondante de la
grande ville, au milieu du petit trot de la petite ville et de I'environnement
social contrdlant de la campagne.

C'est ainsi que se tisse un tissu dont la trame porte les couleurs de la vie,
de I'ancrage au Viirmland, des airs qui demandent et donnent le repos. La
Iettre qui rappelle la g6n6ration pr6c6dente. La g6n6ration qui en fait n'avait
pas posd d'autres questions que celles que nous posons aujourd'hui mais qui
avait peut-Otre trouv6 d'autres r6ponses. Des r6ponses avec lesquelles ces gens
eurent la force de vivre.

L'exp6rience bouleversante du contact muet de I'amour et de savoir que,
"quoiqu'il y en ait tant d'autres", il n'y a "personne d'autre que toi".

Et I'espoir d6fiant que, quoique le temps ait pass6, il existe pourtant une
possibilit6, ce n'est pas frni, une recherche de I'espoir est d6sirable et possible.

Et le voyage au Pays du Bonheur ne se termine peut-Ctre pas comme on le
d6sirait mais on doit I'accepter aussi ou trouver moyen de I'accepter car "ce qui
est merveilleux est bien trop court", il s'agit donc de profiter de ce qui passe...

Telle est notre lumidre, notre "lumidre estivale chaude et s6curisante" et
I'hiver est aussi froid que l'616 est chaud. Et notre crainte du deuil n'est pas
exprim6e directement et nous ne savons pas exactement s'il y a quelqu'un qui
Ie partage ou si d'autres "ont peur... du deuil"?

Tout ce qui est absolument clair est que "je reviens pourtant au Vtirmland".
And.ers Andersson

Anders Andersson a commenc6 sa carridre de chant tout jeune homme it
l'6glise de la Soci6t6 des missions. Son premier professeur, trds influent, fut
Inga-Britt Westergren qui non seulement le harcela au besoin mais encore vit
d ce que la musique soit  un plaisir.  Puisque Andersson 6tait  domici l i6 au
V ? i r m l a n d ,  i l  l u i  6 t a i t  n a t u r e l  d e  p o u r s u i v r e  s e s  6 t u d e s  i r  I ' e x c e l l e n t
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conservatoire d'Ingesund. II regut des cours de chant de Hans Wihlborg - d
8h.30 le samedi matin! - qui fut aussi son professeur pendant plusieurs
ann6es au conservatoire de Stockholm. C'est IA qu'il vint 6galement en contact
avec deux influences formatrices majeures, Erik Sed6n et le l6gendaire chef
de chceurs Eric Ericson. Anders Andersson travailla avec Eric Ericson pendant
plusieurs ann6es comme r6p6ti teur vocal du remarquable chceur de voix
d'hommes de la Subde, Orphei Drdngar. Il a aussi chant6 r6gulidrernent dans
les deux cheurs de chambre dirig6s par Eric Ericson au conservatoire et d la
Soci6t6 de Diffusion su6doise, et il fit ses d6buts d'op6ra comme Oedipus dans
I'op6ra de Stravinsky dirig6 par Eric Ericson. Anders Andersson a 6tudi6 un
an A I 'Ecole Nationale d'Op6ra d Stockholm et i l  a chant6 plusieurs rdles
p r i n c i p a u x  d o n t  u n  s a l u 6  S a m s o n  d a n s  S a m s o n  e t  D a l i l a . I l  c h a n t e
r6gulidrement d I'Op6ra Royal de Stockholm depuis son premier r6le solo en
1991. Il a aussi 6t6 invit6 plusieurs fois d se produire d l'6tranger.

Folke Al in (1960- ) a 6t6 6ldve au conservatoire de Stockholm. I l  a aussi
6tudi6 le piano avec Irdne Mannheimer et I'interpr6tation de romances avec
Dorothy Irving. Il travaille entra autres au Folkopera de Stockholm comme
r6p6titeur et chef des chceurs. Il est pianiste et r6p6titeur A la soci6t6 vocale
Orphei Driingar et il a donn6 plusieurs concerts de romances avec Erik Sred6n,
Ingrid Tobiasson et Anders Andersson. I l  enseigne aussi I ' interpr6tat ion de
romances d Kulturama d Stockholm.

Allmdnna SAngen fut fond6 en 1830 et est le plus vieux cheur universitaire
de la Scandinavie. Il se composa d'abord exclusivement de voix d'hommes mais
il est mixte depuis 1963. Parmi les anciens chefs du chceur, on remarque O.F.
Tul lberg ( le fondateur), Oscar Arpi,  Hugo Alfv6n et Robert Sund. Ceci l ia
Rydinger-Alin en est le chef depuis 1988. Le chceur prend souvent place sur
I'estrade de concert d la t6l6vision et au studio d'enregistrement. Allmzinna
SAngen a  r6cemment  fa i t  des  produc t ions  sous  la  baguet te  d 'Esa-Pekka
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Salonen en collaboration avec l'Orchestre Symphonique de la Radio et sous la
direct ion d'Eric Ericson.

Cecilia Rydinger-Alin (1961- ) fut choisie comme chef d'Allmiinna SAngen au
printemps 1988. Elle a 6tudi6 dans la classe de direction du conservatoire de
Stockholm avec entre autres Eric Ericson et Jorma Panula. Elle a travaill6
avec le Cheur de la Radio et Ie Chceur Bach Adolf Fredrik. En 1991, el le
gagna le grand concours de direct ion de I 'Op6ra Royal et el le fut ensuite
e n g a g 6 e  A  I ' O p 6 r a .  E l l e  t r a v a i l l e  r 6 g u l i b r e m e n t  a v e c  l e s  o r c h e s t r e s
symphoniques su6dois majeurs.

Mats Nilsson termina ses 6tudes au conservatoire de Stockholm comme
premier et seul 6ldve de la division dipl6me ir avoir la direction chorale comme
matiEre principale. I l  est d la t6te du cheur de chambre du KFUM depuis
1987. Il est 6galement le chef du Chceur Symphonique de Gothembourg et il
dirige son propre ensemble vocal orient6 autant vers Ia musique ancienne que
la musique chorale du 20" sidcle.
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1. Jag liingtar efter dig 1. I long for you
(Ernst Tltiel)

Jag liingtar dig. I long for you.
Jag lengtar ditt rike. I long for your kingdom.
Jag liingtar mest, I long most,
dA du iir niir. When you are close.
Jag lnngtar alltid, I long always
till ditt skijnhets rike, For your beauty's kingdom.
jag langtar dit, I long for it
dAjag ar dAr. When I am there.

2. Skogen sover 2. The forest sleeps
(Ernst Thiel)

Skogen sover. The forest sleeps
Strimman pA fzistet flemtar matt. And on the battlement the last rays gasp.
Dagen vakar ijuninatt. Day watches in the June night.
Tlstnat har nyss hennes muntra skratt, Her happy laughter is silenced;
redan hon sover. Already she sleeps.
Till hennes sida jag stum mig satt. I sat silent by her side.
I&irleken vakar 6ver sin skatt, Love watches over her treasure,
kiirleken vakar i juninatt. Love watches in the June night.

3. Saa tag mitt hjiirte 3. So take my heart
(Toue Ditleusen)

Saa tag mit Hjerte i dine Hender, So take my heart within your hands
men tag det varsomt og tag det blidt, But take it gently, take it soft,
det rode Hjerte nu er det dit. The red heart now is yours.

Det slaar saa roligt, det slaar saa dempet, It beats so calmly, beats so hushed
for det har elsket og det har lidt For it has loved and suffered too,
nu er det stille, nu er det dit. Now it is calm, now it is yours.
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Og det kan saares og det kan seg:ne
og det kan glemme och glemme tit,
men glemmer aldrig at det er dit.

Det var saa sterkt og saa stolt, mit Hjerte
det sov og drornte i Lyst og Leg
nu kan det knuses men kun afdig.

4. Ktirlekens visa
(Piir Lagerkuist)

Kiirlekens visa har inga ord,
n)mnar som vinden i triiden,
svavar latt iiver blommande jord,

leker i sommar sAden.

Ingen htir den mera An vi,
du och jag vid din sida.
Fdr det iir oss den sjunger i
sin sAng 6ver jorden vida.

5. Det iir vackrast niir det skymmer
(Ptir Lagerkuist

Det ar vackrast niir det skYmmer.
All den kiirlek himlen rYmmer
ligger samlad i ett dunkeit ljus
6ver jorden, 6ver markens hus.

Allt iir dmhet, allt ar smekt av hander'
Herren sjiilv utplAnar filirran striinder.
Allt iir niira, allt Ar lAngt ifrAn.
Allt iir givet miinniskan som lAn.

And it can tare and it can fail
And can forget, forgets indeed,
Forgets yet ne'er that it is Yours.

It was so strong, so proud, mY heart
It lay and dreamed in perfect ease,
Now can be crushed, but just bY You.

4. The song of love

The song of love is a song without words

A sigh like the wind in the trees,
It floats so light over flowering earth
Like seeds in the summer breeze.

No one hears it more than we,
You and me at your side,
For the song it is of You and me
Your song in the world so wide.

5. It is finest in the twilight

It is finest in the twilight.
All the love in heaven bright
Is now gathered in a darklY hue
Over earth and earth's construe.

Al1 is lenderness and all embraces.
God demolishing long distant places.

All is near and ali is far beYond,
Everything to human kind is loaned
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Allt zir mitt, och allt skall tagas frAn mig
inom kort skall allting tagas frAn mig.
Thaden. molnen.  marken dar jag gAr.
Jag skall vandra ensam, utan spAr.

6. Det kom ett brev
(Prir Lagerhuist)

Det kom ett brev om sommarsdd,
om vinbArsbuskar, kiirsbArstriid,
ett brev ifrAn min gamla mor
med skrift sA darrhant stor.

Ord intill ord stod kldverAng,
mogen rAg och blomstersAng
och Han som dver allting rAr
frAn Ar till Ar.

Dar leg i solen gArd vid gArd
inunder Herrens trygga vArd,
och klara klockor ringde fred
till jorden ned.

Dar var en lukt av tradgArdsgAng
och av lavendel, afton sAng,
och siindagsfriden dA hon skrev
till mig sitt brev

Det hade hastat natt och dag,
utan att vila, fiir attjag
lAngt borta skulle veta det
som dr frAn evighet frAn evighet.

All is mine; all shall be taken from me
In a while shall all be taken from me.
Tfees and clouds and earth on which I pace,
I shall lonely wander without trace.

6. There came a note

There came a note on summer seed
On currant bush and cherry tree,
A letter from my mother old
In shaky script, but letters bold.

Word by word the clover field
Ripened rye and summer yield
And He upon whom all depends
As years subtend.

There lay they, sunfilled farm by farm
Supported by God's very arm
And peace to all bright bells proclaim
On earth maintain.

There was a scent ofgarden path
Of lavender, of evening hearth
And Sunday calm when, as she wrote
To me her note.

Hastened had it, night and day
Without pause, from far away
So that I such things might see,
Things from all eternity.
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7. I dina hiinders mjuka frigelbo 7' In your hands' soft, soft nest
(Erik Blomberg)

I dina tigons klara morgonljus The tight of early morning eyes is bright

mitt hjarta vaknar. Heart awakens.
AIlt rir ljus. All now is light.

I dina liippars hdga kiirlekssAng The noble love-song ofyour vibrant tongue

min gliidje brusar. Expounds itsjoy.

Allt iir sAng. AII is song

I dina henders mjuka fAgelbo In your hands' soft, soft nest

mrn oro somnar. Now care sleePs.

Allt tir ro. All is rest'

8. Som ett blommande mandeltrAd 8. Like an almond tree in bloom
(Ptir Lagerkuist)

Som ett blommande mandeltrtid Like an almond tree in bloom

zir hon somjag har kiir. Is she, whom I hold dear'

Sjung du vind, sjung sakta fcir mig Sing you wind, wind sing slow

orn hur ljuflig hon iir. To me of lovely care.

Som ett blommande mandeltriid, Lrke an almond tree in bloom

sA spad, sA ljus och skiir. So delicate, so spare'

Bara du ommaste morgonvind, Only the tenderest morning wind

vet hur ljuflig hon iir. Knows her, lovely, rare'

Som ett blommande mandeltrtid Like an almond tree in bloom

Zir hon som jag har kiir. Is she, for me so fair'

NAr det nu mOrknar sA tungt omkring mig, And when the dark enfolds me thus,

kan hon viil lefva hAr Can she yet live here?
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9. Det finns viil si minga i viirlden
att iiga (Karl Asplund.)

Det finns viil sA mAnga i vzirlden aLt ega,
men ingen som ager rnig sjiilf mer rin du.

Det finns vill sA mAnga i lifvet att gltimma,
men ingen att minnas mera dn du.

Det finns viil sA mAnga, mAnga andra.
Det finns ingen annan in du.

10. Tilliignan
(Lars Forsell)

Till dig, du som er f€ird och spegel,
bidande segel, stiltje och vind.
Du som tir ebb och flod,
eldstrdmmen i mitt blod,
jag zir din.

Till dig, du som dr spAr i sanden
eldsken pA stranden
molndrakar sju.
Du som Ar lust och lek
hiigrande kust och svek.
Det Zir du.

Ja, till dig, mAsarnas vita flykt
Ja, till dig sommarljus varmt och tryggt

Ti l l  d ig.  du z i r  lAngt  borL och ndra
vAgor ska bara dig till mrn strand
du som dr bctljesAng
dyningens mjuka gAng intijl tand,
till dig.

20

9. There are so many to own in the
world

There are so many to own in the world,
But none that owns myself more than you

There are so many in life to forget
But none to remember more than you.

There are so many, many others,
But none, there is none but you.

1O. Dedication

To you, you who are voyage and veil
Waiting sai\ doldrum and wind
You who are ebb and flood,
Fire, right in my blood,
I am thine.

To you who are traces in the sand
Firelight on the strand
Cloud-dragons in view.
You who are all felicity
Beckoning coast, duplicity,
It is you.

To you, whiting flight of the gull
Yes to you, summer light, strong and full.

To you, you who are far and near,
Waves will bear you to my beach.
You who are song of waves,
Swell as it falls and raves
Withrn reach of you.



11. Sign, "Karlsson - evig vrif'
(Olle Adolphson)

Det var ner sommarnatten kom
med doft frAn skog och mark.
DA sAgjag dig en enda gAng
i Viisterviks folketspark.
Du var det vackraste jag sett
och hade ljusrdd kjol,
din hud var brun, ditt hAr var slatt
och lAngt och blekt av sol.
Jag cidde bort den basta chans
som livet nAnsin ger.
Vi dansade en enda dans
sen sAg jag dig aldrig mer.

Jag undrar om du minns mrg Zin
och hur du har det nu.
Det var ju ganska lange sen
om sommaren trettiosju.
Du blev viil siikert nAgons fru
och hoppas det gick bra
men kanske gAr du ensam nu
och har det liksom jag

och om du detta lasa fAr
och du vill triiffa mig
sA skriv till "Karlsson - evig vdr"
och vet att jag viintar dig!

Jag ldst din efterlysning nu
min Aterfunne vAn
jag fattar att det var just du
jag sAg liir liinge sen!
Du anar ej vad det var trist
att du Iiirsvann sA ddr

11, Signedr Karlsson - ever spring

It was when summer night came down
With scent of woods and evening meek.
I saw you but a single time
There in the park in Vdstervik
You were the loveliest I've seen
In crirnson skirt arrayed,
Your skin was brown, your hair was clean
In fairest hanging braid.
I gave away the bestest chance
That life will ever give,
We danced together but one dance
I saw you never more.

Can you remember me at all,
I wonder how you are.
A while has passed since all this was
In summer thirty-eight.
You married then, and not too late,
I hope things worked out weli
But who knows, single is your fate,
Your life is much as mine.
Now should you read this rnessage now
And want to meet with me
Then write to 'Karlsson - ever springi
And we shall work out'how'.

I've read your search right now
My long lost friend,
I know that it was you, just you
I met, I met just then.
You cannot know how sad I was
That you just went away.
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nar jag gick hem till mig till sist When I returned to my place then
sA grzitjag och var kdr. I wept with love to play.
Jag sOkte dig varenda gAng I looked for you at every turn
sA lAnge sommar'n fanns AII summer, summer long
du var sA glad, sA smart, se lAng You were so glad, so thin, so tatl
men jag sAg dig ingenstans. Oh, I was never wrong.

Jar bor har i SkellefteA I live here in the north, you know
och har det somjag kan, As well as I can do
sen frck jag mina ungar tvA And I have children two, you know
men frck aldrig nAgon man. But husband did not woo.
De bilder somjag skickar dig The pictures that I now enclose
behAll dem kAra du Please keep them, keep them, do.
de fdrestaller bAda mig They show me in a recent pose
sA hAr serjag ut nu. You have me now in view.

Jag heter Helga Andersson, My name is Helga Andersson
jag vantar natt och dag! I've waited day and night
Kom Karlsson tag mig harifran Come Karlsson, come and rescue me,
Kom Karlsson och grir mig glad! Come Karlsson, Mr. Right.

12. Underbart iir kort 12. Marvellous is short
(Pouel Ramel)

Bara en enda ros pA ett evigt klenge, Just a single rose on a single briar
sA tir livet, trist varar ldnge, Such is life: sadness lasts for ever
men underbart eir kort, alldeles fdr kort. But marvellous is short, much too short.
Friljer du 6dets viig genom dunkla grander Following fate's path through murky alleys
nzir dig solen en glimt i sAnder The sun will reach you in briefsallies
ty underbart eir kort, alldeles fiir kort. But marvellous is short, much too short.

PA vAr sommarzing du finner bara en In our meadow you will find your lucky clover
lyckokldver Just once,
nAgonstans And likewise once again you'll meet your own

true lover
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och likasA en enda gAng du mdter just den
viin du behdver
sA tag din chans,
men fort, innan den fl1'r bort,
underbart tir kort, alldeles fdr kort.

13. Lycklandsresan
(Gustaf Frdding)

NAr jag steg i land,
dAr drufvorna lysa
pA Lycklands strand
och flickorna mysa
pA stranden i blomster och band.
Go on, tAnkte jag,
kenn mynten i frckan,
i dag er i dag,
den vackraste flickan
om lifvet och hdfterna tagl

Hon gaf mig en titt,
jag kom till ett niiste,
dAr vin ficks fritt,
och vinlOf hon fiiste
huldsaligt om hufvudet rnitt.
Och i mitt schatull
med tZirningen lekte
jag Lycklands gull,
men flickan mig smekte
sA saligen ljufl ighetsfull.

Men bdnderna diir
i Lyckland tr{ingde
rnig riggen fdr niir,

Seize the chance
Now you've met your sort
Get caught, now you've met your sort
For marvellous is short,
much too short.

13. To the land of bliss

When land I kissed
Where the grapes are ripe
In the land of bliss
And the girls excite
On the beach where hapPiness is .
Go on, this way
Feel rich in a swirl
Today is the day
Take the loveliest girl
And dance with her as you may.

She gave me a glance
I came to a nest,
Where wine enhanced
And a vine she tressed
On my forehead, oh I was entranced.
In my seaman's box
I lossed the dice
A blissful cox
While we embraced
On paradise's rocks.

But the peasants there
In the land ofbl iss
Unwilling to share
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och tillhyggen svdngde
de bcinderna, b<inderna diir.
"Hej, leden iir trAng,
nu ndfven hAll knuten,
m h  t a l i c n  i o 4 n o

se opp frAn kikuten,
ohoj, alle boys, kom along!"

Och ilsken och full
jag slog och jag spzinde
tre bdnder ikull,
min kziresta rzinde
At skogs med mitt Lycklands gull.
Det small och det hven,
de flangde mig sdnder
med keppar och sten,
fiirbannade bdnder,
de slogo mig halt i ett ben.

SA steg jag ombord,
mcn sttjdd pA en krycka
och Iappsalvsmord
af Lycklands lycka
och viner och flickor frirgjord.
Till sorg blir all glans,
och halt far en vanka
omkring efter dans,
en vinl<ifsranka
blir hArd som en hagtornskrans.

Men skAl alle boys,
g0r fast alle trossar,
och skel, alle boys,
god natt alle gossar,
nu gAr skeppar Lyckman till kojs.
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They swung their sticks,
The peasants, peasants there.
'There's not much room
Hold hard my fist
A blow and boom
Look out, my wrist
Come on you boys, just come.'

Angry and drunk
I fought and struck
And three men sunk
And just my luck
The girl, oh the girl did a bunk.
Boom and bash
They carved me up
Another crash
The peasants' dupe
My left leg lame and slashed.

So I climbed on board
Leaned on a stick
With ointment smeared
O f  n e r q d i c o  s i n L

By wine and women gored.
AII glitter's dross
And lame am I
And still more cross
And the vine she tied
Is hawthorn, not sweet moss.

But cheers you boys
And fix the hawsers
And cheers all you boys
Good night to all boozers
This seaman shall sleep from his ploys.



14. Prins Aladin av Lampan
(Gustaf Fritding)

Prins Aladin af Lampan
har ingen lampa kvar,
han trefvar under manteln
dar lampan var,
han sciker efter Ringen
men ringen finner ingen
som inga ringar har.

Prins Aladin den store har
tappat sitt fdrnuft
och trefvar blindt i luft.
Han manar ur det vida:
"Kom festslottet mitt
med piirlor och rubiner
i salen, som skiner
afguld och av hvitt!

I andar, I gdren
er plikt och er flit,
I lbren mig, I fOren
prinsessan Belbrududur
den mAnemilda hit!"
SA raglar framAt gatan,
dar trangseln ar stor,
prins Aladin i trasor
och trasiga skor:
"Se fAnen, hdr pA fAnen,
den galne skrtiddarsonen,
ni vet, ni vet han tror
han tir sultanens bror!"

14. Aladdin of the lamp

Aladdin of the lamp,
No lamp he has.
He seeks beneath his cloak
Where the lamp was,
He searches for the Ring
F  i n d c  n n f h i n o

He who no rings has.

Aladin, he the great has
Lost his mind
And stumbles almost blind.
He suddenly pronounces:
'Come castle bright
With rubies and pearls
In shining ha11s
Of gold and white!

You spirits, your deeds
Your job and your duty
You lead me, you lead
Princess Belbrududur
the moonlighted beautyl'
He trips down the street
Among the crowds
Aladdin in rags
His shoes in shreds.
'Look at the fool
From the cobbler's stool
He thinks he is no other
Than the Sultan's brother !
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I skriiddare och tiggare,
i kzinnen icke anden,
man gdr en vir,k med handen
och ropar sakta blott:
kom slott, kom slott, kom slott!

Han ser At himlaranden,
han spanar efter anden,
han vZintar pA sitt slott,
dA smAler folket smAtt:
"ditt slott ar allt i mAnen,
se fAnen, se fAnen!"

Ack, den som agt om Lampan,
har aldrig, aldrig ro,
och den som burit Ringen,
vill aldrig, aldrig tro,
att icke undertingen
frAn fordom d.ro kvar,
fast villorna bedraga
och tvivel honom gnaga
och inga ting han har.

T!  Lampan det  z i r  skaparkraf t ,
som gdr till makt en manr
och Ringen det Ar troskraft.
som allting kan.

15. S:if, sef, susa
(Gustaf Frdding)

Szif, srifsusa, vAg, vAg, slA,
I sligen mig hvar Ingalill den unga
mAnde gA?
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You cobblers and you beggars
The spirit you don't know
A wink and he will do;
Just gently call the rascal
Call castle, castle, castle.

He gazes up to heaven
The spirit to enleaven
The castle he awaits
The while the people bait:
Your castle's in the moon
Just look at the buffoon!'

Oh he who owns the lamp
His life is never still
And he who bears the Ring
He knows full well
That wondrous things
Survive from old
Though dreams deceive
While doubts conceive,
He has no gold.

The lamp conveys creat ive might
And makes the owner strong.
The ring is faith, the strength ofright
Can do no wrong.

15. Sigh reeds, sigh

Sigh reeds, sigh, beat waves, beat;
Tell me where Ingalill, the young maid,
is  f led.



Hon skrek som en vingskjuten and, She shrieked like a winged duck
nrir hon sjcink i sjiin, As she sank into the lake
det var niir sista vAr stod grOn. When the last spring was all green.
De vore henne gramse v id OstanAl id,  They were al l jealous at  OsanAl id
det tog hon sig sA illa vid. And she was so upset
De vore henne gramse ftir gods och gull They werejealous ofher chattels and gold

och fiir hennes unga karleks skull. And for her young love's sake.
De stucko en iigonsten med tagg, They stung their pearl with thorns,
de kastade smuts i en liljas dagg. Cast dirt in a lily's dew
SA sjungen, sjungen sorgsAng So sing, so sing a sad lament
I sorgsna vAgor smA, You sad, sad waves so fleet.
sef, saf, susa, vAg, vAg slA! Sigh reeds, sigh, beat waves, beat.

16. Ingalill 16. Ingalill
(Gustaf Frdding)

Ingalilla, Ingalill, sjung visan fcir mig, Ingalilla, Ingalill sing me your lay
min sjiil iir sA ensam pA lefnadens stig, My soul is so lonely on life's weary way
mitt sinne iir sA ensamt i sorgen. My heart is so lonely in sorrow.
Ingalilla, Ingalill, sjung visan fdr mig, Ingalill, Ingalill sing me your lay
den klingar mig sA lyckosam, sA god och It sounds to me so full ofhope, so
trcistelig, comforting and gaY,
sA milder i den ddsliga borgen. And calm in the castle so narrow.
Ingalilla, Ingalill, sjung visan frir mig, Ingalill, Ingalill sing me your lay
mitt halva kungarike det vill jag gifva dig Half of my kingdom to you I would pay

och allt rnitt guld och silfver i borgen. And all my gold and silver you shall
Min kiirlek iir mitt silfver och guld i min borrow.
borg, My love is the silver and gold in my care

mitt halfva kungarike ar h:llften af min sorg, And half of my kingdom is half my despair,

sAg, Ingalilla, riides du frir sorgen. Say Ingalilla, do you fear for my sorrow?
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17. Kung Heimer och Askig
(Frans Hedberg)

Det skiner sol 6ver dal och fiall,
kung Heimer dppnar sin harpa:
"Ttiid ut, liten Askig, i fager kvrill,
i svala kallan tvA foten mjrill,
hZir sova de vindar skarpal
Tiad ut. trad ut. Iiten Askig viin,
lAt tArarna mer ej strdmma!
Till Norges FjAllar vi kommit hiin;
kom, lyssna till harpan vid gubbens knzin,
hiir vilja vi sorgerna glrimma.
Ttad ut, trAd ut, liten Askig fin,
att kiga i kzillan den klara!
Gdm tArarna som ett kostligt vin,
hzir kvittra svalor, har surra bin,
htir kunna vi trygga vara!
Hiir vilja vi glOmma all ntid, allt kval,
och mord och ramlande troner;
Har v i l ja  v i  mimas kung Sigurds sal ,
och din moders.  Brynhi ldas at tar ta l ,
vid levande harpotoner!
Hdr lurar ej mord, ej mcirkt frirsAt
pa dottern av Fafnersbane.
Hzir gzistar friden pA iidslig strAt;
Ttz id ut .  l i ten Asl<ig.  och sram din grAt ,
medan ljusare tider vi ane!
T| i id ut ,  t rad ut ,  l i ten Askig vzin.
lAt tArarna mer ej strommal
Till Norges fzillar vi kommit huin;
kom lyssna till harpan vid gubbens knzin
hiir vilja vi sorgerna glcfmmal"
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17. King Heimer and Asliig

The sun it shines on valley and hill
King Heimer tunes his harp.
'Tlead out little Asliig, take your fill
In evening cool, feet dancing drill
Here no cold winds carp.
Tlead out, tread out oh Asldg fair
And dry your throbbing tears.
To Norway's hills, now we are there
List to the harp with tune so rare
Here ]et no sorrows lean
Tfead out. tread out oh Aslog fine
To bathe in the clear-watered spring.
Forget your tears like a noble wine
While swallows chatter. the bees divine
Here our life we could bring
Let us forget, let need beseech
Slaughter and falling thrones;
Here we remember King Sigurd's reach
Your mother, Brynhilda's speech
To vibrantly living tones.
Here there is murder, not dark intent
To the daughter of Fafner's slayer
There, there is peace; alone it went.
Tfead out little Asl6g, see now blent
While brighter times seek their player.
Tlead out, tread out oh Aslcig fair
And dry your throbbing tears.
To Norway's hills, now we are there
List to the harp with tune so rare
Here let no sorrows lear.'



18. Kung Liljekonvalje 18. King lily-of-the-valley
(Gustaf Frdding)

Kung Liljekonvalje av dungen, King lily-of-the-valley ofthe grove
Kung Liljekonvalje ar vit som snd, King lily-of-the-valley is white as snow
nu scirjer unga kungen The sad king mourns his lily love
prinsessan Liljekonvaljemd. He mourns the princess lily so.
Kung Liljekonvalje han siinker King lily-of-the-valley sinks
sitt sorgsna hul'ud sA tungt och vekt, His sorry head so tired and weak
och silverhjalmen blanker And his silver helmet twinkles
i sommarskyrnningen blekt. In the summer evening bleak.
Kring vArens spindelviivar And round the cobwebs in the spring
frAn rcikelsekaren med blomsterstoft From the censer with the scent of blooms
en virak saktar sviivar, Insects gently wing
all skogen iir full av doft. And perfumes frll the forest rooms.
FrAn bjorkens gungande krona, From the birch tree's bowing crown
frAn vindens vaggande grrina hus A green and trembling house of air
sme sorgevisor tona, The faintest lamentations sound
all skogen iir uppfylld av sus. And through the woods the sighs repair.
Det susar ett bud genom dzilden A message spreads all round about
om kungssorg bland viskande blad, From whispering leaves of the king's loss
i skogen vida valden And every little plant cnes out,
frAnliljekonvaljernashuvudstad. Lilies-of-the-valleyamongthemoss.

19. Tonerna 19. Ttrnes
(Erik Gustaf Geijer)

Tanke, vars strider blott natten ser, Thoughts that are known but to the night,
toner, hos eder om vila jag ber. Tones, have mercy, flee my sight.
Hjdrta som lider, av dagens gny, Heart that is stung by daily care,
toner, till er vill det fly. Tones, let me rest with you there.
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2O. Viirmlandsvisan 2O, Viirmland lav
(Fredrih A. Daltlgren)

Ack Vzirmeland du skcina, du harliga land O Varmland, how lovely, Viirmland my land
du krona bland Svearikes lander Thejewel ofSweden as I discern
Och komme jag iin mit i det lbrlovade land And though I come to the prornised land
till Viirmland jag iindock Atervfinder. To Vzirmland yet I shall return.
Ja der vill jag leva, ja der vill jag dd. For there would I live, there would I die.
Om en gAng ifrAn Vrirmland jag tager mig And if with a V[rm]and maid I tie
en md the knot, I know I'll not regret.
sA vet jag att aldrig jag mig Angrar.
Vzirmeland iir lustigt att leva och att bo For Vilrmland is lovely to live and dwell,
det landetjag prisar sA gdrna The country I rank so high.
Diir klappar det hjeirtan med heder och tro There, there are noble hearts that swell
sA fasta som bergenas kdrna Strong as the iron nigh
och var och en svensk uti svearikes land And every Swede in Sweden's land
som kommer att giista vi Klardlvens strand That seeks us out on river strand
han finner blott brtider och systrar. Will frnd but sisters and brother.
O dar villjag bygga och bo Oh there would I live and dwell
med enklaste lycka fiirntijder. With simplest of pleasures content.
Dess dalar och skog ger mig tystnadens ro The valleys and forests, the peace ofthe dell
och luften zir frisk pA dess hojder And the freshest ofair with sweetest scent
och forsarna sjunga sin ljuvliga sAng And the song is heard ofrushing falls
vid dem vill jag somna sA stilla en geng My resting place when dark death calls
och vila i VArmlzindska iorden. And rest in VArmland's soil.
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