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Peter Heise (1830-79)
Sange og romancer

Digte fra Middelalderen
gendigtede af Thor Lange (1874-?5) 18:56
Poems from the Mi&lle Ages
(Re-created by Thor Lange)

I I ] Hvorfor ville du sporge mig?

(Gammelhollmdsk) 2:52

Why do You ask? (Old Dutch)

[ 2 ] Gammel fransk romance

(Gammelfransk) 3:.18

Old French Ballad (Okl French)

[ 3 ] Unge George CamPbell
(Skotsk) 2:52
Young George Campbell (Scottish)

[ 4 ] Din fader skal ikke skrcnde

(Gmmelhollmdsk) /:28

Your Father shqll not scold (Old Dutch)

[ 5 ] Praskoviuschka
(Russisk) 2:07
P raskovius chka ( Rus sian )

[6]Sang
(Wachsmuth von Miihlhausen) 2:./5

Song (Wachsmuth von Mlihlhlusen)

[ 7 ] Skonne fru Beatriz
(Spmsk) 2:58
The BeautiJul Mistress Beatriz (Spanish)

Gudruns Sorg,
Forste sang om Gudrun afDen eldre Edda
(Oversat af H.G. Moller) (1811) 14:17
The Sorrow of Gudrun.
The.first song about Gudrun from The Elder Edda

I I ] Dengang var Gudrun beredt til

dgden l:36
Gudrun was ready for death

[ 9 ] Hos sad jarlers redle hustruer 2i07
The earls' noble wives

[10] Da sagde Herborg, Hunelands

dronning 2r3z
Thus said Herborg, the queen of Huneland

[11] Da sagde Gullrond, Gjukes datter 1:41
Thus said Gullr@nd, the daughter of Gjukz

[12] En gang Gudrun end ham skued -1j33
Once again Gudrun saw him

[13] Da sagde Gudrun, Gjukes datter 4:37
Thus satd Gudrun, the daughter af Gjuke



Farlige Drgmme -
seks digte fra Holger Drachmanns

"Tannhduser" (t811 -1 $ I I : 38
Fatal Dreams sixpoemsfrom "Tannhtiuser" by
Holger Drachmann

[14] Du lregger dig ned en aftenstund 2i17
You lay down one evening
[15] Hvor engen har foldet, ved mosens

bred 1:14
At the bank of the moor
[16] Det blinker med perler 0:57
It is twinkling with pearls

[17] Si lad sangen i salene bruse 1:00
Then let song sound in the halls
[18] I skoven er der si stille 2;28
It is very quiet in the wood
[19] Den blomstrende sommer 2:07
The blossominp summer

[20] Det glimter med perler 1i10
It is twinkling with pearls

Dyvekes Sange
(Holger Drachmann:) (I81 8-'7 9 ) I 9 : 46
The Songs of Dyveke (Holger Drachmann)

I Bergen:

[21] Skal altid frcste mit hAr under hue J;12
I must always bind my hair under a cap

[22] Ak, hvem der havde en hue med fjer 2;58
Oh, I wish I had a cap adomed with.feathers

[23] Hvad vil den mand med kader pA 2i15
What does he want the man adomed with chatns

[24] Vildt, vildt, vildt suser blesten 3:51
Wildly whtstles the wind

Pi Selland:

[25] Nappe tor jeg tale 3:13
I hardly dare to speak

[26] Det stiger, det stiger, det stiger herop 1:J8
Upwards, upwards it climbs

[27] Se, nu er sommeren kommen 2i18
lnok. summer has come

Susanne Lange, sopran
Anne Oland, piano



Peter Heise (1830-79)

Sangkomponisten over dem alle

af Susanne Lange

Peter Heise skev i tidsrummet 1850-79 ca. 250

sange, som vi her i Danmark stadig bliver ved med

at opfpre; ja, i sknvende stund (oktober 1996) ser

det ud til, at han opf6res mere end i de sidste
mange ir. Hvad er grunden til, at en komponist,
hvis produktion nasten udelukkende bestir af den

klaverakkompagnerede romance, "overlever" i si
udstrakt grad, nir man ellers i 6vdgt tager den

dan. le sangs sorgel ige t i l . tand i  betragtning?

FOrst og fremmest naturligvis, at hans sange er

freruagende. Hans tekstvalg er i det store og hele

specielt i den senere del af perioden - af meget h6j

kvalitet. Sangene er imidlertid ikke si enkle at

synge, selvom de ser enkle ud. Teklik mi der till

En sang som "Igennem bogeskoven" - en af Heises

allerdejligste sange - krever et legato og en

vejrtrekning, som kun den topprofessionelle

sanger kan honorere. Alligevel er de samtidig
taknemmelige at synge, fordi de er si umiddelbre
i deres udtryk og si lette at fi over til publikum.

Heise vidste, hvad han gjorde, nir han satte musik

til de Yalgte teksler.

Peter Heise blev fodt i Kobenhavn i 1830 i en
velhavende juristfamilie, og tilsyneladende uden de

store svardslag kunne han gi igang med at studere
komposition bide herhjemme og i Leipzig. Lige fra

det alledorste opus er det smge, sange og nesten

atter sange, han komponerer. Efter giftemelet og
en 5nrekke som lerer ved SorO Akademi vender

Heise tilbage til Kpbenhavn i 1865, og de "store"

varker begynde at str@mme fra ham: Vemer og

Malin, Blicher-sangene (med "Den unge larkes

forirssang't. Shakespeare-sangene. Bertran de

Bom-sangene, Sydlandske Sange, Engelske Smge,

Aarestrup-sangene, operaen "Drot og Marsk" og de
fire samlinger som vi har indspillet pa denne CD:

Digte fra Middelalderen, Gudruns Sorg, Frlige

Drgmme og Dyvekes Sange.

Dyvekes Sange blev Heises sidste verk. Han dpde

i I 879, endnu inden de var udkommet. Den trykte

udgave bestod kun af de fprste seks sange - "Se, nu

er sommeren kommen" var udeladt. Traditionen
siger.  a l  Hei .e selv mente.  a l  sangcyklu.sen
sluttede bedre pi denne mide. Med al respekt for

komponisten mi jeg sige, at jeg ikke er enig! Jeg

hm opfort disse sange si mange gange med og

uden "Se, nu er...", og figuren bliver kun hel og

afrundet med Dyvekes spadseretur i haven, inden

de forgiftede kirsebrr dukker op, sendt afTorben
Oxe.

Holger Drachmann (1846-1908) er forfatter til

Dyvekes Smge, som han skrev til Heise i det hib,

at han ville satte dem i musik. Heise valgte syv af

de ti digte og skabte demed en af de bedste
sangcyklusser til en kvindelig sanger. Inspirationen

til Drachmanns digte var Farlige Dr6mme.

Teksteme til denne cyklus havde Heise sammensat

af seks vignetter fra Dtachmanns roman
"Tannhduser" (som kun har sit tema tilfelles med

Wagners opera af samme navn). Digtene giver en

fin skildring af stemningen i romanen.



Heise komponerede to udgaver af den 3. sang: "Det

blinker med perler" (omend han kaldte version nL
2 for "Det glimter med perler"). Sangen er fbrst
blevet trykt i forbindelse med Edition Wilhelm
Hansens samlede udgave af Heises sange i 1990 og
indspilles her for fPrste gang.

Gudruns Sorg - endnu en perle i det begrensede
"kvindelige" repertoire - har tekst fra "Den rldre
Edda". Historien er nesten den samme som 1
Wagners Nibelungens Ring - Sigurd (= Siegfried)
er blevet drebt af Gunnar (= Gunther) pi grund af
ringen, som giver magt. Gudrun og Sigurd har dog
veret gift vrsentlig lrengere end hos Wagner, og
Brynhildes rolle er lidt mere tvetydig. Heises evne
til at trange ind i tekstemes univers viser sig i den
tilbageholdte stemning, han fir skabt, indtil
Gudrun endelig giver efter for sin sorg og
hevntont.

Digte fra Middelalderen er ingen sangcyklus,
men syv enkeltstiende sange med Thor Langes
gendigtninger af europaiske folkeviser Det blev de
eneste sange, son Heise niede at komponere til
Thor Langes tekster; det blev P E. Lange-Miiller,
som kom til at hOste frugten af Langes overs8ttel-
ser i musikalsk henseende. Men disse syv sange
sange er herlige, friske, strrke og gir lige ind hos
publikum ved opfprelseme. George Campbells
unge brud, pigen med roseme, Praskoviuschkas
skabne og navnlig Sk6nne fru Beatriz tager kegler
hver gang.

Heises "skabne" som komponist er, at han
namest er totalt ukendt udenfor landets gr&nser.
DF' h?-ner h. ' . ' - l ;^ '  i " , - '  \ .m---  

- - i , l - l

faktum. at hans verkliste nesten udelukkende

bestar af sange med danske tekster, og dansk er nu
engang ikke et sprog, som ret mange taler Jeg hu i
tidens lOb sunget Heise pi koncerter i udlmdet og
spillet hans musik for udenlandske kolleger, og
alles reaktion har veret: "Hvorfor kender vi ikke
denne vidunderlige musik?" Sangeme (og
pianisterne ! for Heises klaverakkompagnementer
er bide en udfordring og en gave) er vilde for at
opf6re dem, men mi alle give op overfor det svere
danske sprog. De sporger efter overs&ttelser, men
ligesom vi efterhinden er giet bort fta f.eks. at
opfgre russiske og tjekkiske sange i oversettelse,
mi jeg indrgmme, atjeg ngdigt vil h6re Dyveke
eller Igennem b6geskoven pi tysk eller engelsk!



Susanne Lange er fodt i Kgbenhavn og uddannet

pi Det kgl. dmske Musikkonservatorium og pi

Operaakademiet pi Det kgl. Teater.

Susanne Lange hr sunget opera pe Det kgl. Teater,

Den jyske Opera, Musikdramatisk Teater,

Undergrunden og LOp6ra de Nice. Hun hm en

omfattende koncertvirksomhed med lied- og

kammerkoncerter, kirke- og orkesterkoncerter

overalt i Danmrk. Hun har endvidere givet

koncerter i Paris, Nice, Bruxelles og New York.

Flere prominente danske komponister har skrcvet

musik til Susanne Lange - bl.a. Vagn Holmboe,

Sven Erik Wemer og Leif Thybo.

I 1989 modtog Susanne Lange Musikanmelder-

ringens Kunstnerpris.

Tidligere indspillet pi CD:

Kontrapunkt 32028 130. Amokl Schdnberg :

Complete Lieder Tove L4nskav, kL. 1989

Point PCD 5085. Poul Schierbeck: HiLxa og Den

kine s iske flAjrc. Spnderjyllands Symfontorkester'

Mtchael SchPnwandt, dir 1988

dacapo 8.224009. LeifThybo: Sonnengesang og

Aus dem Stunilenbuch. Grethe Krogh og Erik

Lundkrist, orgel. 1994

Koch schwann Musica Mundi CD 310 030 Hl.

Albert Huybrechts: Dew Poimes de Emil

Verhaeren. Quatuor de l'Opdra National de

Belgique.1988

Anne Oland er fodt pi Fyn og uddannet pi Det

kgl. danske Musikkonservatorium med Professor

Hermm D. Koppel som larer Videregiende

studier hos Guido Agosti i Rom, Hans Leygraf i

Salzburg og Nikita Magaloff i Geneve.

I t 977 havde Anne @land debutkoncert i

K6benhavn, og samme ir modtog hun Musik-

anmeldeningens Kunstnerpris. Hun htr i ovrigt
fiet r i ldelt adskrl I i  ge andre kun\tnerpriser.

deriblandt Jacob Gades legat 1976, stipendier fra

Lronie Sonnings fond 1980, Tagea Brandts

rejselegat 1986, Victor Schiolers Mindelegat,

Walter Schrgders legat 1988 og i 1995 Cml Nielsen

og Anne Marie Crl-Nielsens Legats Hederspris.

I 1978 vandt Anne 6land 1.pris ved Nordisk

Konkunence for Unge Pimister, og hun havde i

1981 debut i Wigmore Hall i London.

Hun blev i 1981 ansat som docent ved Det kgl

dmske Musikkonseruatorium.

Anne Oland har en omfattende koncertvirksomhed

bide som solist og som kammemusiker. Hun hr

veret solist ved flere torsdagskoncerter med

Danmrks Radios Symfoniorkester, ligesom hun

hil spillet med de Ovrige dmske orkestre. Hun hil

koncefieret i Skandinavien, Island, Tyskland,

Franlrig, England, Italien, Ruslmd og USA.

Tidligere indspillet pe CD:

PACD 79-80. Cqrl Nielsen. Samtlige vuker for
klaver.
1993 og 1994.

CLASSCD 157. Beethoven sonater, op.l0 nx3, op.

13 og op.1 10.
1996



Peter Heise (1830-79)

The Leading Danish Composer of Songs

by Susanne Lange

Peter Heise was born into a well-to-do lamily in
Copenhagen in 1830 and this background enabled
him to follow his inclination and talent for music in
a professional manner from a very young age.
Even as a boy he started composing and in I 852
went to Leipzig for further studies, having
published his first opus in that same yeu. This first
output consists of songs, as did most of Heise's
work all through his life. He did write within other
genres e.g. the most significant Danish opera of
the 19th century: Drot og Marsk (King and
Marshal), but his importance as lhe composer of
Danish an song - the 5o-called rondn( er - is
beyond any doubt.

The developement from the fairly simple, often
strofic, songs of Heise's early years to the songs of
his last decade (some of which are recorded on this
CD) is amazing. Not that he left the simplicity.
There is nothing superfluous in neither songline
nor accompanlmenr.

The fbur songcycles that we have chosen to record
were - as mentioned above - all written within the
last ten years of Heise's life and re wonderful
examples of his mature style.

Digte fra Middelalderen (Poems from the
Middle Ages) is not a songcycle in the sense that
there is a story linking the seven songs, but they are
seven delightful, fresh songs, each of them being a

small dramatic scene, very often a dialogue. The
texts are medieval European poetry translated into
Danish by Thor Lange, a great linguist who lived
for mmy years in Russia and whose translations
were the inspiration to many other Danish
composers, notably P E. Lmge-Mtiller.

The text for Gudruns Sorg (The Sorrow of
Gudrun) stems from The Elder Edda - a
collection of Old Norse mythological and heroic
poems, written in Iceland in the 9th-12th cc. The
story is basically the same that Wagner used for
The Ring of the Ntbelungen. Sigurd (=Siegfried)

has been slain by Gunnar (=Gunther) because of
the ring, but unlike in The Ring, Gudrun and
Sigurd have actually been maried for quite some
time and Brynhilde is behaving rather differently
here.

Farlige Dromme (Fatal Dreams) is a songcycle in
the sense that the poems are from a novel by
Holger Drachmann (Tmnhiiuser - and no, it is not
yet another Wagner opera in prose). Heise choose
six vignettes heading six chapters and put them
together into a cycle conveying the sense of doom
and disaster that is abundant in the novel.

Heise did two settings of the third song: "It is
twinkling with pearls". The second version was
first printed in Edition Wilhelm Hansen's new
Heise Edition from 1990 and is here recorded for
the first time.

Heise's last composition was to be Dyvekes Sange
(The Songs of Dyveke). He died in 1879 at the age
of 49 before the songs had been published. The



family chose to print only the first six songs

leaving out "Se. nu et sommeren kommen"
("Look, summer has come"), claiming that Heise

prefened the songcycle to finish that way. Having

performed the songs many times in both versions I

must say that I do not agree. The portrait of

DyreLe is nor complete s i thour the last  songl

The text is once again by Holger Drachmann who

wrote the poems especially with Heise in mind,

having heud his setting of Frlige Dr6mme.

Dyveke is a historical person, the mistress of King

Chdstian II (1513-23), who died after having eaten

poisoned cheries. Tradition tells us that she was

killed by the King's vassal, Torben Oxe, who was

in love with her himself, but the truth is probably

that she was murdered because the King's brother-

in law. Chules Y wanted her and her mother out of

the way for political reasons. Whatever the truth the

love story between Christian and Dyveke has to this

day remained one of the great Danish love stories.

During my career as a singer I have sung several

recitals outside Denmark and wanting to show

people abroad the best examples of Danish songs I

have always chosen to sing songs by Peter Heise.

The response has been overwhelming, as it is when

I play recordings of his music for colleagues from

abroad. They moum the fact that the songs have

Danish texts and that there are no translations for

singing. Personally I do not like translations in aft

songs (e.g. who these days sing Tjaikovsky or

Mussorgskl  in t ranslat ionl t  and as mo.t  s inger '

have that same opinion Heise's fate will probably

be for ever to remain unknown outside Scandinavia.

Susanne Lange was born in Copenhagen and

studied at The Royal Danish Academy of Music in

Copenhagen md at The Operaschool of The Royal

Theatre.

Susanne Lange has been engaged at The Royal
Thearre. The Jutland Opera. Mu'ikdramati.k
Teater, Undergrunden and L'Op6ra de Nice. She

has over the yeils sung numerous recitals, church

concerts and orchestral concerts all over Denmark

and sung recitals also in Paris, Nice, Bruxelles and

New York.

Several important Dmish composers have written
q61ls sspeciall; for Susanne Lange - e.g. Vagn

Holmboe, Sven Erik Wemer and Leif Thybo.

In 1989 Susanne Lange received the Danish Music

Critics' Atlist's Award.

At present the following CDs are available:

Kontrapunkt 32028 /30. Amolcl Schdnberg:
Complete Lieder Tove Lpnskov, piano. 1989

Point PCD 5085. PouL Schierbeck: Htixa and The

Chine se Flute. Spnclerjyllands Symfoniorkester
Michael SchPnwandt, cond. 1988

dacapo 8.224009. LeifThybo: Sonruengesang and

Aus dem Stundenbuch. Grethe Krogh and Erik

Lundkvist, organ. 1994

Koch schwann Musica Mundi CD 310 030 Hl.

Albert Huybrechts: Dew Poimes de Emil

Verhaeren. Quatuor cle I'Opdra National de

Belgique. 1988



Anne Oland was bom on Funen and studied at
The Royal  Danish Academy o[  Music in
Copenhagen under Professor Heman D. Koppel
and after graduation continued her studies under
Guido Agosti in Rome, Hans Leygraf in Salzburg
and Nikita Magaloff in Geneva.

In 1977 Anne @land gave her debut concert in
Copenhagen and in the same yer she received the
Danish Music Critics' Artist's Award. In the
following yers she was awilded numerous Danish
prizes and scholrships, including the Carl Nielsen
and Anne Marie Carl-Nielsen Award which she
received in 1995.

in 1978 Anne @land won the first prize at the
Nordic Piqno Competition rn Sweden which
brought her to the attention of a wider public. In
1981 her intemational cueer began when she gave
a recital at the Wigmore Hall in London.

As erly as l98l Anne @land was appointed as an
associate professor at The Royal Danish Academy
of Music in Copenhagen. Apart from teaching up-
and-coming young pianists she is very much in
demand both as a soloist and chamber musician.
She has appeued several times as a soloist with
The Danish Radio Symphony Orchestra and with
the other six Danish orchestras.

Anne Oland has been on concen tour\ in
Scandinavia, Iceland, Gemany, France, Great
Br i ta in.  l ta l i .  Russia and the USA.

At present the following CDs tre available:

PACD 79-80. Carl Nielseru. Complete PianoWorks.
1993 and 1994

CLASSCD 157 . Beethoven sctnatas, op. l0 no.3,
op. l3 andop.ll0.
I 996.



Digte fra Middelalderen -

Gendigtede af Thor Lange

I I ] Hvorfor ville du spgrge mig?
(Gammelhollmdsk)

Der gik tre favre jomfruer smi igennem den grpnne

lund,
og dem drev dug over hviden fod den sildige

aftenstund.
Den ene hun sang si frydefuldt, den anden vr mod

i hu,
den tredie tog til at sporge: "Hvor er din festemand

nu?"
"Og hvorfor ville du sporge mig, det vil min

bitreste n0d.
Tre riddere vog min fastemand, nu er han slagen

og dod!"
"Og er hm slagen, og er han dgd, du vorder aldrig

hms viv.
Si tag dig en mden fager svend, det gleder dit

unge liv."
"Og tog jeg en anden fager svend, se slog det mit

liv ihjel.
Fmel bide fader og moder, du lillespster, ftrvel.

De tued en grav op under en lind, si sorgelig pi

den jeg ser.
Jeg gmger mig ud til den grOnne lind, si kommer

jeg aldrig mer!"

Poems from the Middle Ages -
(Re-created by Thor Lmge)

Why doYou ask?
(Old Dutch)

Three lovely maidens went walking in the green

grove,
in the late evening the dew was drifting about their

white feet.
The first one sang so joyfully, the second one was

in a sad mood,
the third one asked: "Where is your fianc6

now?"
"Why do you ask? That is my most

bitter woe.
Three knights killed my fianc6, he is slain and

dead."
'And is he slain and is he dead, you will never

become his wife.

So accept mother handsome lad and

be happy."
"If I accept another handsome lad it would

kill me.
Goodbye Father and Mother, and you, little sister,

frewell!
They dug a grave under a tree, I look at it with

sonow.
I shall walk up to the tree md never come back

again"



[ 2 ] Gammel fransk romance (Gammelfransk) Old French Ballad (Old French)

Der skulle to sostre til kilden gi,

og Gai tog krukken at bere pe,

imens Oriour pi blomsteme se.
Det lufter i lov, det suser i traer,
og nu vil jeg kysse min hjertensker!
Fra klosteret kom den lille Gerud:
han kyssede Gai, som vandkrukken br,

oS straks fik han ellere kys ti l  sva.
Det lufter i 10v...
"Gi hjem, Oriour, se starkt som du kan!

de venter hjemme pi krukken med vand;

men jeg vil tage Gerud til mand!"

Det lufter i 10v...
Helt smi vr de skridt, Oriour hun tog,

si sire hun gred, sine hander hun slog:
"Skam fi du. soster. al hjem du mig jog"

Det lufter i 10v...
"Du gr med Gerard, og vel jeg det ser:

han kyssede 6n gang, han kyssede fler;

det tror jeg: du kommer vist aldrig mer!"

Det lufter i 10v...
Gerrd og Gai blev hinanden tro,
de gik til hans famoder begge to,

hun lod deres bryllup med are bo.

Det lufter i 10v...

Two sisters went to the brook,
Gai canied the jr,

while Oriour was looking at the flowers.
The wind is playing with the leaves, the trees are

rustling,
md I will kiss my beloved.
From the monastery cme little Gernd,
he kissed Gai who cmied the ju,

immediately she gave him eleven kisses back.

The wind is playing...
"Go home, Oriour, as fast as you can!
they ile waiting at home for the jar with watert

but I shall marry Germd!"
The wind is playing...
Oriour went back with very small steps,

she cried, she wrung her hands:
"Shame on you sister, that you send me back!"

The wind is playing...
"You go with Gerud, md I see it well:
he kissed you once. he kissed you man) times:

I know you will never come back again."
The wind is playing...
Gerard and Gai remained faithful to each other,

they went to his grandmother,

who celebrated their wedding.
The wind is playing...



[ 3 ] Unge George Campbell (Skotsk) Young George Campbell (Scoxish)

HOjt op i fjeldet og dybt ned i dal As the cock crowed young George Campbell

unge George Campbell red ud ved hanegal. mounted his horse

Si fri hm red i sadlen, si stolt han red afsted. He rode so free, he rode so proud

Hans gode hest er kommen hjem, men han kom His horse retumed, but he didn't come back.

ikke med. His mother went out so full of sonow
' Ud gik hans moder si sonigfuld i gird, his young bride tore her golden hair:

ud gik hans unge brud, hun rev sit gule hir: "You rode so free' you rode so proud
,,Si fri du red i sadlen, si stolt du red afsted; Your holse letumed, but you didn't come back.

din gode hest er kommen hjem, men du kom ikke My meadow is bmen, my hay is not spread'

med! My bam is empty and my child is not yet bom.

Min eng ligger hen, og mit hO er ikke strpet. You rode so free - as proud as nobody else

Min lade stir tom, og mit bm er ikke fodt. YouI holse letumed, you will never come back.

Si fri du red i sadlen, sA stolt som ingen fler

Din gode hest er kommen hjem, du kommer aldrig

mer!"

[ 4 ] Din fader skal ikke skende Your Father shall not scold

(Gammelhollandsk) (OId Dutch)

"Min skat, vil du med mig ride? "My love, do you want to come dding?

Mit liv, vil du med mig 96? My life, do you wmt to go for a walk?

Min dejlighed, vil du mig vise, My fairest, will you show me where the roses tre

hYor rodest roseme ste?" most red?"

"Og om jeg ville dig vise, "If I showed you where the roses are most red

hvor rodest roseme sta: then my father would scold me, my mother would

min fader vil piL mig skande, hit me."

min moder, hun vil mig s15." "Your father shall not scold, youl mother shall not

, "Din fader skal ikke skande! hit you!

Din moder skal ikke sli! We just don't look at all at the red rosesl"

Alle de rode roser
dem se vi slet ikke pi!"



[ 5 ] Praskoviuschka (Russisk)

I gir aftes peb min vagtel, hele natten har den

skeget,
gennem mprket l6d dens kalden.
Men i morges ganske tidlig hoile ingen mer til

tuglen,
i sit guldbur vm den ikke.
Der hil varet store falke, de hil taget vagtlen med

slg.
Og min egen Praskoviuschka, hun min lyse

Gregorievna,
hun har hulket hele natten.
Men i morges ganske tidlig hgrte ingen mer til

p1gen,
pi sit kammer vr hun ikke.
Der har veret h6je hener, de hil taget

Praskoviuschka.

[ 6 ] Sang (Wachsmuth von Miihlhausen)

Hun er s6 skar som den hvide sne.
hun er si fin med sit gule htr,
hun er si rank og se ren at se,
hun er det dejligste, jeg forstir!
36 lys en glade, som nogen ved,
mi geme vrre de andre bered,
men jeg vil eje min kerlighed.
Vel tykkes solen mig blank og klu,
men bedre lys blev i hende lagt;
to glade Pjne den frue hr,
i dem jeg fpler Guds milde magt!

Og lagde de konen fra Rom for min fod,
men de ville tage mit bedste klenod:
den hmdel blev dem vist aldrig god!

P ras kov tu s c hka ( Ru s s ian )

Yesterday evening my quail was whining, all night
it screamed,

through the darkness you could hea it calling.
But very etrly this morning nobody heud the bird,

it could not be found in its golden cage.
Big falcons have taken the quail with them.
And my own Praskoviuschka, my fair Gregorievna,
she was crying all night.
But very early this moming nobody hemd the girl,

she was not in her room anynore.
Powerful men have taken Praskoviuschka away.

Song (Wachsmuth von Mi)hlhausen)

She is as fair as the white snow,
she is so fine with her golden hair,
she is so tall and so pure to look at
she is the most lovely I have ever seen!
The others can have as much happiness as they

deserue,
if only I can own my love.
Although the sun seems bright and clear,
a better light is within her;
two happy eyes my mistress possesses,
in them I feel God's gentle power!
And did they offer me the throne of Rome,
but wanted to take away my best gem

they would not make a good bmgain!



[ 7 ] Skgnne fru Beatriz (Spansk)

Der stir et bryllup i Frankerig udi den stad Pmis:
helt statelig ganger i dansen den skpnne fru

Beatdz.
Hun dansed lange, hun dansed vel, hun dansede let

pa m.
Ude stod unge grev Martin og blidelig til hende si.
"Hgr du det, unge grev Martin, og hor, hvad jeg

sporger dig!
Hvad enten ser du pi dansen? Hvad heller ser du

pn mig?"
"Slet ikke serjeg pi dansen, s6 mangen dans har

jeg ftAdt;
jeg ser pi dig, for du er si skgn, og det ggr mit

hjerte godt!"
"Og gor det dig godt, grev Martin, sl tag mig og

fqr mig afsted!
Min mand er bide gammel og stiv, han l6ber ikke

med!"
Der stir et bryllup i Frankerig udi den stad Paris:
helt statelig ganger i dansen den skonne fru

Beatiz.

Gudruns Sorg.
Forste sang om Gudrun af Den aldre Edda

[ 8 ] Dengang var Gudrun beredt til doden

Dengang vu Gudrun beredt til doden,
da sorgfuld hun sad over Sigurds l ig.

Ej sad hun og grad og med hender slog;
ej hun klynked som andre kvinden
Kloge jarler til hende kom,
Yilligt de bojed den hirde vilje.
Dog kunne Gudrun ikke grede;

si hun sprged, som om briste hun skulle.

The Beautiful Mistress Beatriz (Spantsh)

At a wedding in France - in the town of Paris
the beaut i fu l  Mistress Beatr iz is dancing.
She danced for a long time, she danced well.
Young Count Martin was watching her tenderly.
"Listen, Count Martin and hear what I'm asking

youl
Why are you looking at me and not at the

dancing?"
"I don't look at the dancing - I have danced

enough -
I look at you because you re so beautiful

and it makes my heat happy."
"If it makes you happy then take my away from

here.
My husbmd is old and stiff, he won't run after us."
At a wedding in France - in the town of Pais
the beautiful Mistress Beatriz is dancing.

The Sorcow of Gudrun.
The first sorug about GudmnfromThe Elder Eddn

Gudrun was ready for death at the time
when she full of sorow sat by Sigurd's corpse.
She did not cry or beat with her hands;
she did not whimper like other women.
Wise eills came to her,
gently they bent her strong will.
And yet Gudrun could not cry;
thus she moumed as if she would burst.



[ 9 ] Hos sad jarlers adle hustruer

Hos sad jmlers adle hustruer,
smykkede med guld, ved Gudruns side.
Hver af dem sagde sin egen sorg,
den bitreste, som hun biret havde.
Da sagde Gjavlog, Gjukes soster:
"Blandt folk over mulde er jeg fattigst pi glade
Fem mend jeg si i d6den segne,
tvende dotre, trende sostre. otte brodre,
jeg ene lever."
Dog kunne Gudrun ikke grade;
si mod vu hun i hu over den dgde mand,
si fuld af smerte ved fyrstens ligferd.

[10] Da sagde Herborg, Hunelands dronning

Da sagde Herborg. Hunelands dronning:
"Jeg har en hrdere him at foftalle.
Fjemt i s@nden mine syv sgnner
faldt pe val med deres fader.
Med fader og moder og fire brgdre
leged vinden pi havets vove;
bglgen slog mod skibets planker.
Selv skulle jeg dem smykke, selv dem begrave,
og selv for deres helfart sgrge.
Alt det jeg led i et eneste er,
og ingen talte et ord til trost."
Dog kunne Gudrun ikke grade;
sd mod var hun i hu over den dpde mand,
si fuld af smene ved fyrstens ligferd.

The earls' noble wives,
adorned with gold, sat next to Gudrun.
Each of them told her own sorow
the most bitter that she had bome.
Thus said Gjavlgg, the sister af Gjuke:
'Amongst all on earth I am the least happy.
Five husbands have I seen sink to their death,
two daughters, three sisters, eight brothers,
only I am alive."
And yet Gudrun could not cry,
she was so sad because of her dead husband,
so [ull of pain at the ob\equies of t]re prince.

Thus said Herborg, the queen of Huneland:
"I have an even huder fate to tell you.
Far away in the south my seven sons
fell on the battlefield together with their father.
With lather and mother and four brothers
the wind played on the waves of the ocean:
the wave beat against the planks of the ship.
I had to adorn them and to bury them myself
md to care for theh descent to the land of the dead
All this I suffered in one single year,
and no one said a word to comfort me".
And yet Gudrun could not cry;
she was so sad because of her dead husband,
ro full oI pain al the ob\equies ol the prince.



[11] Da sagde Gullrpnd, Gjukes datter

Da sagde Gullrgnd, Gjukes datter: Thus said Gullrgnd, the daughter of Gjuke:
"Ej du magter, fbstemoder! 'Although you are wise, fostemother,

skont vis du er, den unge viv at troste." you do not have the might to comfort the young wife."

Ej lod hun tilhylle fyrstens lig. She did not cover the body ofthe prince.

Lagnet strpg hun af Sigurds legem, She removed the sheet from Sigurd's body,

vendte hans kind mod Gudruns kna: tumed his cheek against Gudrun's knee:

"Se pi din elskte; leg din mund til hans skag, "Look at your beloved; press your mouth against

som om du favnede fyrsten i live." his beud,
just like you did when you embraced him when he

was alive."

[2] En gang Gudrun end ham skued

En gang Gudrun end ham skued, Once again Gudrun saw him,

si blodet, som herskerens hir mon vade, saw the blood that stained the ruler's hair,

fyrstens strilende Ojne slukte, the sparkling eyes ofthe prince were closed,

kongens bryst af svcrdet kl6vet. the breast of the king cleaved by the sword.

Gudrun tilbage pi bolstret segned, Gudrun sank back on the bolster,

lokkeme lostes, kinden rodmed, her tresses untied themselves, her cheeks flushed,

terer som regn randt over kna. teus like rain ran over her knees.

Da grad Gudrun, Gjukes datter, Then Gudrun, the daughter of Gjuke, cried,

si tireme lpb fra Ojets llg. so that teils ran fom her eyelids.



ll3l Da sagde Gudrun, Gjukes datter

Da sagde Gudrun, Gjukes datter: Thus said Gudrun, the daughter of Gjuke:
"Si vu min Sigurd blandt Gjukes sgnner, "My Sigurd was amongst the sons of Gjuke
som loget, der gror op over grsesset, like the onion that grows over the grass,
eller den blinkende sten, der drages pa band, or like the twinkling stone being strung
som edelsten over edlinges skrue. like the precious stone over the host of nobles.
Jeg monne kongens kamper tykkes The king's wmiors considered me more beautiful
herligere end alle Herjans diser than all the goddesses in Herjan.
Nu erjeg si liden, som lpvet er pe buskene ofte, Now I am as small as the foilage on the bushes
thi den adle er dad. for the noble is dead.
For borde jeg savner, At my table, in my bed
i seng jeg savner min fuldtro falle. I niss my faithful compmion.
Gjukes sOnner volde min ve, The sons of Gjuke cause my woe,
volde deres sgsters sorgfulde grid. cause theh sister's sonowful weeping.
Folkets land I legge pde, The lmd ofthe people you will lay waste
thi ej I holdt de svome eder. because you did not keep your swom oaths:
Ej skal du, Gunnu! guldet nyde; You, Gunnr, shall not enjoy the gold;
ringene vil dig bane volde, the rings will cause your death
siden du Sigurd eder svor. since you swore an oath to Sigurd.
Ofte var gleden stone i gtrde, Often happiness has been greater in this hall
da min Sigurd sadlede Grane, as when my Sigurd saddled Grane,
og da de fore til Brynhild at fri, md when they went off t9 propose to Brynhild,
den usalige kvind, i ulykkesstund." that ill-fated womm, in the hour ofcalamity."



Farlige Dromme - Fatql Dreams -

seks digte fra Holger Drachmanns six poems from "Tannhiiuser"

"Tannhduser" bv Holser Drachmann

[l4] Du legger dig ned en aftenstund

Du lagger dig ned en aftenstund You lay down one evening

og giver dig til at drpmme; and start dreaming:

sovnen er sod, og hvilen er sund, the sleep is sweet and the rest is sound

og tankeme holdes i forste blund i tomme. and your thoughts at first are curbed,

Men eftersom nattens timer gi, But as the hours ofthe night go by

styrer du ud pi m5 og fi you head out at random in strong tunents.

i sterke og stride stromme. You wake up so latel too late, my friend

Du vigner silde; for sent, min ven, to find yourself in the old way again.

til at finde dig selv ved det gamle igen. Oh what enigmas from the depths ofthe night

O hvilke gider fra nattens grund, what strange visions in the slumber of sleep.

hvilke salsomme syner i sgvnens blund, Oh what tatal dreams.

o hvilke fmlige drPmme.

[15] Hyor engen har foldet, ved mosens bred

Hvor engen har foldet, ved mosens bred, At the bank of the moor, where the meadow

sit teppe ud med et venligt: Sid ned! has unfolded its carpet with a friendly: Sit downl

bag hakken, som lgfter sin skam mod solen, behind the hedge which raises its shield against the

der sad hun med blomster i skpdet pi kjolen. sun,

Engen dufted og mosen med, there she sat with flowers spread out in the lap of

han rorte sig ikke ud af sit sted; her dress.

han si, hvor hun vikled, han si, hvor hun bandt, The meadow smelt sweetly and so did the moor,

tilsidst han i slyngningen selv sig fandt. he never moved from his place;

he saw how she weaved and he saw how she
bound,

in the end he found himself inside the weavins.



[16] Det blinker med perler

Det blinker med perler, et glimmemet It is twinkling with peills, a glittering net
er lagt over skoven; has been spread over the trees;

skyen har netop for nylig gredt, the cloud recently cried,
nu smiler minen foroven. the moon is smiling above.
Fortrost dig dog ikke til minens skin, Do not trust in the light of the moon,
forvild dig ikke i skyggeme ind; do not sftay into the shadows;
der vifter den fdigste elvervind the most dangerous elfinwind is blowing
gennem skoven. through the wood.

[17] Si lad sangen i salene bruse

Si lad sangen i salene bruse, Then let song sound in the halls,
sat pe bordene begrene frem, put out cups on the tables,
lad os ibne for svimmelens sluse, let us open for the floodgates of giddiness,

lad os sende forsagtheden hjeml send despondency home!
Nu er nydelsen niet til huse, Enjoyment has now reached this house,
den htr sat sig i hojsadet fast; it has taken the seat ofhonour,
pi dens byden jeg vil mig beruse, at its command I will intoxicate myself

om se livet med lykken brast. even if life and happiness should burst.

[18] I skoven er der sA stille

I skoven er der si stille, It is very quiet in the wood
der rasler kun det gule blad; only the yellow leave is rustling;
nu kommer den stund. vi ville the time has now come when we

som venner skilles ad. would part as friends.

Skoven luder med brinken brat, The wood is stooping towards the precipice,
vindfelden vakler, nr vinden ta'er fat. the windfall wobbles when the wind starts blowing
Nu kommer vintrens den lange hvile og lengere nat. The long rest and even longer night of winter has

come.



U9l Den blomstrende sommer

Den blomstrende sommer blev kedet til hpst, The blossoming summer connected to autumn

til dod, hvad der var i live. to death, what used to be alive

Sorg skal f6lge pi lyst, Sonow shall follow delight,

stille, du bankende bryst! quiet, beating heart.

Kun de evige love skal blive. Only the etemal laws shall remain.

Venner, rak hind over graven hen, Friends, extend your hands over the grave,

den d6de kommer ej mer igen, the dead will not come back again,

men inden taler fra rummet, but the spidt shall be talking from space

nir lreben her er forstummet. when this lip is silent.

Appendix:

[20] Det glinter med perler
It is twinkling with pearls, a glittering net

Det glimter med perler, et glimmemet has been spread over the trees;

er lagt over skoven: the cloud recently cried,

skyen har netop for nylig gredt, the moon is smiling above

nu smiler minen fra oven. Do not trust in the light ofthe moon,

Fortrpst dig dog ikke til minens skin, do not stray into the shadows;

forvild dig ikke i skyggeme ind; the most dangerous elfinwind is blowing

der vifter den frligste elveryind through the wood.

gennem skoven.



DyYekes Sange (Holger Drachmann)

[21] Skal altid freste mit hir under hue

Skal altid faste mit hir under hue,
tgr aldrig binde en sl6jfe deri;
ilde lugter den krremmerstue -
hvem der som fuglen var fri!
Min moder var dog en stadselig frue;
kom, l i l le spejl, lad mig se.
De kaldte ved diben mig "Due",
hun flyver helst i det fri.
De klokker ringe til ottesang,
nu bliver Dyvekes dag si lang;
og vil jeg af byen med moder gi,
d6r spane de bjerge si isengr6.
Men ude i haven star urter og blommer,
d6r drgmmer mit hjerte blandt zwibler og lpg;
kydret dufter den liflige sommer,
og hjertet sler som en gog.
Det slir mod min hmd, under huden det trommer,
det varsler se langt mig et liv.
Ver hilset, du fugl, mellem urter og blommer,
ver hilset, du kukkende g0gl

The Songs of Dyveke (Holger Drachmann)

I must always bind my hair under a cap,
shall never drre to bind a bow in it;
the shopkeeper's room smells badly,
I wish I were free as a bird!
My mother used to be a handsome woman;
come, little minor, let me have a look.
They christened me "Dove",
she would rather fly free.
The matins-bells re ringing,
Dyveke's day now grows so long;
and if I want to leave town with mother
the ice grey mountains block my way.
But in the garden grow herbs and flowers
there my heart dreams among the onion plants;
the lovely summer smells of spice
and my heart sings like a cuckoo.
It beats against my hand, it beats like a drum under

my skin,
it predicts me so long a life.
I greet you, bird, among herbs md flowers,
I greet you cuckooing cuckoo!



[22] Ak, hyem der havde en hue med fjer

Ak, hvem der havde en hue med fjer og brokade pi, Oh, I wish I had a cap adomed with feathers and

og hvem der vr kledt som en frue og skulle til brocade

messe gi! and I wish I were dressed like a lady going to mass

Og hvem der vel kunne age i kam and I wish I could ride in a cariage

eller sidde til hest med falk over am; or sit on horseback with a falcon on my m.

ak, hvem der blot ikke vil Askepot, Oh. I wish I were not a Cinderella

men ejed et stensat slot! but owned a stone castle!

Jeg sidder og Ojnene lukker, I sit and close my eyes

med hrndeme lagt under kne: with my hands under my knee:

da lenges jeg efter de dukker, I long for the wooden dolls
jeg havde som lille aftre, I used to have as a little girll

dem pyntedjeg ud efter eget sind I dressed them after my whim,

og redte dem i bide zobel og skind; dressed them in sable and fursi

ak, hvem der var bm mellem dukker igen oh I wish I were once more a child among dolls

eller dukkeme fruer og mrend! or that the dolls were women and men.

SA togjeg den bedstes hue med fjer og brokade pi I would put on the best cap with feathers and

og redte mig ud som en frue, der agter i messe at ge. brocade

Jeg aged til hove i hangende karm, and dress like a lady going to mass.

mig fulgte den ridder med falk over m. I would ride to coufi in a camage.

Ak nej, jeg mi grade for ridder og slot, followed by a knight with a falcon on his m
jeg er jo kuns Askepot. Oh no, I must weep for knight and castle,

I am only a mere Cinderella.



[23] Hvad vil den mand med keder pi

Hvad vil den mand med kader pi,
med gyldne kader om sit bryst?
Hvorhenjeg gir, hans Ojne gi,
men taler han, sd hil hans rost en magt,

som jeg mi lyde.
En kirkens mand, en adelsmand;
Gud ved, om duen var istand
den hggeham at bryde?
Og han er Prinsens kansler,
og Prinsen kommer hid!
Hvorledes ser en prins vel ud?
Mi bere kader vel pi bryst
og lin om hals og sidenskrud;
men hr hms tunge sedm r6st,

som jomfruer mi lyde?
Ak, her mutter Sigbrits bod
han srtter aldrig dog sin fod.
Hvad kunne vi ham byde?

What does he want the man adomed with chains,
with golden chains on his breast?
Wherever I go his eyes follow,
but when he speaks, his voice has a power
I must obey.
A man of the church, a nobleman;
Only God knows if the dove
is able to break the hawk . feathers.
And he is the chancellor of the prince

and the prince will be coming here!
I wonder what a prince looks like.
He must wear chains on his breast
and linen round his neck and silk robes;
but has his tongue such a voice
that virgins must obey?
Oh, he will never set foot
here in Mother Sigbrit's shop.
What could we offer him?



[24] Vildt, vildt, vildt suser blesten

Vildt, vildt, vildt suser blasten, Wildly whistles the wind,
sommer er nesten draget af land. summer rs almost over.
Mod bryggeme skvulper det sortnende vand: The dark water splashes against the whmes;
jeg si ham pi bryggen, den kongelige mand. I saw him, I saw him on the wharf,
Hans gje var dybt som fjorden derudei the royal man.
jeg kunne mig senke demed. His eye was as deep as the flord out there;
Pa brystet det brede li flOjelets pude; I could sink myself into it.
jeg kunne mig hvile derved. Velvet covered his broad breast;
For foden jeg kunne ham falde med suk I could find my rest there.
og smile, om hinden min pande strgg. With a sigh I could sink to his feet
De sagde si ofte, at duen var smuk. and smile ifhis hand stroked my brow.
Nu vedjeg fgrst, hvem der er hog! They often said that the dove was beautiful.
vildt, vildt, vildt suser blesten, Now at last I know who is the hawk!
hvem der ved festen i aften vr medl Wildly whistles the wind,
Jeg blev vel pA terskelen stiende rad, I wish I were present at the feast tonight!
og dansed dog geme afsted. I probably would stop petrified at the threshold,
Hans Oje vtr dybt som fjorden derude; and yet I would wilt to dance.
jeg kunne mig senke demed. His eye was as deep as the fiord out there;

I could sink mvself into it.

[25] Nappe tgr jeg tale

Neppe tprjeg tale, siL vinker han brat; I hrdly due to speak before he stops me;
kongen drpmmer vigen, men vrene dog ved nat; the King dreams awake but worse at night;
ville si geme sige ham, hvad mest jeg tenker pe... I want so much to tell him what I think of most...

Jeg tanker pi svundne dage; det kan hm ej forsta! I think of bygone days; that he does not understand!

Jeg dromte, jeg var en due og sattes med h6g i bur, I dreamt I was a dove put into the hawk's cage,
for hggens funklende 6jnejeg flygted med skrek I fled to the wall ftom the hawk's glinting eyes;

mod mur: he offered me a safeconduct wherever I wished to go...

si bpd han mig sikkert lejde, hvorhen jeg blot then he slashed my white breast with his swordlike beak
havde lyst... Always I must be awake by day and by night,

Si hugged han nebbets krde igennem mit hvide bryst. if I tum away from him he immediately awakes,

Vige mi jeg stedse ved dag og ved nat, clutches me in his embrace as if I was going to
venderjeg mig fra ham, se vegner han brat, leave him...
fatter mig i sit favnetag, som ville jeg fra ham gi... His kisses are like glowine fire.

Hans kys er glgdende lue; jeg kan dem ej forstt. I do not understand them.
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[26] Det stiger, det stiget det stiger herop

Det stiger, det stiger, det stiger herop,

bekken vandrer mod fjeldet.
Det er uhort leg.
Erjeg rldet? O nej,
jeg er frldet pi vej,
jeg er angst for mit liv,
kunne dO for min knivl
hvor er Kongens Dyveke henne?

Ved ej, kan ej selv hende kende.

De hvisler omkring mig som snoge,

mi lukke mine gjenlige;

de trykker min hdnd,
jeg tor ej, jeg ved
jeg er angst, jeg er hed,
jeg er tret af mig selv,

af min leg erjeg led,
jeg er raddelig stedt i den bitreste nod.

Jesus Mria. hvem der vr dod.

Upwuds, upwards it climbs,
the brook wanders towilds the mountain.

It is a game unheard of.
Have I grown old? Oh no,
I am cut down,
I fer for my life,
I could die by my knife;
where is the King's Dyveke now?
I do not know,
I do not recognize her mymore.
Around me they hiss like snakes,
I haYe to close my eyes,
they press my hand,
I dtre not, I know
I am afraid, I am hot,

I am wery of myself,
I loathe my game,
I stand in my bitter distress.

Jesus Mria, I wish I were dead.



[27] Se, nu er sommeren kommen

Se, nu er sommeren kommen,
kirseberfrugten er moden;
i havens snirklede gange

flytterjeg silkefoden.
Silke harjeg mig spundet
ud af min ungdoms glede,

silke fra hoved til foden,

ved ikke hvor jeg tPr trade;

elsker de dyre stene,
elsker de gyldne spanger;
ligner vist gyldenlakken,

som med sin amod pranger.

Holdes til huse bundet,
vogtes mod snigende slanger,

ville si gerne snakke lidt med de andre fanger

Se, nu er sommeren kommen,

tr&emes frugt er moden.

Sommeren htr sine storme,

frugterne drysses for fbden.

Fy, hvilke stygge tankel

Vinden fir vifte dem ud,

vinden fAr slutte min vise...

d6r kommer slotshenens bud!

Look, summer has cone,
the cheries are npe;
in the garden's tortuous Path
I move my silken shoes.

I have spun silk
from the joys of my youth,

silk from head to fbot,
I do not know where I dare to treadl

I love the precious stones,
love the golden footbridges;
I must look like the wallflower

flaunting her poverty.

They keep me locked up in the house,

they guard me against sneaking snakes,

I only wish to talk for a bit

with the other prisoners.

Look, summer has come,

the fruit of the trees is ripe.

The summer has its stoms,

the fruit falls to our feet.

Stop, such wicked thoughts.

The wind must blow them away,

the wind must finish my song...

Here comes the messenger ftom the castellm!

English translation by Susanne lnnge.
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