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Translations

Vaggsång
(Cradlesong)
Slumber, slumber you little one,
Grow, grow to become kind and big,
The little sandman
Comes in a moment,
Will take you in his lap,
And spin a yarn for you.

Slumber, slumber my rosebud,
Slumber, slumber my heart's hope,
One more kiss,
Laugh as before,
Sleep then on my lap,
Wondrous dreams to meet.

Slumber, slumber you little tousled head,
Lie, lie so beautifully still,
You are so tired,
Sleep now so sweetly,
Dream about God's children's kingdom,
Grow, to become like them.

Anna Troili

Når solen ganger til hvile
(When the sun goes to rest)
When the sun goes to rest and the day's business is finished,
When the heaven's starts smile and the night's moon is lit,
When stillness spreads over the tumultuous, whirling earth,
When all of nature sleeps, enveloped in the blossoming darkness.

Then I dream myself back to the past's golden land,
And draw my thoughts so far over mountain and shore.
I am bound here to home,

But my thoughts fly so easily;
They do not rest until they have found the dear, chosen place.

Valdemar Thisted


