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by Carl Michael Bellman

1.Broéderna fara vadl vilse ibland
l.Sometimes the brethren go astray

om glasen men intet om krogen;
'round the glasses, but not 'round the tavern;

alla de hitta till druvornas land.
they all can find their way to the land of the grapes.

Drick, bréder, drick lite grand!
Drink, brothers, drink a wee bit!

HOr hur de stulta och skrapa i sand,
Listen to them stumbling and scraping the sand,

famla pd doérrar och bulta med knogen,
fumble at doors and pounding with their knuckles;

ragla och tumla med stopet i hand,
stagger and reel with the pitcher in their hand,

och bldéda om tunga och tand.
bleeding 'round tongue and teeth.

Fader Movitz, sld i, sld i! Min flicka har glémt mig, jag dér trogen;
Father Movitz, pour out! My girl has forgotten me, (but) I will die faithful;

natt och dag jamt i fylleri, skall all min sorg gd forbi.
night and day, always drunk; thus shall all my sorrow pass (away).

2 .Broderna grala om brickor och kast,
2.The brethren quarrel 'bout counters and throws,

vid Olbdgarn jamt demonstrera;
by the ale-beaker they make their opinions known;

somliga dricka ett kvarter i hast, och draga klingorna vasst;
some (of them) drink a quarter quickly, and draw their sharp(ened) blades;

tdrningar trilla, och brickan stdr fast;
the dices roll, and the counters remain (in their places);

gubbarna slamra och stolt diskurrera
the gaffers rattle and proudly hold discourse

an om ett kyrktorn och an om en kvast;
now 'bout a church-steeple, and now 'bout a broom;

men kyparn han svar som en gast.
but the waiter, he curses like a wraith.

H& ja ja ja, det &r sa, ja! S14 eld pd min pipa, ge mig meral!
Oh my, my, that's the way it is! Light my pipe, give me more!
Flickans sk&l uti tankarna, fast hon har kostat mig bra.

(I have) a toast to the girl in my mind, even though she cost me a lot.



3.Ja, jag har gett henne skanker och gull; pa barnhuset skaffa jag barnet;
3.Yes, I gifted her with presents and gold; I put her child in the orphanage;

barnet det dog, med kalas pd dess mull jag sdp ddédgrdvarn full.
the child died, with a wake on its dust I got the sexton drunk.
Ofta ha paltarna gdtt pd patrull, jag har dd friat det 1lid'liga skarnet,

The watchmen often patrolled here; then I have vouched for that hussy,

vdgat for henne bad' ryggbast och hull,
(I) risked both (my) back and skin for her sake,

och slagit de hjaltarna kull.
and (I) knocked those heroes down (to the ground).

Men, min Anna Greta, men! nu &r jag lik fdgeln sndrd i garnet,
But, my Anna Greta, alas! now, like the bird, I feel entangled in your toils,

som vill ut till sin frihet igen och har knappt ddden till véan.
and want to embrace my freedom again, and hardly even have Death as my friend.

4.513 i 3t mig; kanske smdrtan fdrgdr av safternas ljuvliga syra.
4.Pour for me; maybe the pain will pass with the delightful tang of the juices.

T&rarna rinna pd n&dsan, gutdr! mitt hjdrta nu battre mar.
The tears run down my nose, (but) cheers! my heart now feels better.

Knappt har jag levat i femtio ar, dock kan jag tryggt fdr er alla bedyra,
I've hardly lived for fifty years; still, I can confidently ensure all of you,

att sadant finkel, som jag sop igar, dr kostligt mot kidrlekens sar.
that such rot-gut, that I drank yesterday, is good (medicine) for love-wounds.

Dryp en droppa eller tvd, och hdll den pa hjirtat,
Drip a drop or two, and pour it upon my heart,

h&dll man fyra!
pour four (drops), (my good) man!

Svedan skall ta mig tusand forgd; tag blott en sup ovanpa!
The pain, I'll be damned, will go away; Jjust have a drink on top (of it)!

5.A7j, nar jag tdnker uppd hennes hy och 6gonens brinnande lekar,
5.0h! when I think of her complexion and the burning play of her eyes,

hjdrtat av dngslan sd tungt som ett bly vill frdn buteljerna fly.
my heart, heavy as lead from anguish, want to flee (from) the bottles.

Brostet det liknar en svavande sky;
Her chest is like a soaring cload;

Fr6ja mig lockar och Fr6ja mig nekar;
Froja tempts me and (then) Frdja rejects me;

hdnderna fangslas, mig Sgonen bry. Ack himmel, min sorg blir som ny.
my hands are tied, my eyes are disturbed. Oh heaven, my sorrow is fresh (anew).

Men, min Anna Greta, nog, nog vet du nu vidl pd vem jag pekar,
But, my Anna Greta, well, you now know very well whom I point (my finger) at,

fan i dej sd du mig bedrog! S1&4, kypare, i! det &r nog.
damn you, the way you cheated (on) me! Pour, waiter! that's enough.
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