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GQubben ar gammal, urverket dras,
The man is old, the clockwork (is) w nded,

Vi saren vi sar, timman ilar
the (clock-)hand shows (that) the hour flies (forward).

Doden sitt tinglas har stéallt vid nitt glas,
Death has put his hour-glass by ny beaker

kring buteljen strott sina pilar
(he) put his arrows around ny bottle.

Torstig jag skddar min stjarna och sol
Thirsty, | behold nmy star and sun.

Vandri ngsman, hoér nu m n basfi ol
Wanderer, now |isten to ny doubl e-bass!

Movitz, din tjanare vilar.
Movitz, your servant is resting.

Kl araste skote, Ijuvliga barm Sorgligt den blomrans |iv foroddes,
Cl earest wonb, delightful bosom How sadly the life of that flower was ravaged,

somgav mn far, till mn sveda och harm
who gave ny father, to ny pain and resentnent,

val lust i den séng dar jag foddes.
pl easure in the bed where I was born

Men bada sova. Qutar i fortret!
But both of themsleep (in death). | drink to themin chagrin!

Sjung, Movitz, sjung om hur ogat gréat
Sing, Mwvitz, sing about the eye that cried

vid de cypresser som strdddes.
as he cypresses were scattered around.

Ragl ande skugga, brusi ger mn, skapad att Bacchus ga till handa;
St aggeri ng shadow, drunken visage, created to be the errand boy of Bacchus;

bl &ddri ger tunga av bréannvin och vin:
stuttering tongue due to liqour and w ne:

kann dar far mn, kann dar hans anda!
there, ny father, notice his spirit(-breath)!

Fr6j a och Bacchus gav kring den ett sken
Fr6ja and Bacchus gave a lustre to it.

Movitz, |at bland m na faders ben detta mtt stoft fa& sig bl anda.
Movitz, let the bones of ny ancestors be m xed with ny (own) ashes.
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