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Karaste broder, systrar och vanner

Dearest brothers, sisters, and friends,

med hdlso och frid, med 61 som bréanner,
good health to you; with ale that burns,

hjartat kringréanner, fetmar och spéanner,
(that) surrounds the heart, grows and strains;

gor krogdorren vid! Drick, drick, nu &ar tid.
make the door to the tap-room wide! Drink, drink, now is the time.

HOr pd fiolerna, systrar, med sang;
Hearken to the violins, sisters, with song;

ruska p& kjolarna, hoppa i spréng!
rustle your skirts, skip and jump!

Ulla, bjud opp, svang din salopp,
Ulla, invite us to dance, (and) swing your cloak,

skonhetens knopp blommar i topp;
the bud of beauty blossoms up there;

O0gat vill blunda och fingret det kéanner.
the eye will be shut and the finger will feel.
Bort med all &angslan, kdraste sjalar,

Away with (all) anguish, dearest (of) souls,

sitt ned p& en stol! HOr, spelman gridlar,
sit down on a chair! Listen to the fiddler quarreling:

stryker och tréalar; med sina hdlar
(he) strokes and labours; with his heels,

han sldr sin fiol och raglar mot bol.
he batters his violin and staggers against the table.

Men fyll i krusena brannvin och vin,
But fill up the jars with ligour and wine,

och tag av ljusena, lilla cousine!
and uncover(?) the candles, little cousin!

Lotta, giv hand, nig lite grand;
Lotta, give me your hand, (and) curtsey;

sup ock ibland! Karlekens band
drink now and then! The fetters of love

bindas i s&ngar, pd &dngar och fjidlar.
are tied in beds, in meadows and hiding-places(?).
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