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VILDT, VILDT, VILDT SUSER BLÆSTEN WILD, WILD, WILD BLOWS THE WIND 

  
Vildt, vildt, vildt suser Blæsten, Wild, wild, wild blows the wind, 
Sommer er næsten draget af Land. The summer has almost departed from the country 

Mod Bryggerne skvulper det sortnende Vand; The darkening water splashes against the wharfs; 

Jeg saae ham paa Bryggen, den kongelige Mand. I saw him on the wharf, the royal man. 

  

Hans Øje var dybt som Fjorden derude; His eye was deep like the fjord out there; 

Jeg kunde mig sænke derned. I could lower myself into it. 
Paa Brystet det brede laa Fløjelets Pude; On his broad chest lay the velvet pillow; 

jeg kunde mig hvile derved. I could rest by it. 

  

For Foden jeg kunde ham falde med Suk At his feet I could fall with a sigh 

og smile, om Haanden min Pande strøg. And smile if his hand caressed my forehead. 

De sagde saa ofte, at Duen var smuk. They said so often that the dove was beautiful, 
Nu veed jeg først hvem der er Høg. Now I finally know, who is the hawk! 

  

Vildt, vildt, vildt suser Blæsten, Wild, wild, wild blows the wind, 

hvem der ved Festen iaften var med! If only I could take part in the ball tonight! 

Jeg blev vel paa Tærskelen staaende ræd, But I would remain standing on the threshold, afraid,  

og dansed dog gerne afsted, afsted. And yet would dance along willingly! 
  

Hans Øje var dybt som Fjorden derude; His eye was deep like the fjord out there; 

jeg kunde mig sænke derned. I could lower myself down there. 

 


