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Peter Heise: “Drot og Marsk” 
1. Det var sig humleranken 
Lyrics by Christian Richardt 
IPA by Eva Hess Thaysen & Ruben Schachtenhaufen 
Word to Word translation by Eva Hess Thaysen 
 
 
 
de ˈva saɪ ˈhɔm-lə-ˌʁaŋ-kən 
Det var sig Humleranken 
It was itself the hops vine 
 
dɛn ˈvil-lə sɒ ˈhɶɪt pɔ ˈstʁɔː  
den vilde saa højt paa Straa1,  
it wanted so high to climb  
 
sɒ ˈklaʊ-ʁəð ˈdɛn ˀæð ˈgaʊ-lən  
saa klavred den ad Gavlen,  
then crawled it up the gable,  
 
ˈde mɒt-tə ˈdɛn fɒ-ˈstɔː   
det maatte den forstaa.   
this had it  to understand   
 
tʁa-la-la-la-la-la tʁa-la-la-la-la-la     
Tralalalalala! Tralalalalala!     
Tra la la la la la! Tra la la la la la!     
 
dɛn ˈgʁɶn-nəð ˈsaɪ mɛð ˈlen-nən  
Den grønned sig med Linden,  
It matured itself with the linden tree  
 
dɛn ˈnek-kəð tel ˈstɒː-kəns ˈsmɔː  
den nikked til Storkens Smaa,  
it said hello to the stork’s little ones  
 
dɛn ˈvem-pləð ˈsaɪ fɒ ˈven-nən  
den vimpled sig for Vinden  
It flagged itself in the wind  
 

 
1 ”højt paa straa”: Være indflydelsesrig/overlegen 

Direct translation “high on straw”: being influencial/superior 
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ˈmɛð siː-nə ˈdup-pɐ ˈgʁɔː   
med sine Dupper graa.   
with its buds grey   
 
tʁa-la-la-la-la-la tʁa-la-la-la-la-la     
Tralalalalala! Tralalalalala!     
Tra la la la la la! Tra la la la la la!     
 
dæ ˈflɶɪ dɛn ˈvil-lə ˈsvæː-nə  
Da fløj den vilde Svane  
Then flew the wild swan  
 
fɒ-ˈbiː ˀi ˈlɔf-tən ˈblɔː   
forbi i Luften Blaa;   
by in the air’s blue   
 
ˈhɔm-lə-ˌʁaŋ-kən ˈʁak-tə saɪ    
Humleranken rakte sig,    
The hops vine extended itself,    
 
hun ˈvil-lə dɛn ˈsvæː-nə ˈnɔː  
hun vilde den Svane naa,  
she wanted the swan to grasp,  
 
mɛn ˈnoː-ʁən-ˌven-nən ˈsuː-stə    
men Nordenvinden suste,    
But the northwind blew,    
 
ˈfa:-jəð dɛn ˈneːð sɒm ˀen ˈfjeːɐ 
fejed den ned som en Fjer. 
swept it down like a feather. 
 
dɛːɐ ˈlɔː dɛn ˈknɛk-kət ˀi ˈstøː-vət 
Der laa den knækket i Støvet, 
There lay it broken in the dust, 
 
ˈhun bleːv ˀaɪ ˈʁaŋ-kə ˈmeːɐ  
hun blev ej Ranke mer.  
She became not a vine again.  
 
tʁa-la-la-la-la-la tʁa-la-la-la-la-la     
Tralalalalala! Tralalalalala!     
Tra la la la la la! Tra la la la la la!     
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