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Peter Heise: “Dyvekes Sange”

5. Naeppe tor jeg tale

Lyrics by Holger Drachmann

IPA by Eva Hess Thaysen & Ruben Schachtenhaufen
Word to Word translation by Eva Hess Thaysen

'nep-ps 'twe jar 'ter-lo
Nzppe tor jeg tale,
Hardly dare 1 speak,

sp  'ven-ke hen 'byat
saa vinker han brat;

then waves  he suddenly;

'kop-gon  'decem-me  'vo:-Yon

Kongen drgmmer vaagen,

The King dreams awake,
men 'vee-ss 'dou ved 'neet
men verre dog ved Nat;

but  worse however at night;

'vil-lo sp  'geena 'sii-Yo 'ham
vilde saa gjerne sige ham,

would so  gladly  tell him,

ved ‘'mest jar  'ten-ke  'por
hvad meest jeg teenker paa...
what most I think of...

jai  'tenp-ke po  'svon-na  'dae:-Yo
Jeg taenker paa svundne dage:
I think of  bygone days:

"Tar  fp-'sto:

de 'ken heen
det kan han ej forstaae!

that can  he not comprehend!

en  'du:-o

jai  'dgem-ta 'jar va
Jeg drgmte, jeg var en Due
I dreamt I were a  dove

October 2019 © Royal Danish Academy of Music



0O O0OO0O00®06e e6000o0

THE ROYAL
DANISH
ACADEMY OF MUSIC

? &

pu 'set-tos med 'he i 'buwe
og sattes med Hog i Bur,

and wasput with ahawk in a cage,

fo 'hg:-Yons  'fog-klo-no  "a:-jo
for Hogens funklende Oje
from the hawk’s glittering eye

jar  'flogk-tad med 'sksek mod 'mure
jeg flygted med skraek mod  Mur;
I fled with terror  against the wall;

SD 'b#:d hen mar 'sek-ket 'lai-ds
saa bed han mig sikkert Lejde,

then offered he me  safe conduct,

vp-hen  jar  'blot ‘'ha:-8s 'lpst
hvorhen jeg blot havde lyst...

whereever 1 only had a wish...

SD 'hok-ko® heaen 'ne:-bots  'kpo:-wo
Saa hugged han Nabbets Kaarde
Then thrust he the beak’s sword

fi-'gen-nom  mit 'vir-0s 'broest
igjennem mit hvide Bryst.

through my  white breast.

'vor-Yo 'ma:  jar  'sted-so

Vaage maa jeg stedse

To keep vigil must I always

'neet

ved 'der¥ "u ved
ved Dag og ved Nat,

at day and at  night

'ven-ne  'jai mar 'fya ham
vender jeg mig fra ham,

a tum I me  away from him,

SD 'vo¥-ne hen  'brat
saa vaagner han  brat,

then wakes he suddenly,
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'feet-te mar i sit 'fav-ne-te:’
fatter mig i sit Favnetag,

grasps me in his embrace,

som 'vil-lo jar 'fsa ham 'go:
som vilde jeg fra ham gaae...

as would 1 from him  go away...

haens 'kgs ‘ee 'glg:-0o-no  'lu-o
Hans Kys er glodende Lue;

His kisses are ardent flames

jai ken dem

ar  fo-'sto:
jeg kan dem ej forstaa.

I can them not understand.
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