storme rev mine fjedre.

Jeg ville gerne i Guds natur

2d frihed spaendt mine vinger,
“men sidder fast i mit snaevre bur,
det alle vegne mig tvinger.
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5. Jeg ville gerne, fra hgjen sky
udsendt de gladere sange;

men blive ma jeg for kost og ly
en stakkels gaeldbunden fange.

6. Tit ligevel til en smule trgst

jeg ud af faengselet titter

og sender stundom min vemodsrgst
med laengsel, gennem mit gitter.

7. Lyt og, o vandrer! til denne sang,
lidt af din vej du hidtraede!
Gud véd, maske det er sidste gang,
du hegrer livsfangen kvaede.

8. Mig baeres for, som ret snart i kvaeld,
at gittervaerket vil briste;

thi kvidre vil jeg et gmt farvel;

maske det bliver det sidste.
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sedo y wings,
c arrow cage,

as compels me.

\ d like to, high in the clouds
sen h the happier songs;
but st stay for food and shelter
a poor debt-ridden prisoner.

6. Often still for a bit of comfort

| out of the prison look

and sometimes send my sad voice
with longing, through my lattice.

7. Listen, O wanderer! to this song, 1
little off your way you here tread!

God knows, maybe it's the last time,

you hear the lifer sing.

8. I'm carried forward, as quite soon the end,
that the latticework will burst;

for I will chirp a tender farewell;

maybe it will be the last.



Sig Naermer Tiden - Frans Rasmussen
www.youtube.com/watch?v=30199tCL1Es
Sig Neermer Tiden, Da Jeg Maa Vaek -

r-jensen-st-st-blicher-oluf-r




