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Jamfru i Ulham
/ Maiden in Wolf Guise

JY:

A stuk o 2 lawt & bost mi hoo'r

—Mi huldtrow vaen—

Der sa a mi stimu’er kom kyren i goo'r
—A sinnhen de 13ar mi muer i a juer—

A po’'t & bost ni'er o mi baa’'rm
A'lgw’t hin a den fargyllen karm

Mi stimu’er hun fate’t
Te a haj for guer en g’k

Hun skaw’t mee om te en saws
Te a skull blyw slgw & aldri hwas

Sa blgw a te en saws sé gu’er
Te a blew hwas o aldri slew’

Am 2 daw’ a klep'et lzerret 4 liin
Om @ neet a saw’ i jdmfru hinne skrii'n

Mi stimu’er hun fate’t
Te a haj for guer en g’k

Hun skaw’t mae am te en swaa'’r
Te a skul alti fa en ulgk’le faa’r

Sa blgw a te en swaa'r sa gjew’
Te a blgw hwas & aldri slew’

A riier de war sa blii'er
De sa’'t mee i fagyl'ne skiier

Mi stimu’er hun fate’t
Te a haj for guer en g’k

Hun skaw’t mze dm te ul’ s groo’
Hun baa'r te a skul i & skadw kuns goo’

Hun baa’r a skul i & skaw kuns go
Te a drak a mi bru’er hans blu’er

| e skaw a war i @'t oo’r
Mi stimu’er wawwet &’ i 2 kjeerk & goo’

A det war i den niien
Mi stimu’er vill uurrii

@ snap’et hinne ka'p sa bloo’
A'lgw’t hin a ganger sa groo’

A snap’et i hinne sii
A u veelt tow tweelner sa hvii

A drak a mi bru’er hans blu’er
Igjeen stuk a en jamfru sa gu'er

Igjeen stuk a en jdmfru sa skjon

—Mi huldtrow vaen—

Mi stimu’er fik hinne fatjeene’st i lon’
—A sinnhzen de 13ar mi mu'er i ju'er—

ENG:

| was standing in the attic, brushing my hair
—Muy full- (or: huldra-) faithful friend—

When | saw my stepmother come driving into our yard

—And since, they buried my mother under ground—

| placed my brush by my bosom
And lifted her down from the gilded wagon

But my stepmother thought
That | had too good a luck

She turned me into a pair of scissors
So | should be dull and never sharp

But | became such a good pair of scissors
That | was sharp and never dull

Every day | would cut canvas and linen
At night | would sleep in the virgin’s case

But my stepmother thought
That | had too good a luck

She turned me into the dullest sword
And asked that | would always be unlucky

But | became such a good sword
That | was sharp and never dull

Those knights were so tender
They placed me in their gilded sheaths

But my stepmother thought
That | had too good a luck

She turned me into a wolf so grey
And asked that | would roam the forest

She asked | would roam the forest
Until drinking my brother’s blood

| was in the forest for eight years
My stepmother did not dare to go to church

But it was in the ninth
My stepmother dared to ride out

| seized her by her blue cape
And lifted her from her grey horse

| seized her by her side
Two twins came tumbling out, so white

Then | drank my brother’s blood
Here | stand, a maiden so good

| stand here as a maiden so fair

—Muy full- (or: huldra-) faithful friend—

My stepmother got her deserved pay

—And since, they buried my mother under ground—

& Kvinn(e)morder
/ The Woman Slayer
JY:

Hr. Ribal han tjeenner i 2 kdnng hans gor
—l e lun'—



A dee tjzen’t han i manne oo'r
—I 2 skow der falmer z jomfruer—

Han tjeen’t 't far annen lgn
An far Gulbarri hun war sa skjgn

Han giilje hin da mee list
Slzet ingen skjgn’ riier'et vist

Han gilje hin da mee u'er
slaet ingen skjgn’ rii'er det tu’er

Gulbarri, Gulbarri! Samel gul’ u’i di skrii'n
Imeens a saarler e graganger miin

Ja, kan du samel gul’ i seek?
Mzens a ka traek graganger te baek

Hr. Ribal han spran’g te hywwen haest
Han sa’t Gulbarrig i far ve hans brgst

Han rae’aer som han no kunn’et baest
Maen han ree’aer som det ty’k war mjaest

Deezerr de kam’ i rosenlun’
Deezer lpstet’et Ribal & tyew en stan’

Han bon’ hans haest ve en lenngrae’'n
Han kaast en graw, han war &’ sie’n

Gulbarri hun soj & teen’t ve’ see
Hwzem mon den graw’ ska vee’ te?

Te di hun’ 2 en fa lang
A te di heest dee e en fa tran'g

Neej, den 2 @’ te @& hun’ dee & mi’in
Maeen te Gulbarri sa faw’er & fi'in

\Ja, hist du si'er deem bl&’k
A daeeer lewwer swaarfla’k

A hist du sier en lel'le knal

Deezer an'ner lewwer 8t jdammfru’er djer gul’

A hist ka du sier en lel'le fluer
| deen dee rinner &'t jAmmfru’er djer bluer

A du ska vaezer den niien
A lii fa de anner djer synner

Enhwaer ha nak ui ze syn’ si &ej'een
sd har a ow nak i mi &ejen

Mzen lzezeng har du gilje mee
Mo a da &’ jeen’ gang lgsk dae?

Jow, gjaarn mo du lgsk maze lii
Am du &’ i segwnn vil mae swii

Swii’ mae Gud faa’r i Hemmeri’
Am a dae i sggwn ska swii

Han 14ar hans huer i hinne skgr
Han sow en sgwn, den war &’ sa sga'r

Gulbarri hun soj a tin't ve sz
Man mi snggrboo’n ka &’ hjeel'p mae?

Hun Igst aw hinne snggrboo’n
Sa boo’n hun Ribal hans fuer og haad’n

Hun gik sa te den lelle flu'er
| den dee reezen &'t jamfru’er djer blu’er

Ja, hun gik sa te den lel'le knal
Deeran’er law’ &'t jomfru’'uer djer gul’

A sa gik hun hzen te 2 bla’k
som dze stuk swar i fld’k

Hun skwaj jen, & hun skwaj tow
Daen treezer hun a ze ski'er draw’

Swaar mee, swaa’r — dm te du 2 gu'er
Am te du ka rggr ve miniskblu’er?

Ja, vee du fast i @ haan te dee
Som a & hvasi & aar te mae

Wawn ap, Ribal! A snak mae mae
| sewwn a &’ vil swiie dee

A bee’r dee Gulborril Fa di u'er
La mee fost e preest og skrew’temal fo

Neej, a skal skrow’t dee al'ebaest
Sa& skrew’ter dee ingen sdwnepraest

A bee'r dee Gulbar! Fa di nawn:
La mae &’ lew fa hun’ & raw'n

A ska hwaer'ken leew dee fa hun’ haelle raw'n
Mzen i s graw du sjeel’ ha graw'n

Sa haw hun ham i sta’ker smoo’
Som det menst lgw’ i & lun’ dee 18’

Gulbarri hun spran’g o haest sa hyw’
Sa ree’r hun lang faster aen te s fawl deen flow

No lew’er Ribal f& hun’ & rawwn

—l e lun'—

Gulbarri hun baer’ hinne jomfrunaw’n
—I| e skaw deaeeer falmer 2 jomfruer—

ENG:

Mr. Ribal serves in the king’s castle
—In the grove—

And he served there for many years
—In the forest, the virgins fade—

He did not serve for other pay
Than for Gulbarri, she was so fair

He wooed her cunningly
No fair knight would know how

He wooed her with words
That no fair knight would dare to speak

Gulbarri, Gulbarri! gather gold in your case
While | saddle my grey horse

Yes, can you gather gold in sack?
While | take my horse to the brook

Mr. Ribal mounted his high horse
And placed Gulbarri in front by his chest

He rode his best
But he rode as if the thick was the most



When they arrived in the rose grove
Ribal desired to rest a little

No, | will confess you the very best
No parish priest will confess you like | do

He tied his horse to a linden tree
And dug a grave, he was not slow

| beg you, Gulbarri, for your name
Let me not lie for dog or raven

Gulbarri sat and thought to herself
| wonder who that grave is for?

You will neither lay for dog nor raven
But in the grave that you have dug yourself

For your dog it is too long And then she chopped him into tiny pieces
And for your horse it is too narrow Like the smallest leaves that lie in the grove

No, it is not for my horse
But for Gulbarri so fair and fine

And there, you see those blocks
Where swords stand in flocks

And there you see a little hill
Under which lie eight virgins’ gold

And there you see a tiny river
Where eight virgins’ blood flows

And you shall be the ninth
And suffer for the sins of the others

Everyone has enough in her own sin
And so, | also have enough in my own

But you have wooed me for so long
Can't | lay with you just once?

Yes, of course you can lay with me
If you will not betray me in my sleep

Betray me God in Heaven
If | shall betray you in your sleep

He laid his head in her lap
And slept a sleep that was not sweet

Gulbarri sat and thought to herself

| wonder if my shoe laces might help me?

She loosened her shoe laces
And tied Ribal's feet and hands

And then she went to the tiny river
Where eight virgins’ blood flows

Yes, she went to the little hill
In which eight virgins’ gold is hidden

And then she went to the block
Where swords stand in flocks

She let one go, she let two go
The third she drawed from the sheath

Answer me, sword, if you are good
If you can touch human blood?

Yes, if you are steady in your hand
As | am sharp in the point of my blade

Wake up, Ribal, and talk to me
| will not betray you in your sleep

| beg you, Gulbarri, for you word
Let me first see a priest to confess

Gulbarri mounted her high horse

And rode much faster than the birds fly

Now Ribal is lying for dog and raven
—In the grove—

Gulbarri carries her maiden name
—In the forest, the virgins fade—

A Brur Hinne Kjeerkfaer’
/ The Bride’s Church Venture

JY:

Dee buuer en man’ i Riif

Han war sa aeze’rl 8 sa rii’

Han ga hans dezet'er en sel'kesaerk
war faem'ten fawwn vii’

— Sjeel’ stryyer hun z daw a e juer—

Feem’ten war de skree’rr

A seerk skull skjeerr og sgj’
Samm haj hjeemm i Riif

A samm i rifer-bej

Feem’ten war de hgw'ske maga’r
A seerk skul tow’ & vrii

Samm de fik djeer hoor deg'r

A samm fik stin'g i ze sii

A feem’'tem war de temmermaen’
A seerk sku haeng ap i & goo’r
Somm de fik djer helsot

A somm law syk en oo'r

De fuller ze bruru’r te kjeer'k
Hun war wal’ fast i & skin’
Feem’ten alen tuk de a & muu'r
Faa’r de ku treezeng hin in’

Da hun kam i e kjeer’k deerin’
sa tuk hun te a vraa'n

Sa sluk hun nier den hellig kors
Sam faa’r haj ewer staa’n

A preest stuk fa alter og san’g
Han hi heerre Knuu'r

Haeaer blywer ingen messe i daw’
Kommer e bruur &’ uu'r

Hun tuk en pennig a hinne pan’g
Hun affert wal sa nyww

Sa sluk hun sgnner 2 dzejn hans biernn

A stak uu’ e praest hans yww

Det gan’g hun kam a e kjeer’k heeruu’
Sa tuk hun te og li'e

No ha a warn te kjeerk i daw’

Som aenhweeze’r ka hger og si'e



Det gan’g hun kam o @ Kjeerrgoor
Hun sluk ap hinne yw’n mor sky

A alt det faese’ dee war o @ mark
Det kgs hun hjeem’ te 2 bgj’

—Sjeel stryyer hun e daw a ze juer—

ENG:

A man lived in Ribe

He was so very noble and rich

He gave his daughter a silk gown

That was fifteen embraces wide

—She is stroking the dew off the ground—

There were fifteen tailors
To cut and sew the gown
Some were at home in Ribe
And some in the city of Ribe

There were fifteen courtly maids

To wring the gown

This lead to the hard death for some
While others got side stitches

And fifteen were those carpenters
Hired in to hang the gown in the yard
Some got ill all over

And some were ill for a year

They followed the bride to church

She was quite firm in her flesh

But they had to take fifteen cubits off the wall
In order to push her in

When she came into the church

She started looking up

And then she knocked down the holy cross
That had been hanging above

The priest stood by the altar, singing
His name was Mr. Knuu'r

There will be no mass today

If that bride does not get out

Then she took a penny from her wallet
She sacrificed so very carefully

Then she knocked down the parish clerk
And pointed out the eyes of the priest

When she came out from the church
She started laughing

| have been to church today

As everyone can hear and see

When she entered the church yard

She gazed towards the sky

And all the creatures that were in the field
She kissed on her way home to town
—She is stroking the dew off the ground—

K Skjallmg
/ The Shield-maiden

JY:

Lirren Kjaesten hun spuur hinne muer
—A heerre tuk e falk—

Haaj a &’ en bru’er?

—Fa de haj spae’aen ham i s ta'rn—

Di bruer & &’ hjeemm i oo’r
Fa han lewwer bonnen i & kdnng hans goo’r

Ja, hddj a saarl & bissel a ngj’
Da skull a hin’t mi bru’er fra bgj

Wal ka du fa saa'rl & bissel a ngj
Mzen &'t ka du hin't di bru’er fra bgj’

Lirren Kjaesten a hun sprang te ganger hyw’
Sa ree’r hun lang faster aen te s fawl deen flow

A daezer hun kam te e baar' sile
Uu stuk 2 kanng hans slarfreerskwin’ & hwiilt see ve

é ha'er du, e kdnng hans slarfraerskwin’!
A hu & sa & fanger in?

Fa gsten i war baa’r si goo'r
Deezer pleejer 2 fanger a kruus djeer hoo'r

Fa gsten i war stjeennestadaw
Deezer pleejer & fanger alti & sdww

Hun pe’ket o e daar mee hinne skin’

Sta ap mi kjeeeer bru'er te du 1&’aker mee in’
A 2’ sa ka 2 |3k dee in’

Fa a lewwer bonnen lisdm en fanng

Feem’'ten nawler a en lel'le pin’
Dem 1at hun fra & sa gik hun in’

Hge'r du, mi kjeeeer bru’er hwa a saejer te dee
Hwoffa lo du dee a & dannerkanng binn

Mze bon’ &’ fiir, mae bon’ &’ feem’

Mae bon’ wal trarwe jarnklaej maen’

Mze bon’ &’ &'t, mae bon’ &’ nii’h

Mze bon’ wal hunner rii’er fri'h

Heezer stoo’r a, en kwin’ sa smal som en linn
Wal hunner rii'er sku 't mae binn

Hun lggst hinne bru’er a hooresten boo'n
Hun s&’t & kdnng hans slarfreerskwin’ deezer imu’er

Heels 2 Dannerkanng, nee han kommer hjeem’
hzezer har warn en mg, dze ha lgg’'st en sweaen’

Lirren Kjaesten hun spran’g te hywwen haest
Hon sa’t hinne bru’r ve hinne brgst

A daeeer hun kam uu’ i Rosenlun’
Daezer mg't hin e Dannerkanng hans lelle hun’

A daeeer hun kam uu’ i en grenne zen’g
Daezer mg't hin e Dannerkanng all hans hawmeen’

Du haller mi hzest i tewl & i tamm
De stoo’r & a gor haen & sna’kker mee deemm

Du haller mi haest uu’ i bissel a8 mii’l
Fawaa'r dee te du ngwner &’ & naww’n te mae

Lirren Kjaesten hun haw te hun blgw treet
Hun stuk wal i treerre maen’ djeer reet

Lirren Kjaesten hun haw te hun blew mu’er
Hun stuk wal i hunner rii'er djeer bluer.



Lirren Kjaesten & hun drawer uu’ hinne swaa’r
War'et &’ jeer, Dannerkanng, sku | faar en ufaa’r

Lirren Kjaesten & hun drawer uu’ hinne knyw’
Waret &’ jeer, Dannerkanng, det sku kast jer ae lyw’

Ja, hajj du byrd & hajj du seeer
Sa wal ku du dranning i Dannemark vaezer

Ja, wal har a byrd & wal har a aeer
Sa wal ku a dranning i Dannemark vaezer

Hal ap lirren Kjeesten, du steller di haarm
Du ska bzeeer gullkroon & z dronning hinne naw'n

A skg'ter e’ & di gul’ sa reg’r

—A heerre tuk e falk—

A aw’ter lant mier mi bruer hans deg'r
—Fa de h3aj spae’aen ham i & ta'rn—

ENG:

Little Kirsten asked her mother

—The lord took the falcon—

Didn’t | have a brother?

—For they had chained him in the tower—

Your brother isn't home this year
Because he is chained in the king’s castle

Well, did | have a new saddle and bridle
| would free my brother from the city

You can have a new saddle and bridle
But you can’t free your brother from the city

Little Kirsten mounted her high horse
And rode way faster than the bird flies

And when she arrived at the castle’s fence
The king’'s woman was resting thereby

And listen, you, the king’'s woman
Where do you keep the prisoners?

Towards the east in our courtyard
There, the prisoners usually frizz their hair

Towards the east in our stone hall
That’s where the prisoners usually sleep

She knocked on the door with her skin
Stand up, my dear brother, and let me in

How should | let you in?
When I'm chained here just like a prisoner?

Fifteen nails and a small stick
She lured from the door and then she went in

Listen, dear brother, what | ask you:
Why did you let the Danish king put you in chains?

It wasn’t four or five who chained me
But thirty iron-clad men

It wasn’t eight or nine who chained me
But one hundred free knights

Here | stand, a woman as slim as a linden
Not hundred knights could put me in chains

She freed her brother from his hardest chains
And put the king’s woman in his place

Extend my regards to the Danish king, when he returns
A maid has been here to release a man

Little Kirsten mounted her high horse
And placed her brother in front by her chest

And when she entered the rose grove
She encountered the Danish king’s little dog

And when she entered the green meadow
She encountered the Danish king and all his men

You will hold my horse’s reins
All the while | go talk to them

You will hold my horse’s bridle
Beware not to mention my name

Little Kirsten fought until she got tired
Then she stood in theright of thirty men

Little Kirsten fought until she became courageous
Then she stood in the blood of one hundred men

Little Kirsten draws out her sword
Wasn't it you, Danish king, you would be damned

Little Kirsten draws out her knife
Wasn't it you, Danish king, it would cost you your life

If you had lineage and honour
You could very well be the queen of Denmark

Of course | have lineage, of course | have honour
Of course | could be the queen of Denmark

Stop, Little Kirsten, you will calm your rage
You will wear a gold crown and the queen’s name

| don’t care for your gold, however red

—The lord took the falcon—

I'm much more concerned about my brother’s death
—For they had chained him in the tower—

K fawan’leng
/ The Transformation

JY:

Haeaer gor dans o a bjeeeer
—Drywer’en daw, feller'en rirm—
Haeaer danser e &lver-dweezer
—Fa den a ga @ trow sdm’ae miin—

Heezer danser hun dee’ter Dannimoo’r
A sa skjgn en rii'er a Rosensgoo’r

A skaawer dee te sa lirren en par skow
A draawer dee o mi faezer tow

A lgster nak di gawwer a baeeer
Maen a lyster @’ en par skow a veeeer

A skaawer de til en par hannsker sa fiin
A drawer dae 0 & smo hinner miin



A lgster nak di gawwer a baeaer
Mzen a lgster &’ en par hannsker & veeaer

A skaawer dee te sa lirren en gulltroo’r
A fleet’er dee i mi fawwer hoo'r

A lgster nak di gawwer a beaeaer
A algster ow en gulltroo’r & veeeer

A skaawer dee te s3 lirren en gull-lin’
A fleet’er dee ve mi rosen-kin’

A lgster nak di gawwer a beaeaer
A algster ow en gull-lin” & veezer

Den rii'er & deet’er Dannimoo'r
De ky’er te hinne fa&r hans goo'r

A deecer de kommer te e baa'rw si leh
Uu stuk hinne faa'r a hwiilt sa veh

A wallkom’en, dee’ter Donnimoo’r
A sa skjon’ en Rii'r a Rosensgoo’r

Sa sluk hun dwwen hinne koobe bloo’
A mi kjeeeer fad'r | si'er haezer oo’

Han & &’ an'er di koobe bloo’
Han & fleet in’ i di fawer hoo'r

Sa sluk hun dwwen hinne skaarlawwen kin’
A ja, mi kjeeaer fad’r | si'er heerin’

Han & &’ an'er di skaarlawwn-kin’
Han e fleet ve di rosens-kin’

Sa tuk han ap sa hwas en knyw’
Han skor & I8’ker i sta’ker syw’

Han skoo’r e 1&’ker i stg’ker nii’h
Mzen e rii’er a rosensgoo’r gik frii'h

Deae & &’ en mgg’ i den heezer land
Dee sa ka bewaar si sewteman’

Deae & &’ en swaen’ o daen haeeer g
—Drywer’en daw, feeller'en rirm—
Dee har sa kanste en faestemg

—Fa den a ga e trow sdm’ae mii'n—

ENG:

Here, the dance is on hills

—The dew drifts, the frost falls—
Here, the elver dwarfs are dancing
—For the one | gave my faith—

Here, she is dancing, Daughter Donnimaar
And the oh, so fair, knight of the rose garden

| will turn you into a small pair of shoes
| will wear you on my little feet

| do long to carry your gifts
But | don’t want to be a pair of shoes

I will turn you into a pair of fine gloves
| will wear you on my little hands

| do long to carry your gifts
But | don’t want to be a pair of gloves

| will turn you into a golden thread
| will braid you into my golden hair

| do long to carry your gifts
And | do want to be a golden thread

| will turn you into a golden linen
| will braid you by my rosy cheek

| do long to carry your gifts
And | do want to be a golden linen

The knight and Daughter Donnimaar
They drive to her father’s castle

And when they arrive at the castle’s fence
Her father is resting thereby

Welcome, Daughter Donnimaar
And the oh, so fair, knight of the rose garden

Then she opened her blue cape
Oh yes, my dear father, you are looking at us

He is not under your blue cape
He is braided into your golden hair

Then she presented her scarlet cheek
Yes, my dear father, you are looking here-in

He is not under your scarlet cheek
He is braided by your rosy cheek

Then he brought forth a knife so sharp
And cut her hair into seven pieces

He cut her hair into nine pieces
But the knight of the rose garden escaped

There is no maiden in this land
Who thus may enchant her husband

There is no man on this island
—The dew drifts, the frost falls—
Who has such a cunning spouse
—For the one | gave my faith—
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