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by Carl Michael Bellman

1.Drick ur ditt glas, se ddden p& dig vantar,
1.Drain your glass, see: Death awaits you,

slipar sitt svard och vid din trdskel star.
(he) is sharpening his sword, and stands on your doorstep.

Bliv ej forskrdckt, han blott pd gravddrrn glantar,
Don't be frightened, he's only slightly opening the door to your grave,

sldr den igen, kanske dn pd ett A&r.
(he) will close it (again), perhaps for a year.

Movitz, din lungsot den drar dig i graven.
Movitz, your consumption, it drags you into your grave.

Kndpp nu oktaven;
Now pluck the octave (string);

stdm dina strdngar, sjung om livets var!
tune your strings, sing of the spring time of life!

2.Guldguler hy, matt blomstrande smd kinder,
2.(You have) yellow-golden skin, dully glowing little cheeks,

nedkramat brdst och platta skulderblad.
(a) hollow chest and flat shoulder-blades.

Lit se din hand! Var &dra bld och trinder
Let me see your hand! Each vein, blue and thick,

ligger sd svalld och fuktig som i bad;
lies swollen and moist, as (were it) soaking in a bath;

handen &r svettig och &drorna stela.
your hand is damp (of sweat) and the veins are stiff.

Knapp nu och spela,
Now pluck (the strings) and play,

tom ur din flaska, sjung och drick, var glad!
empty your bottle, sing and drink, be joyful!

3.Himmel, du dor, din hosta mig forskracker;
3.0h my! you're dying, your coughing terrifies me;

tomhet och klang, indlvorna ge ljud;
emptyness resounding, your bowels make a noise.

tungan ar vit, det radda hjartat klacker,
your tongue is white, your frightened heart is throbbing;

mjuk som en svamp dr sena, marg och hud.
soft as a sponge are your tendons, marrow and skin.

Andas! fy tusan, vad dunst ur din aska!

(Now) breath! phew, how disgusting! what stench (that comes) from your carcass!

Lin mig din flaska! Movitz, gutdr! Skdl! Sjung om vinets gud!
Lend me your bottle! Movitz, cheers! Sing of the god of wine!



4.Utur hans karl din doéd i droppar flutit
4.0ut of his vessel, your death has come, drop by drop,

helt ofdérmdrkt med 18je, sang och ro.
stealthily, with smiles, songs, and tranquility.

Ja, detta glas bedr6vligt inneslutit
Yes, this very class has, regrettably, contained

glodande maskar, vill du, Movitz tro.
smouldering worms; believe me, Movitz!

Allt &r fortart, dina ogon de rinna, tarmarna brinna.
All is devoured; your eyes are watery, your bowels are burning.

Orkar du ropa &n gutdr? Jo, jo.
Do you have the strength yet to cry: "Cheers”? Oh yes!

5.N4& s8 gutdr! Dig Bacchus avsked bjuder,
5.Well then, cheers! Bacchus bids you farewell;

frdn Fréjas tron du sista vinken far.
you get the last greeting from the throne of Frdja.

Omt till dess lov det 1lilla blodet sjuder,
Tenderly, to its praise, your weak blood is simmering,

som nu med vdld ur dina &dror gar.
(that blood) which now is removed from your veins by force.

Sjung, las och glom, tank, begrit och begrunda!
Sing, read and forget, think, lament (your fate) and reflect (on it)!

Skull' du &stunda &nnu en fdlsup?
Would you desire yet another drink for the road?

Vill du do? Nej, gutdr!
Do you want to die? No! cheers!
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