I Ulfdélum

bad gisti 6dur

minn eydiskog

er ofaett vor

bjo 1 kvistum,

med morgunsvala

a solardyr

leid svefninn ylftjor
og gboodur.

Ur dogg og eldi

i eirrautt lim

of arsol blom

minna drauma

og kulid tarin

ur kronum peim

sem koss 4 brar minar
felldi.

Og ténaseidur

og svanaflug

ur sudri logana
gleddu;

i heidri vordyrd
skein verdld min,
hver vegur opinn
og greiodur.

bu getur valio

um vegi og att,

hvi velurdu eigi?
Nei, hingad

skal koma allt

sem €g ann og vil
og enn er sjon minni
falid!

bad song 1 limi,

ég 1€k vid streng,
ég ¢k ad heilogum
domum,

ég sveif 1 logum

4 svanavang,

ég svaf i dinhvitu
brimi.

Wolfdales

An ode stayed

in my empty wood
while unborn spring
dwelt in the twigs,
with morning chill
at sunlight’s door
sleep passed, warm, fertile
and kind.

From dew and fire
into coppery foliage
the dawn sun wove
my dream flowers

and from those crowns
the chill shed tears
dropping a kiss

on my brow.

Enchanted sounds
and flying swans
from the south fanned
the flames;

in clear spring glory
my world shone,

all pathways open
and easy.

Yours is the choice

of paths and heading,
why do you not choose?
No, hither

shall come all

that I love and want

and still is hidden

to my sight!

The foliage sang,

I played a string

I played with holy
treasures,

I soared in flames

on a swan’s wing

I slept in down-white
breakers.



beir svanir flugu

er solin hneig

og sukku i skdganna
rokkur

en augu brunnu

og ulfur paut

og ormar kringum
mig smugu.

I djupu rjodri

er reimt og dimmt,
pad rykur hrimpoka
um blomin

og lykur spor alls
sem 11010 er

i loonum myrkheima
groori.

[ veengjum felldum
¢g vafinn 14,

par vidjar binda
ekki lengur;

med nyum styrk
skal ég strengi sla
og stirna langnattio
eldum

unz oskakraftur
minn endurris

ur osku 1j6ds mins
og hjarta,

ur mistri og sorta
skin svanaflug

og sOlin gistir
mig aftur.

Poem by Snorri Hjartarson (1906-1986).

Translation by Agusta Flosadottir.

Those swans flew away

as the sun sank

and foundered in woodland
twilight

while eyes burned

and wolf rushed

and worms snaked

around me.

In a deep clearing
haunted and dark,
rimefrost curls
round the flowers
covering all

that is past

in lush shadeworld
growth.

In fallen wings

I lay entangled,

those bonds tie

no longer;

with new strength

I will strike the strings
and star the long night
with fires

till my power to desire
rise again

from the ashes of my song
and my heart,

out of mist and darkness
shines a flight of swans
and the sun stays with

me once more.



