The Lark’s Nest

Text: Harald Bergstedt (1921), translation John Irons. Mel: Carl Nielsen (1924)

A lark’s nest |I’ve discovered,
My lips are sealed quite tight.
On moorland it’s well-covered

Completely out of sight.

Inside it chicks are sleeping
wrapped in a bed of down.

They wake and all start cheeping,
the nest is soft and warm.

The parent larks stay flying
close to the fledglings’ nest.
I’m sure they sense I’m trying
to do what suits them best.

Hid by a sloe I’m straining
To where | am most near.

On tip-toe | stand craning,
| hold my breath and peer.

For boys will gather berries,
And foxes always bite.
But where the lark is serried

I’(l keep well out of sight.
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Jeg ved en laerkerede
jeg siger ikke mer;
den findes pa en hede,
et sted, som ingen ser.

| reden er der unger

og ungerne har dun.

De pipper, de har tunger,
og reden er sa lun.

Og de to gamle laerker,
de flyver taet omkring.
Jeg taenker nok, de maerker,
jeg gor dem ingenting.

Jeg lurer bag en slaen.
Der star jeg ganske naer.
Jeg raekker mig pa taen
og holder pa mit vejr.

For raeven han vil bide
og drengen samle beer.
Men ingen skal fa vide,
hvor laerkereden er.




