Søvnen – The Sleep
Text by Johannes Jørgensen (1866-1956) 
[bookmark: _GoBack](2) Gentle sleep, beloved mother, pious mother, at whose bosom all find comfort, (3) refuge from inclement weather, sweet respite, sweet respite from weary effort.
Gentle sleep, our mother. (4) Tranquil home beyond the mountains, 
lead us to thy groves and fountains.
Blissful is the man who slumbers
he whose mind sleep disencumbers. 
(5) Blissful! oh blissful, blissful is the man who slumbers. Blissful, blissful!
(Molto agitato:) A pang, a burden, Help me! am I waking? A pang, a pang, a burden, Help me, am I waking? Help me! am I waking?
I’m threatened, hunted, something from me taken!
(6) I’m threatened, hunted, something from me taken!
I’ve lost the way, I’ve lost the way, something from me taken!
I’ve lost the (7) way, for ever doomed to stray!
Oh, gloomy, caverns, clammy rock and clay weigh over me, I want to run away! run (8) away!
but I am captive, hobbled, foothold falling. Oh, must I die among those dismal vales? 
(9) Water seeps down, it plummets, it plummets in the abyss. I stumble, tumble, heading into darkness. (10) I stumble, tumble, stumble, headlong, headlong in darkness. 
Am I condemned to live my life in anguish, my life in anguish, consigned to languish, must I die in black vales? I (11) stumble, headlong into darkness.
Help me! I’m threatened, something from me taken. Am I waking? Am I captive? Consigned to languish? Shall I die in anguish! It plummets in the abyss, gloomy caverns, clammy (12) rock and clay weigh over me. It plummets in the abyss, gloomy caverns, clammy rock and clay weigh over me. Something from me taken!
(13) Help me! I smother! These torments will shatter me! I’m sinking, I’m sinking! Omnipotent, oh, save me! I (14) die!
(15) Visions fading, dreams dissolving, phantoms fade away. 
(16) Gentle sleep, beloved mother, give me once again thy peace; let me, let me, our pious mother, at thy bosom discover new release.
(17) Sleep, oh mother, sleep, oh sister sweet oblivion’s tender mistress, (18) hail to thee our sweet deliv’ress! Our comforter. Tranquil home beyond, beyond the mountains lead us to thy groves and fountains. Blissful is the man who slumbers, he whose sleep disencumbers. (19) Blissful, blissful, blissful, blissful is the man who slumbers! Blissful! Blissful! 
