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Midsommaraftons kold arhard ...

Sommarn ligger for dorren med gronska och glod
Men somliga forknippar detta med dod

Manga ser detta som en tid for fest
Andra ser det mest som pest

Med midsommarn kommer mycket skoj
Men dven kan det bli mycket stoj

Da mycket folk kollar for djupt i flaska
Medfor det att polisen manga far daska

Men om folk kan ta sig i kragen
Och inte dricka for mycket pa dagen

Kan det en trevlig afton bli
Utan att nagon slutar upp med Kli

Sommarn ligger for dorren med gronska och glod
Kanske blir detta ingens dod

Midsummer’s Eve is harsh ...

Summer is on the doorstep with greenery and glow
But some people associate it with death row

Many see this as a time for party
Others see it more as a tardy

With Midsummer’s Eve being very funny
Some guys tend to act like a dummy

When many people look roo deep in the bottle
The police have to increase the throttle

But if people can stay in their senses
And not in the day the bottle cleanses

It could become a nice evening
Without any people being victims for raping

Summer is on the doorstep with greenery and glow
It’s the victims that think that it’s like death row

Written by Niklas Johansson, NV2



Midsommardikt

Detta ar en dikt som min adjunkt,
Formatt mig att skriva om sommarens héjdpunkt.

Detta underbara fenomen ér sé klart,
Midsommaren som narmar sig i ilfart.

Vanligtvis klar man en midsommarstang,
Som man dansar runtomkring natten lang.

Skralande pa gamla goda folkvisor,
Glommer man alla varldens orittvisor.

Efter en liten nubbe eller tva,
Sanker man sin hoga stressniva.

Men man ska akta sig for att ga till verdrift,
Da alkoholen ar ett farligt gift.

Hoppas midsommaren blir nojsam,
Dock inte alltfor bullersam.

Midsummer poem

This is a poem that my teacher,
Prompted me to write about Summer’s feature.

This wonderful phenomenon is of course,
Midsummer that’s approaching with force.

It’s customary to dress a Midsummer Pole,
And dance all night with body and soul.

Singing on a good old folk tune,
Forgetting everything for an afternoon.

With your friends taking a glass or two,
You’ll probably calm down with your home brew.

But you should watch out for drinking too much,
Otherwise you might loose your touch.

| hope this Midsummer is pleasing,
And hopefully not too freezing.

Written by Marcus Kalander, NV2



Solen hogt pa himlen star
Vi ner till havs gar

Strandkornen flyr i vinden
Jag fér en puss pa kinden

Flickorna binder blommor i krans
Vi alla hoppar runt i dans

Barnen skrattar och trallar pa en sdng
Denna natt blir nog lang

Bordet dr dukat och fullt av mat
Det enda som fattas &r fat

Nu vi vara magar méttat
Och stamningen har lattat

Farfar siger SKAL!
Och vi alla dricker var bal!

High above stands the sun
An the feast has now begun

The children are playing hide and seek
Mommy gets a kiss on her cheek

Flowers in wreath are bound
Meanwhile the teenagers dance around

The children are humming on a song
This night will probably be long

The table is set and the food is ready
But we’ve had a snack already

Strawberries and ice-cream for dessert
| hope I don’t spill on my new skirt

Grandpa says CHEERS!
And we all drink our beers

Midsommarafton

Midsummer’s Eve

Written by Caroline Lundstrom and Adna Hajdarevic



Midsommar

Prastkrage, gullviva och blaklint
Sommarangen ar som en labyrint
Skolan ar slut for sasongen

Jag dlskar doften av havstangen
Slakten och vannerna kommer om en timme
Jag skyndar hem i mitt vita linne
Jordgubbar och glass

i stora lass

Dansat kring stangen hela dan

Jag kanner mig som ett litet barn
Blommorna bérjar vissna i min krans
Ah, vad jag lingtar efter min Frans
Nu lider denna hogtid mot sitt slut
Dags att bege sig soderut

Midsummer

Daisy, cowslip and cornflower,
The Summer meadow gives me power
School is over for the season
| love the Summer for this reason
Friends and relatives come in an hour
| hurry home for my shower
Strawberries and ice cream
This is a Midsummer’s dream
| have danced around the Midsummer’s pole all day
And | am feeling like a child when we play
The flowers begin to wither in my wreath
Oh, what | yearn for my Keith
Now this feast is coming to an end
It’s time to travel south with my friend
Written by Linnea Anderssen, Carolina Berg and Emelie Augustsson, NV2



Hur kan en Midsommar vara?

Hur kan en Midsommar vara?

Jo, det ska vi nu forklara:

Pa Midsommar &ter man ofta sill

Och pa potatisen finns det dven dill

Till efterratt serveras jordgubbar och glass
Av det dter vi stora lass

Efter maten blir det dans

Da latsas vi vara grodor utan svans
Dansen sker runt var midsommarstang
Och den kan vara hela natten lang
Flickorna plockar blommor fina

Och lagger dem under kuddarna sina

Sen hoppas de att i drommen fa veta

Efter vilken man de resten av livet ska leta

How could Midsummer be?

How could a Midsummer’s Eve turn out?
That’s what we are going to talk about:

On Midsummer we often eat herring

And the potatoes are dill wearing

For dessert we serve strawberries with cream
It always tastes just like a dream

After dinner we dance and have fun
Hopefully in the shining sun

The dance takes place around a Midsummer Pole
We dance until we loose control

The girls collect beautiful flowers

And hope that mother earth’s powers

will help them in their dream to see

who their future husband will be

Written by Karin Sundqvist and Jenny Larsson, NV2



Midsommardikt

Sommaren ar nu har till slut,
alla blommorna har slagit ut

Jag plockar dem till en bukett
Och googlar sorterna pa internet

Sedan gjorde jag en krans
Den hade jag nar det var dans

Men innan dansen drog igang
at vi middag i var paviljong

Sill med nubbe at vi opp
fastdn mormor ropade stopp!

Nubbe vi drack i vdldig méngd
sankte drastiskt var medellivslangd

Midsommar, det gor oss glada
For da far man ga ned och bada

A Midsummer poem

The Summer has finally arrived
All of the flowers are revived

| gather them into a bouget, you bet
and google the kinds on the internet

A wreath | made, oh yes indeed
I wore it all night when | drank my mead

| ate my food with the greatest joy
And again | felt like a little boy

Drink we did through the night
| swear | could almost see the light

And before the dance started
We were talking like we were retarded

Medsummer makes me glad
It’s the only day when | can’t be sad

Written by Sara Carlsson, Asa Johansson and Ditte Forsén, NV2a



Midsommar

In genom fonstret solen skiner,
varfor drog jag inte ner mina rullgardiner?

Tuppen gal ute pa taket,
nu maste Vi sitta igang med brodbaket.

Jag tittar ned pa min klocka,
blommorna ar det nu dags att plocka.

Prastkragar och klover pa angen star,
jag binder en krans och sétter i mitt har.

Nu &r det dags for potatis och sill,
men det gér ju inte utan graddfil, graslok och dill.

Alla gar till var midsommarstang,
for nu &r det tid for dans och sang.

Natten &r har och vi tar ett dopp i det bla,
alla gar med, bade stora och sma

Midsummer

The sun shone and 1 sighed,
why didn’t | pull down my blind?

This morning | heard the rooster crow,
and then | knew it was time to make the dough.

I’'m looking at my watch tick-tick”,
it’s time to some flowers pick.

The flowers on the meadow stand,
| pick some and make a hair band.

Now it is time to eat some herring and potatoes,
we ate so much — almost ten kilos.

Everybody goes to the Midsummer’s pole,
there we loose al our self-control!

Everyone goes for a swim at twilight,
and then we stay out all night

Written by Emma Hamfeldt and Viktoria Bylund, NV2a



Fran morgon till kvall

Midsommaren vi firar denna dag
Solen i himlen varmer med behag

Tackar mamma for denna goda mat
Den ar tilllagad med karlek och inte hat

Jag ligger och frossar pa en madrass
Med jordgubbar, gradde och lite glass

Pyntandet ar slutfort pa var midsommarstang
Vackraste jag sett under denna siasong

Tiden &r inne och dags for folkdans
Sma grodorna vi dansar har ingen elegans

Vi firar med drickande med all denna snaps
For mycket av det goda leder till kollaps

Med blommor under kudden kvinnorna de har
Dromprinsen som de har ldngtat att se under alla dessa dar.

From morning to evening

Midsummer is not like all other days
The sun warms the sky with grace

Thanks mom for the delicious food
It is cooked with with love and tastes good

| lie and revel on a mattress
With strawberries, cream and no stress

The decoration is completed on our Midsummer Pole
The most beautiful that that exists here right up to the North Pole

Now is the time for folk dance
Small frogs we dance have no elegance

We celebrate by drinking all this snaps
Too much of the good leads to a collapse

Women sleep with flowers under their pillows
With their hero they will billow
Written by Giorgio Maalouf, NV2a



Midsommarafton

Midsommarafton det &r
Manga haller den kar

Festar och kalasar med pompa och stét
Aven i en och annan bat

Sill och potatis its i kvantitet
Fast manga lever pa diet

Till efterratt 4ter man jordgubbar med griadde och glass
Gérna i stora lass

Runt midsommarstangen man dansar
Manga andra bara tramsar

Tramsarna till kédken far aka
Kanske till plasterhuset om de har brakat

Snipp snapp slut
Detta kan ses som ett riksdagsbeslut

Midsummer Eve

Midsummer Eve is here
Lots of people drink their beer

Party with lots of festivity
Everyone increase their creativity

Herring and potatoes are eaten in quantity
Even though it’s quality

For dessert we eat strawberries with cream
In the evening sun it gleams

Around the Midsummer Pole you’ll dance
And there’s lots of romance

Others just fool around
Bars they will surround

And here it comes to an end
But the world will just wen

Written by Daniel Oom, NV2a



Midsommarfest

Midsommarnattens varma bris
ligger som ett tungt dis

Idag ska alla i byn till den stora angen
till och med den feta driangen

Dar kommer vi att dansa dagen lang
kring denna statliga midsommarstang

Barnen &r alla vildigt glada
| kvall ar det fest i Svenssons lada

Men innan dess blir det midsommarmat
Detta serverat pa silverfat

Forvantansfulla till Svenssons lada ungdomarna ga
Ikvill ska det festas tills natten blir gra

Ikvéll somnar ingen med sorg
Speciellt inte i Géteborg.

Midsummer feast

The Midsummer night’s warm breeze
Blows at the green trees

Today, all of the villagers go to the big field of joy
Even the fat boy

There will be dances all day long
Around the pole to a beautiful song

The children are all very happy to eat chilli con carne
Tonight is the party at Svensson’s barn

But before then it will be Midsummer food
Today no one is rude

Expectant, to Svensson’s barnyard young people go
The party will last until the sun stops glow

Tonight, all people fall asleep with no grief
Even the town chie

Written by Anton Dahl Jendelin, NV2a



Midsommar

Natten blir kort
Och forsvinner bort

Varmen aterkommer
Och kylan omkommer

Traden far knopp
Och snon har tat bort

Djuren gar ur dvala
Aven i Kortedala

Folk gar ut
Och skriker gladjetjut

Folk gar och firar
Och tar en bira

Nu ar midsommarn har
Utan storre besvar

Midsummer

The day grows lighter
as the sun goes brighter

The sun gives warmth like never before
giving light to even the poor

As the first sign of Summer appears
the cold disappears

The animals come out of their deep slumber
springing to life with a great rumble

People go out in the free air
yelling ,,Hey, Summer is here*

People go out and celebrate
yelling ,,Hey, Summer isn’t that late*

A new Summer has finally arrived
but the mind of young adolescenc should not be derive

Written by Eric Mcnabb, NV2a



En sonett om midsommaren

Infor midsommaren &r jag mest apatisk

Kanslan jag far visar sig vara somatisk

Jag ser min vag konvergera med fagels dar framfor mig
Den fageln som nu flyr nar den marker mig

Min kénsla som nu ar igenkannlig ar inte langre latent

Den ér, har jag nu forstatt, bara varmen av belatenhet jag kant
Nu ser jag den sta dar pa glant

Midsommaren, i ar igen som om den ingen forandring kant

Gryningen speglar sig i det varma ljus
Som sprider sig overallt och gor mig fortjust
Ovanfor mig flyger en korp

Sedan flyger den 6ver ett 6vergivet torp
Utan vidare notis gar jag
Mot det varma, men inombords neutrala, slut pa denna dag

A sonnet about Midsummer

In the presence of Midsummer’s day |'m mostly apthetic

The feeling | get proves to be mostly somatic

| see my road before me converge with the one of the bird in front of me
The bird that now is fleeing when it sees me

My feeling which is now recognizable is no more latent

It is, have | now understood, the warmth of content

Now I see it standing there ajar

Midsummer, again this year as though no change has been familiar

The dawn reflects itself in the warming light
This spreads everywhere an fills me with delight
Above me aviates a common raven

Next it aviates over an abandoned croft
Without any further I notice | walk
Towards the warmth, but within seeminglyneutral, end of this dawn — to — dark
Written by Robert Fredesskogh, NV2a



Midsommar

Solen pa himlen virmer var kropp
Dagen bdrjar med ett varmt sommardopp
Nu dr Midsommar hir
Den folkhogtid som vi har kér
| vardagsrummet finns det en hylla
Med allt som kréivs for att fi till en redig fylla
En fylla som kan gora det till en rejal kvall
I forhoppning om att inte 4 en enda small
Dé kviéllen borjar ndrma sitt slut
Har man byggt upp lite krut
Krut for att fa till en riktig grej
Med mojlighet att kanske finga sin dromtjej
En kvill med for mycket forhoppningar gar ofta fel
Da far du g& hem utan att det blir nagot kel
Written by Christoffer Ask and Alexander Torstensson, NV2a
(only in Swedish)



