The Danish song is a young blond girl 
she goes and hums in the Danish house 
she is a child of the see-Blue Kingdom
where beech are listen to roars from the waves. 
The Danish song when it deepest jingles, 
has sound as bell of a sword and shield. 
Against us roars on broad wings 
a saga tone from oldest past. 

Al thin of Zealand and gush of Jutland, 
the twain sounds of soft and hard 
the song will contains to right to join 
about what is inside us and ours. 
And times will change, and manners relieve, 
but art and struggle still require steel 
the altar fire where our soul will lightens 
that flames fervent in olddanish. 

Then sing out, Denmark, let your heart be talking, 
of heart the language is verse and song,
and we can learn of the nightingale, 
of lark who’s flying the green and the field. 
And wind is whistling his wildest ballad 
the beach is roaring its song of feast, 
from heather heath and from street of village 
the song raise happy and young.
