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KING OLAF.

INTRODUCTION.

S80L1L o CHORUS.

Bock o

& in the old Noras Wmgus,
Of the dead kings of Nnmw&y,—gr“
Liegenda that once ware told or sung
In many a smoky fireside nook

Of Tceland, in the ancient dey,

By wandering Baga-man or gmlﬂ:
Heimekringls is the volume called ;
And be who looks mey find thersin
The story that we now begin.

No. 1.—RECIT. (Basa).

Summon naw the Fod of Thunder,
Him who rives the heav'ns asunder,
Sing the words of mighty Thor
Challeging the world to war,

THE CHALLENGE OF THOR.

No. 2.—CHORUS,

I am the God Thar,

1 am the War God,

I am the Thundersr !
Here in my Northland,
My fasinoss and fortrese,
Beign I for ever |

Hers amid ipabergn
Rule I the nations ;
This is hemmer,
Midlner the mighty ;
Gianta and soroerers
Oannot withatand it |

There are the gauntleta
Wherewith T wield it,
And hurl it afar off ;
This is my girdle ;
‘Whenaever I brace it,
Btrength is redoubled !

The light thon beholdest
Btream through the heavena,
In flashes of crimeon,

Ie but my red beard

Blown by the night-wind,
Affrighting the nations !

146385

ijcrlve is my 'bm:l]:elijigh

ine eyes are the lightning ;
The w]feela of my chariot
Boll in the thunder,

The blows of my hammer
Ring in the earthquake!

Forea rules the world still,
Has ruled it, shall rule it ;
Ié]oalmess istnwmb“,t
trength is trinmphani
Over tha whiola sesth,
il is it Thor’s-Dey.

And thos single-handed

Thulo the eombsat,

Gauntlet or Gospal,

Here I defy thee !
{Longfullaw,)

EING OLAF'S RETURN.
No. 8.—BOLO (Tsmor).

And Xing Olaf heard the cry,
fiaw the red light in the sk?:
Laid his hand npon his sword,
An s b ot sing, antiog
in ship went sailing, sail
Northwm% into Drontheim fiord.
Thera he stood as one who dreamed ;
And the red light E:nnaed and gleame:
0On the armour that he wore ;
And he ghouted, as the rifted
Btreamers o'er him skook and shifted,
“I secept thy challenge, Thori ™

To avengs his father glain,

And recanquer realm and reign,
Cams the youthful Olaf home,

Throogh the midoight sailing, sailing,

Listening to the wild wind's wailing,
And the dashing of the foam.

To his thoughts the racred name
Of his mother Astrid eame,

And the tale she oft had told
Of her ﬂigl]ﬂ by searet passes
Throogh the mountains and morsss
To the home of Hakon old.




EING OLAF.

Then strangs memories arowded back
Of Queen Gunhild's wrath and wrack,
And a hurried fight by sea ;
Of grim Vikings, and their rapture
In the ssa-fight, and the capture,
And the life of alavery.

Then his ernisings o'er the seas,
‘Westward to the Hebrides,
And to Seilly's rocky shore §
And the hermit's cavern dismal,
Christ's great name and rites baptismal,
In the ocean's rush and roar,

Norway nover yet had seen
One sp beautiful of mien,
One so royal in attire,
When in arms completely furnished,
Harnees gold-inlaid and bnimished,
Mantle like & faroe of fire.

E x ] * * =

Thus came Olaf to his own,
When npon the night-wind blown
Passed that ory along the shore
And he answered, whije the rifted
Bircamers o'er him shook and shifted,
“ [ aocept thy challange, Thor ™
{Lungfellow.)

Ro. & —RECIT. (Bas).

Teil hewe Olaf bore tha C'ross

To tha foik at Nidaros,
Norland, Iceland, lande and ssar
Winning to the God of peace.

THE CONVERSBION.

Fo. 5.—BOENE (Tenor and Baur Joli
and Chorus),

Choras.

King 0af's prows at Nidaros
Furrowed the golden shore,

His axemen and his bowmen
Lay round the ehrine of Thor.

Round the stately fane st Marin
King Olaf'a houseecarlen lay,

And wateh'd the men of Dronthelm
Gather at break of day.

Mail-clad they camea, and sworded,
Coralet and buckler ring

As thay throng behind the Ironbesrd
‘Who leads them to the King.

The shipmen grave of Ieeland
Retir'd to give them room,
Their ringdd mail was rusted
And gray with salt sea-spums.
All halted, all were silent,
‘When, shiv'ring through the blus,
Briting the walls of Asgard,
Eing Olafa bugle blaw,

Orar (Tenor).
Bchold ma, my people, and answer and say
If the gode of your fathers ye worship to-day !
0r bend ye your will te the word of your King,
To tha waters of Christ and the Cross that 1
bring ¢
Irowpranp (Bas).
By my beard called of iron, O King, thon shalt

LOW
Iz the name of thy people, I anewer thee, **No,"

Bhall thy crose and thy waters purge out the
gods’ ban,
‘Who faed on the flesh and the life-blood of man ?

Ot
£hall Thor and shall Odin ba high gods agen ?
Then give to their sltars their guerdon of men.
Bui ahall blood of base losels and felons restore
The glow to the aliars of Odin and Thor ?
Hay, » sserifica vich to their shrines will I yiald,
My fairest in bower and best under shield.

My mightiest dies there, by sun and by moon,
Irvnbesrd, and my fairest, his danghter Gudron.

IsoxsEasD.

Nat the fair or the mighty, Gudrun or her sire,
Bhallﬂ}:-m by thy mandate, O King, through
& fire.

Hee above in the sun gleams the image of gold,
0f Thor with the battle-meal gripp'din his hold ;

If ho goska for g haro, his hest thon shalt do,
Oall the best of thine axemen and offer thereto,

Oraz,

0 hearken, my people, behold me onee more,
And may Chnst lift my axe gainet the bammer
of Thor,
Ghorus.

Ag lenp the lights of winter
Athwart the northern gky,
Againet the golden image
lash'd Olaf’s axe on high.



ETHG 014F.

As falls & berg In springtime,
Far shiverd on the toe,

The golden shards of godhead
Crash'd on the ground below.

Fierce Ironbeard sprang forward ;
A housconrle drew his bow,
And o'ar the shattered image
Ita champion lay low.

Inowsgann.,

All-Father, I come ! true to honoor and troth,
To the faith of my fathers, and Odin the Goth,

O wide should the doora of Valhslla unrolt
For a hero wha gives for it body and soul,

King Qlaf the Norseman | perchance it shall be,
That thy Peace-(dod msey role o'er the Hor-
lander free ;

Bat ﬁhm in his hand, and with sword upon
And his face to his elsyer doth Tronbenrd die.

Chorus,

Then o'er the blood-stained Horp-gtone
The Cross of Chriet was sean,

The holy priests wers praying,
The singers sang between.

Eing Qlaf's axe was Jower'd,

His bright blue eves were dim,
Ag swung the golden censer,

Ap swelled the solemn hymn.

Tha man of Drontheim trembled,
They marvell'd snd they knelt ;

Theirnislpless Qod was broken,
The power of Christ was folb.

QOuar,

0 brothers of Iceland, behold them, they kneel |
Of my Lord and His conguest, come, be you the
seal,

Pags the gode of the Gothlend ; your serfdom
shall cease, )

For the ssorifice bloody 1 offer you peace ;

The peace of the Christian; O, join in the
pray!

BT
‘I'h.ntds:re]].ubothebordurl'tha earth and the
Chorua,

Receive us, King; we kmeel to Him
Who felled by thee the War-god grim ;

Water bring, our brows to lave,
On our shields the Croses engrave ;

Elood and battle lat them consa,
Enit us o the God of peace.

Ovar (with Choru).

Lord, receive them | King divine,
Breathe a hlessing ; they are Thine,
(4

No. 8.—RECIT, (Bas).

Now the child of Ironbeard doad,
Fair Gudrun, doth Caf wad,
Haoping thus, his wergild paying,
To radesm him from the slaying.

GUDRUN.

No. 7.—BOENE (Soprano and Tenor Sols
and Chorus).

Boprano.

On Eing Olaf’s bridal night

Bhines the moon with tender light,

And aoress the chamber streams
Tis tide of dreams.

At the futal midnight hoar,

When all evil things have power,

In the glimmer of the moon
Btands Gaudrun,

Cloee againat her heaving breast,
Bomething in her hand is pressed j
Like an icicls, ita sheen

e cold and keen,

On the cairn sre fixed her ayes

Where her murdered father liea,

And a voice remote and drenr
Bhe seema to hear,

Chorus.

‘What a bridal night is thial

Cold will be the {giﬁger‘s kiss 3

Laden with the chill of death
In ite breath.

Like the drifting snow ahe sweeps
To the souch whers Olaf elesps;
Buddenly he wakes and atira,

His eyes meet hers,

)



Oray (Tomar).

% What is that,” [King Olaf said},
# (leams so bright above thy head ?
‘Wherefore standest thon so white

In pale moonlight ? *

Guoaux (Soprana).

# *Tig the bodkin that T wear
When at night I bind my hair;
It woke me falling on the Boor;

. 'Tis nothing more."

Qrar,

« Forests have ears, and fields have eyes ;
Often treachery lorking lies
Underneath the fairest hair |
Guodrun, bewara !

Chorua,

Ere the earliost peep of mom
Blew Eing Olaf's baglo-homn ;
And for ever sunderad ride
Bridegroom and hride |
(Longfeliow.)

Yo, §.—RECIT, (Bass).

How the Wraith of Odin old
Song and tals and Saga told,
Conting as unbicdm guest

To the kall, te Olaf's feast;
Sing ye now, and with the strafn
Ancient memories waks again,

THE WRAITH OF ODIN.

No. 9.—0OHORUE {BALLAD)},

Tha gueats ware lond, the ale wae strong,
King Olaf foanted late and long ;
The hoary Sealda together sang ;
O’erhend the smoky raftera rang.

{Dead rides Bir Morten of Fogelsang.)

The door wide, with creak and din ;
A blast of ecld night-air came in,
And on the threshold shivering stood
A one-eyed guest, with eloak and hood.
{Dead rides Bir Morten of Fogelsang.}

The King exclaimed, “ ¢ graybeard palat
Come warm thes with this cup of ale.”
Tha foaming dranght the old man gueffed,
The nolsy gueats looked on and laaghed,
(Dead riﬂn Bir Morten of Fogeleang.}

Then apake the King: “ Be not afraid;
Bit here by me,” The guest cheyed,
And, seated ai the table, told
Tales of the sea, and Aagas old.

{Dead rides Bir Morten of Fogelsang.)

Ag vne who {rom & volumes reads,

He spake of heroes and their deeds,

Of lands and cities he had seen,

And stormy gulfs that tossed between.
(Dead rides Bir Morton of Fogelsang.)

Than from his lips in mneie relled
The Havamal of Odin old,

With sounds mysterious as tho roar
Of billows on a distant shore.

= * * » * *

Then alapt the King, and when he woke
The guest was gone, the morning broke.
(Dead rides Bir Morien of Fogelsang.)

They found the doors securely barred,
They found the watch-dog in the yard,
There waa no foot-print in the grass,
And none had seen the sm.n%?r Pass.
{Dread rides Bir Morten of Fogelsang.)

King Olaf crossed himself and said :
] know thet Odin the Great is dead ;
Bure is ths triumph of cur Faith,
The one-eyed siranger was his Wraith 1™
{Dead ridea Bir Morten of Fogelsang,)
(Longfellow.)

Fo. 10.—RECIT. (Bas).

Bisters, sing wt now tha sony

How since Olaf came a-wooing,

Sigrid wrought for his wndoing,
Of the insult and the wrong.

BIGRID.

Ho. 11,—BCENE (Sopranc and Tenor Soli
and Chorus of Maidema).

Chorss,

Bigrid eits in her high abode,
The hanghty Queen of Bvithiod,
And to the West looks ehe
For Nerroway's King, whose suit is told
By the ring from Ledé’s templs old,
‘Which lies upon her kmee.

Lady, lady, lances gleam

On the farther gide of the border etream;
Lady, the horsea ford the fiood,

They oross the meadow, and pass the wood,



KIRG OLLY,

You may hear the iron hoof-siroke beat
On the ringing stones of the w.l.ln.ge [T H
Rank on rank come ngmmn
But the arest of Olaf is o'sr them all,
And the girings bind his aword 3
Bea he alights, he mounta the stair,
The Norroway King with the galden hair,
Queen Bigrid, greet thy lord.
Ouar {Tenor).
Bigrid, hail | with royal hand
Enit to thes Norroway's Kin mﬂ h.nd

And the ring of Ladd npon
‘We will change t0 & cross for a.n.dme.

Baanin (Sopreso).

Olad, hail | my bhand is thins,

But the gods of cld I will not resign ;
Bow thou to thy Crosa for woe or weal,
But where I have kinelt, T still must kneel,

Orir.

Queen of Svithiod] hearken well,

Thy gods ara mute on fiord and fall,

HNor ever shall their voice again

Be heard where Christ hath ria'n to reign.

Bienm.

1 hear them speak | from pole to pola
The Norland goda their thunder roll ;
For Norland folk their aword—the rod
For slaves who own the Bouthland god.

Qrar,

I will give my bedy and ecut bo flama

Ere I take to my heart o heathen dams ;
Thon hast not beauty, thou hast not youth,
Bhall I buy thy land st the cost of truth ?

Chorus,

King Olaf rises; sisters, say

Whydmhsﬂ:.muttheQueenl

W’hgdaahhu@ownnﬂmmhn

turn and stride bowards the door

'I‘hagodupmhoh the wrang'd snd weak t

B :Ihfh” nmukh:]ue:n Bigrid's cheek,
93 "81‘5"533.

Bee her statal o’:ﬂm:n

Hasle thee, Ohnhe 'E.mgﬂl&t. ﬂy.

Bream,
Thou aré gome ! nay, sur net through the
I am one that can walch and wait ;

By yonder glave on the eakan flcor,

By my father's head and the soul of Thee,

By the hand she offered, Bigrid saith,

Thet Bigrid yet shall be Olaf's death.
(Aeworth.)

o, 13.—RECIT. (Bass).

Hark ! she fiies from Wendland forth,
Stightad Thyri, to the Norih :
Thaia, as Olaf"s wedded daipe,
Wikl she st the North aflame !

THYRL
No. 18.—CHORUS (BALLAD).

f;litt-le H'd;mth"ﬂ ;
singing o ¢ fair,
The aisber of g?enﬂthn Dans ;
And the song of bird
Inthe sirests of themmhm&.
And repestad again and agsin.
g oisf up your gails of silk,
dﬂeeawayfmmesnhothnr]

To King Burislaf, it is said,
‘Waa the beautifnl Thyri wed,
And a sorrowful bride went she:
And after 6 week and & day,
Bbe bas fled awsy and away,
From his town by the sicrm u{m
g[]mst up your saila of &
d fles awny from ench ather.)

They sinz, that thromgh hest and fhrongh

cold,
Through weald, ,and § wolbdl
By day and b‘;hggﬁ they 5:;;‘:!2‘1
Bhe hls Bod ; and the goseips report
Bhe has come to Olaf's court,
And the town is all in dismay.
Hoigt up your gails of silk,
d flee sway from each other.)

1t is whispered King Olaf has seen,
Has talked with the beantifol Queen;

And they wonder how it will end ;
For surely, if here she remain,
It is war with E:&Evend the Dana,

And Eing B the Vend!

oist np your eails of silk,
flee away from each other.)

0, greatest wonder of all!
It is published in hamlet and hall,

It roara like a flame that is fanned !
The King—yes, Olaf the King—



Hus wedded her with hia ring,
And Thyri is §uaen in the land |
ﬁi&t up your sails of eilk,
flee away from each other.)
{Longfetion.)

No. 14.—DUET (Sopranc and Tenar).

Taryar,

The gray land breaks to lively green,

Bez:;ngle& el with flowers ;

The sbles sing to graet the spring
Through lengthening sunlit houra,

But what eare I for flowers on sward,
Or boreting buds on tres ?

My lands restor’d from Wendland's lord
‘Were betier cheer to me.

A landlose, dowerless bride am I,
The bride of Norroway's King,
‘What boote me, whila I sit and sigh,

The coming of the spring ¥

Qrar.

Thyxi, my beloved,
Hither come I bearing
Angelicas uprooted,

Bweel and fair as thoun,
Estliest boon of springtims,
Bign of snow departing,

In their weleome fragrancs,

Bathe thy snowy brow.

Tarel

Bweet are thy words, bot O | measems,
A sweeter gift would be,
The boon that heunts Queen Thyri'a
dreams,
Her dowry over sea.
Widespread they from the Wendland shors,
And rich with froit and flower,
The lands I weep for evermore,
01 give me back my dower,

Orar.

Fear not, doubt not, weep not,
As a Queen trinmphant,
Towards the heppy sunlighh
Lift thy radiant ayes ;
To the strife of favours,
For thy love I gird me,
And the lands of Thyri
Bhall I win for prize.

Born.

COomes the spring unchaini
Sy e
All tha world imprisoned
In the Tee-King's hall ;
Bo the polden promiss
Passed from lord to ledy,
Warm with words of loving,
Lifts the heart from thrall,
(doworth.)

No. 16—CHORAL RECIE,

After Ghusen Gunhild's death,

S0 the old Saga saith,

DPlightad Eing Svend his faith,
To Sigrid the Hanghty,

St on her soornful faca,

Blushing with deep disgracs,

Bore she the erimson trace
OF Otafs gountlet,

Oft to King Svend she spake,
o For thing own honour's sake
Shalt thou wwift vengeance take
On the vils coward | "

And to avenge Rix brids,
Soothing her wounded pride,
Cwer the watsrs wids
King Olaf sought hs,
{Longfalion.)

THE DEATH OF OLAF.

No. 18.—CHORUS.

Eing Olaf'a g take the ssa,

The piping south-wind drives them fast,
The ehielde dip deep upon the lee,

Tha white srils strain on evary mast.
Leaping from wave to wave they round
The eape that bars the stormy sound,
And where the ocesn cpens wide

They seo far stretched on either gide
The Danish ships and Bvithiod's ride ;
High on his deck King Olaf atands,
The war-aze grasp'd in both his hands,
‘With helm gu]g and jerkin red,

And fair curls blowing round his head,
First of hia flaat, he leads the van
And seeks the battle, man to man,

But seaward, landward, cape and bay
Osst forth their foes on Norrowsy ;
Ten thousand sheven oar-blades sweep
The bosamn of the troubled deep ;



