Heyr, himna smiQur

Porkell Sigurbjornsson
Kolbeinn Tumason

© borkell Sigurbjornsson - {slensk t6nverkamidstdd, 1996

[ — | - | ‘
I —
(E== - ——
3} J T i
Heyr, himn - a smid - ur, hvers skdld - 19 bid - g,
o) ’ _ ) ’
k7 4 ) T 7 o T 1 T T
| 1 ] ] { { 1 Il 1
£ e .
Heyr, himn - a smid - ur, hvers skald - i0 bid - wr,
o) ’ _ ’
— T _— 1 - ] -
T |Hsr——a— e —F o w o —F# —p
1 1 k [ )] 4 i i 1 1
T i 1 i ] f | = a— T 1 T
Heyr, himn - a smid - ur, hvers skidld - 10 bid - ur,
- — y d
o TIZd 8% r 2
B |BE 1 ——FfF—f—=F ;
< e
Heyr, himn - 2 smid - ur, hvers skdld - i0 bid - ur———
- — b4
#—P—' m— < —# r » -
& } T — T { i =
e ! = —=< !
kom - i mjik til min misk - unn - in pin.
? i e . ) ; d
G J ' —y
e L
kom - i mjik til min misk - uwnn - in pin
f . s
» 1 1 1) » EF
AN\ VI | T | i [] 1 T { ]
ne— | eem—— N — I 1
kom - i mjik til min misk - unn - in pin.
g n—— . 4
o TP T I "y ) oy
2T a—e—F£ 1 e A
L : : ; ;
kom - i mjik til min misk - um - in pin
e ! i 2 et 2
i | T 1 i  — i ! i
- & & = . I | j T
d  OU— s _ 2 <
bvi heit eg a big, bi hef- ur skapt - an mig,
[ ? *
RFtvan | 13 I . pre——
e ; —— ; T i
e o i | | 1
L~ - r
. . = C—
bvi heit eg a pig, pé hef- ur skapt - an mig,
N, 4 i V [— ’
1 1 i I 1 |
e — 1 - © ) w e
ANV IR 1 ) 1 1 1 - {
¥ ' ! ! ! ¥ r
bvi heit cg i big, pd hef- ur skapt - an mig,
2 ; 1
o - 7 ' e m— 1 -
S . - ; i [ e — o - 7
- i | 1 { ~ _ -
bvi heit eg a pig, pu hef- ur skapt - an mig,



) !
174
2 & # # =
;) B \
ég er brell - imm binn, pi ert Drott inn minn,
4]
if
I{I\ Jﬂl
ég er bprell - imn pinn, bi ert Drott inn minn.
n —
— : ¥
& : | i
ég er prell - inn  pinn, pd ert Drott inn minn.
= i =
e
-~ N - &
ég er brell - imn pinn, pit ert Drott inn minn.

Get, mildingur, min,
mest purfum pin
helst hverja stund

4 hélda grund.

Set, meyjar mogur,
mdlsefni fogur,

oll er hjalp af pér,

{ hjarta mér.

Gud, heit g a pig,

ad gredir mig,

minnst, mildingur, min,
mest purfum pin.

Ryd b, rodla gramur,
riklyndur og framur,
holds hverri sorg

ur hjartaborg.

Listen, smith of the heavens, God, I call on thee Watch over me, mild one,

whom the poet bids.

May softly come unto me
your mercy.

So I call on thee,

for you have created me.
I am thy slave,

you are my Lord.

to heal me.

Remember me, mild one,
Most we need thee.

Drive out, O king of suns,
generous and great,

every human sorrow
from the city of the heart.

Most we need thee,

truly every moment

in the world of men.

send us, son of the virgin,
beautiful inspiration,

all aid 1s from thee,

in my heart.



