Ithavoll

Sé ek upp koma &8ru sinni
Jord é6ér xgi idjagrana

Falla forsar, flygr orn yfir
S4& er & fjalli fiska veidir

Finnask Esir & Idavelli

Ok um moldpinur méttkan dema
Ok minnask par & meginddma
Ok & Fimbultys fornar runar

Par munu eptir undrsamligar
Gullnar t8 ur 1 grasi nnask
bPers i1 ardaga attar hofdu

Now do I see the Earth anew

Rise all green from the waves again
The cataracts fall and the eagle flies
And catches fish beneath the cliffs

The gods in Ithavoll meet together

In wondrous beauty once again

Shall golden tables stand mid the grass
Which the gods have owned in the days of

old
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