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A Hard Day's Night

Ho6fundur lags: John Lennon.
Hoéfundur texta: Paul McCartney.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

It's been A Hard Day's Night
and I've been working like a dog
It's been A Hard Day's Night

| should be sleeping like a log
But when | get home to you

| find the things that you do

will make me feel al---right

You know | work all day

to get you money to buy things

And It's worth it just to hear you say
you're gonna give me ev'rything

So why | love to come home
‘Cause when | get you alone

you know I'll be O.K.

When | home

ev'rything seems to be alright

When I'm home

feeling you holding me tight, tight,yeah

It's been A Hard Day's Night
and I've been working like a dog
It's been A Hard Day's Night

| should be sleeping like a log
But when | get home to you

| find the things that you do will
make me feel al---right

So why | love to come home
‘Cause when | get you alone
you know I'll be O.K.

When | home

ev'rything seems to be alright

When I'm home

feeling you holding me tight, tight,yeah

It's been A Hard Day's Night
and I've been working like a dog
It's been A Hard Day's Night

| should be sleeping like a log
But when | get home to you

| find the things that you do will
make me feel al---right

You know | feel al---right

Afgan
Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Eg hlusta & Zeppelin

og ég ferdast aftur i timann

PU spyrd mig, hvar er gimsteinninn
i augum pinum ljofan?

Svitinn perlar & brjéstum pinum

pua bitur i hndann

pu flygur a brott

med syndum minum, Svartur Afgan

Eg elska pig svo heitt

ad mig sundlar og verkjar
| fadmi pinum pa leetur mig
finna til sektar

Uti i horni liggur kisi pinn og malar
inn a badherbergi
stendur vofan pin og talar

Uti hamast regnid

vid ad komast inn til pin

Eg skrid undir seengina

heyri hvernig stormurinn hvin

Drottningin med stridsfakana sina
bydur okkur inn til sin

HUn synir okkur inni sélina

segir ad solin sé sin

Lyftan var bilud
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hasvordurinn kalladi mig svin
sagoist hata alla poppara

€g hélt hann veeri ad gera grin

Eg sagdist vera ad heimsaekja stulku
hdn veeri unnusta min

Hann sagoi: Mér er nakveemlega
sama po han sé ekki stulkan pin

Pegar ég bankadi a dyrnar
opnadi vof an pin

HUn sagoi: bu varst bara draumur
€g hefd’ adeins séd pig isyn
O, ég elska pig ég vil ekki vakna
Svartur Afgan

drauma minna ég sakna

All My Loving

Hofundur lags og texta: Lennon/McCartney.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

And then while I'm away
I'll write home every day,
and I'll send all my loving to you.

All my loving, | will send to you
all my loving, Darling I'll be true.

Another Brick In the Wall

Hofundur lags og texta: Roger Waters.
Flytjandi: Pink Floyd.

Close your eyes and I'll kiss you
tomorrow I'll miss you,
remember I'll always be true.
And then while I'm away

I'll write home every day,

and I'll send all my loving to you.

All my loving, | will send to you
all my loving, Darling I'll be true.

I'll pretend that I'm kissing
the lips | am missing

and hope that my dreams will come true.

And then while I'm away
I'll write home every day,
and I'll send all my loving to you.

All my loving, | will send to you
all my loving, Darling I'll be true.

Close your eyes and I'll kiss you
tomorrow I'll miss you,
remember I'll always be true.

We don't need no education

We don't need no thought control

No dark sarcasms in the classroom
Teacher leave us kids alone

Hey teacher leave us kids alone

All'in all you're just another brick in the wall
All'in all you're just another brick in the wall

Adan | atvarpinu heyrdi lag
Hofundur lags: Bjoérgvin Halldérsson .

Hoéfundur texta: Jonas Fridrik Gudnason .
Flytjandi: HLH.

Adan, i Gtvarpinu heyrdi ég lag,

enginn hefdi getad trdad hvad mér bra.
Hjartad, bardist um i brjésti mér
brosid, feeddist vorum a.

begar, hljémar petta litla lag

leedast, aftur horfnir daga inn til min.
Tofra, ennpa yfir timans haf

til min sendir roddin pin.

PU sdngst: Twinkle, twinkle little star
how | wonder where you are.

Wish | may, Wish | might

make this wish come true tonight.

Sumum fannst pu ekki syngja vel
sjalfsagt hef ég stundum verid med i pvi.
Nuna, gladur mundi gefa flest

ef geeti heyrt pig syngja & ny

PU sbngst: Twinkle, twinkle little star
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how | wonder where you are. Don't go around tonight
Wish | may, Wish | might Its bound to take your life
make this wish come true tonight. Theres a bad moon on the rise
Svona glettid gamalt lag, Don't go around tonight
vard a gétu minni i dag Its bound to take your life
og gledi straumar féru um mig. Theres a bad moon on the rise

Svona litid skrytid lag.
Petta lag €g heyrdi i dag

og langadi aé hitta pig. Bahama

Hofundur lags: Vedurgudirnir.
Hofundur texta: Ingo.

PU sbngst: Twinkle, twinkle little star Flytjandi: Vedurgudirnir.

how | wonder where you are. Sidan pu forst hef ég verid med magakveisu.
Wish | may, Wish | might Skildir ekkert eftir, nema pessa peysu.

make this wish come true tonight. Verst finnst mér pé ad nana ertu med honum.

Veistu hvad hann hefur verid med mérgum konum?

Bad Moon Rising

Hofundur lags og texta: John Fogerty.

Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival. Svo fardu bara, mer er alveg sama.

Eg poli ekki svona barnaskoladrama.

| see a bad moon risin .
g Eg aetla ad pakka i toskurnar og flytja til

| see trouble on the way
| see earthquakes and lightning

_ Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
| see bad times today

Bahamaeyja, Bahama.

Don't go around tonight
Its bound to take your life
Theres a bad moon on the rise

Allar stelpurnar hér eru i bikini
0g €ég er buinn ad gleyma peysuflikinni.
Eg laga harid og syp af stut,

. _ bdinn ad gleyma hvernig pa litur Gt.
| hear hurricanes a blowing

| know the end is coming soon
| fear rivers overflowing
i hear the voice of rage and ruin

I spilavitinu kasta ég teningum,
i fyrsta sinn & ég helling af peningum.
Borga med einhverju korti fra pér

_ sem ég tok alveg dvart med mér
Don't go around tonight

Its bound to take your life

_ til Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
Theres a bad moon on the rise

Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,

Hope you got your things together _
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.

Hope you are quite prepared to die
Looks like we're in for nasty weather

] Alla daga ég sit hér i sélinni,
One eye is taken for an eye

minnugur pess pegar ég var i élinni.
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PU sagdir mér pa ad prifa og pvo, As long as they keep on coming
medan i takinu hafdir tvo. this place she belong in

a game you'll never win.
NUna situr pu eftir i sGpunni,

ofrisk og einmana, alveg & kapunni. So sadness seems to be your fate,
Og pennan sdng hef ég sér til pin ort all alone again and a fat off day.
0g €g vona ad ég fai kort You should be let to come in and you'll never win,
unless the golden rule becomes your friend
til Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja, and you should never return.
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja, Lalalalalalala
Bahamaeyja, Bahama. Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala
Barfly Lalalalalalala
Hofundur lags og texta: Jeff Who?. Lalalalalalala

Flytjandi: Jeff Who?.

Lalalalalalala

It starts with a haircut Lalalalalalala

that you don’t understand.
All dressed looking so sharp
just knowing that you'’re the man.

Lalalalalalala

. Biddu pabbi
With a walk to the beat Hofundur lags: Peter Callander og Geoff Stevens.
) ) Ho6fundur texta: 16unn Steinsdottir.
and you're move’s on repeat, Flytjandi: Vilhjalmur Vilhjaimsson.

the game is on tonight. . ] ] i ,
| hinsta sinn ad heiman lagu spor min,

pvi ég hamingjuna fann ei lengur par.
Og hratt ég gekk i fyrstu, uns ég heyrdi fotatak
Og haum rémi kallad til min var, kallad:

With a smile on your face
but along with the taste,
a loneliness to replace.

Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
Biddu, pvi ég kem til pin.
A, ég hljop svo hratt,
ad ég hrasadi og datt.
Biddu pabbi, biddu min.

Oh man you look so good tonight.

Every woman you need for your expertise,

to hear the cheers for you where you sit alone,
but with your dignity on the phone,

begging you to come home.

Eg stadar nam og stardi & dottur mina,

Your mind slips awa
P y Er par stautadi til min svo hyr & bra,

with every minute that you stay.
Messed up your haircut

but still you feel the same.
Cause your god’s gift to women,
but they don’t have opinion ,

at least not the pretty ones.

Og mig skorti kjark til ad segja henni,
ad billin bidi min ad bera mig
um langveg henni fr4. Hin sagoi:

Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
Biddu, pvi ég kem til pin.
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/E, ég hljép svo hratt,
ad ég hrasadi og datt.
Biddu pabbi, biddu min.

Radvilltur ég st6d um stund og pagadi,
En af stad svo lagdi aftur heim 4 leid.
Eg vissi ad litla déttir min

han myndi hjalpa mér

Ad maeta vanda peim

sem heima beid. HUn sagoi:

Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
Biddu, pvi ég kem til pin.
/A, ég hljop svo hratt,
ad ég hrasadi og datt.
Biddu pabbi, biddu min.

Blindsker

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Das Kapital.

Og ég veit ad ég parf ad leika sama leikinn,
veruleikinn er eins og gémul mynd.

Eg sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie & foninn.
pitt uppahalds lag var "Wild is the wind".

Brown Eyed Girl

Hofundur lags og texta: Van Morrison.
Flytjandi: Van Morrison.

Skémmu adur en vindurinn sofnar uppi a heedunum
eins og morgun doggin sprettur svitinn fram.
Andartaki adur en nyr dagur kemur med pastinum
akvedur soélin ad hylja sinn harm.

Og ég veit ad ég parf ad leika sama leikinn,
veruleikinn er eins og gémul mynd.

Eg sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie & foninn.
pitt uppahalds lag var "Wild is the wind".

Oll pessi ar sem gafu okkur pad
sem adrir 6skudu sér.
Elskendur i stormi

sem aldrei sau ad astin var
adeins blindsker.

Eg geng sému goétuna, hitti sama folkid,
geri sému hlutina og €g gerdi med pér.
P& dagurinn sé s& sami

er pad ekki sama néttin,

pvi néttin var okkar timi til ad byrja mead.

Hey where did we go, days when the rain came
Down in the hollow, playin' a new game
Laughin' and a runnin' hey hey

Skippin' and a jumpin’

In the misty morning fog with our

Our hearts thumpin'

And you, my brown eyed girl
You my brown eyed girl

And whatever happened to tuesday and so slow
Goin' down the old mine with a transistor radio
Standing in the sunlight laughin'’

Hiding behind a rainbow's wall

Slippin' and slidin'

All along the waterfall

With you, my brown eyed girl
You my brown eyed girl

Do you remember when we used to sing:
Shalalalalalalalalalalati da
Shalalalalalalalalalalati da
Latida

So hard to find my way, now that I'm all on my own

| saw you just the other day, my how have you grown
Cast my memory back there Lord

sometimes I'm overcome thinkin' bout it

Laughlin' and runnin' hey hey

Behind the stadium.

With you, my brown eyed girl
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You my brown eyed girl Sang along, who'd blame them
You're grown (you're grown up),
Can't buy Me Love SO grown (so grown up)
Hofundur lags og texta: Lennon/McCartney. Now | must say more than ever

Flytjandi: The Beatles.

(come on Eileen)
Toora-loora-toora-loo-rye-aye
and we can sing just like our fathers

Can't buy me love love

Can't buy me love

I'll buy you a diamond ring my friend
if it makes you feel allright

I'll get you anything my friend

if it makes you feel allright

For 1 don't care too much for money

Come on Eileen oh, | swear (well he means)
at this moment you mean everything
With you in that dress, my thoughts (I confess)
verge on dirty, Ah come on Eileen
for money can't buy me love

These people round here
I'll give you all I've got to give
if you say you love me too
I may not have a lot to give

wear beaten-down eyes sunk in smoke-dried faces,
so resigned to what their fate is

but not us (no never) no not us (no never)
but what I've got I'll give to you

For 1 don't care too much for money

we are far too young and clever
Toora-loora-toora-loo-rye-aye

for money can't buy me love Eileen I'll hum this tune for ever

Can't by me love
Ev'ry body tells me so
Can't by me love

No, no, no, no.

Come on Eileen, oh | swear (well he means)
Ah come on let's take off everything

That pretty red dress, Eileen (tell him yes)

Ah come on let's, ah come on Eileen
Say you don't need no diamond ring

and I'll be satisfied

That pretty red dress, Eileen (tell him yes)

Ah come on let's, ah come on Eileen
Tell me that you want those kind of things

that money just can't buy
For | don't care too much for money
for money can't buy me love

(Come on Eileen too-loo rye-aye come on)
(Eileen too-loo rye-aye toora toora-too-loora)
Now you have grown,

Can'tbuy me love, love now you have shown, oh Eileen

Come on Eileen, these things they are real

and | know how you feel

Can't buy me love, love.

Come on Eileen Now | must say more than ever
Hofundur lags: Kevin Rowland. .
Hofundur texta: Billy Adams. things round here have changed

Flytjandi: Dexy's midnight runners.

Too-ra loo-ra too-ra loo-rye-aye
Poor old Johnny Ray
Sounded sad upon the radio Come on Eileen oh, | swear (well he means)

moved a million hearts in mono at this moment you mean everything
Our mothers cried
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With you in that dress, my thoughts (I confess)

verge on dirty, Ah come on Eileen

Cottonfields

Hofundur lags og texta: Huddie Ledbetter.
Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival.

When | was a little pretty baby,

my mama rocked me in the cradle
in them old cottonfields back home.
It was down in Luisiana,

just about a mile fron Texascana

in them old cottonfields back home

Oh, when the cotton balls got rotten
you could pick up very much cotton
in them old cottonfields back home.
It was down in Luisiana,

just about a mile fron Texascana

in them old cottonfields back home

It may sound a little funny,

but you didn't make very much money
in them old cottonfields back home.

It was down in Luisiana,

just about a mile fron Texascana

in them old cottonfields back home

Oh, when the cotton balls got rotten
you could pick up very much cotton
in them old cottonfields back home.
It was down in Luisiana,

just about a mile fron Texascana

in them old cottonfields back home

It was home in Arkansas

people ask me what you come for
in them old cottonfields back home.
It was down in Luisiana,

just about a mile fron Texascana

in them old cottonfields back home

Oh, when the cotton balls got rotten

you could pick up very much cotton
in them old cottonfields back home.
It was down in Luisiana,

just about a mile fron Texascana

in them old cottonfields back home

Creep

Hofundur lags og texta: Thom Yorke.
Flytjandi: Radiohead.

When you were here before,
couldn't look you in the eye.
You look like an angel.

Your skin makes me cry.

You float like a feather,
in a beautiful world.

| wish | was special.
You're so fuckin' special.

But I'm a creep

I'm a weirdo

What the hell am | doin' here?
| don't belong here

| don't care if it hurts.
| wanna have control.
| want a perfect body.
| want a perfect soul.

| want you to notice,
when I'm not around.
You're so fuckin' special.
| wish | was special.

But I'm a creep.

I'm a weirdo.

What the hell am | doin' here?
| don't belong here, oh, oh.

She's running out the door.
She's running out
She runs, runs, runs, runs
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Whatever makes you happy.
Whatever you want.

You're so fuckin' special.
Wish | was special.

But I'm a creep

I'm a weirdo

What the hell am | doin' here?
| don't belong here

| don't belong here

Don't Look Back In Anger

Hofundur lags og texta: Noel Gallagher.
Flytjandi: Oasis.

Slip inside the eye of your mind,
don't you know you might find.

A better place to play.

You said that you'd never been,
but all the things that you've seen,
will slowly fade away.

So | start a revolution from my bed.

'‘Cause you said the Brains | had went to my head.

Step outside the summertime's in bloom.
Stand up beside the fireplace,

take that look from off your face.

You ain't ever gonna burn my heart out.

So Sally can wait,

she knows it's too late

as we're walking on by

Her soul slides away,

but don't look back in anger
| heard you say

Take me to the place where you go,
where nobody knows.

If it's night or day.

Please don't put your life in the hands,

of a Rock 'n Roll band.
Who'll throw it all away

So | start a revolution from my bed.

'‘Cause you said the Brains | had went to my head.
Step outside the summertime's in bloom.

Stand up beside the fireplace,

take that look from off your face.

You ain't ever gonna burn my heart out.

And So Sally can wait,

she knows it's too late

as she's walking on by.

My soul slides away,

but don't look back in anger,
| heard you say.

So Sally can walit,

she knows it's too late

as we're walking on by.

Her soul slides away,

but don't look back in anger,
| heard you say.

So Sally can walit,

she knows it's too late

as she's walking on by.

My soul slides away,

but don't look back in anger,
don't look back in anger,

| heard you say.

At least not today.

Down on the Corner

Hoéfundur lags og texta: John Fogerty.
Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival.

Early in the evenin’

just about supper time,
over by the courthouse,
they're starting to unwind,
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four kids on the corner,
trying to bring you up,
Willy picks a tune out and
he blows it on the harp.

Down on the corner,

out in the street,

Willy and the Poorboys are playin'
bring a nickel, tap your feet.

Rooster hits the washboard,
and people just gotta smile,
Blinky thumps the gut bass

and solos for awhile.

Poor-boy twangs the rhythm out
on his Kalamazoo.

And Willy goes in to a dance
and doubles on Kazoo.

Down on the corner,

out in the street,

Willy and the Poorboys are playin'
bring a nickel, tap your feet.

You don't need a penny

just to hang around,

but if you got a nickel won't you
lay your money down.

Over on the corner,

there's a happy noise,
people come from all around
to watch the magic boy.

Down on the corner,

out in the street,

Willy and the Poorboys are playin
bring a nickel, tap your feet.

Draumur um Ninu

Hofundur lags og texta: Eyjolfur Kristjansson.
Flytjandi: Eyjolfur Kristjansson.

Nuna ertu hja mér, Nina..

Strykur mér um vangann, Nina.

O, halt'i héndina & mér, Nina.

Pvi pu veist ad ég mun aldrei aftur.
Eg mun aldrei, aldrei aftur.

Aldrei aftur eiga stund med pér.

Pad er sart ad sakna einhvers.
Lifio heldur &fram - til hvers?

Eg vil ekki vakna, fra pér.

pvi ég veit ad pa munt aldrei aftur.
PU munt aldrei, aldrei aftur.

Aldrei aftur strjuka vanga minn.

Pegar pu i draumum minum birtist
allt er ljuft og gott.

Og ég vild'ég geeti sofid heila old.
Pvi ad néttin veitir adeins
skamma stund med pér.

-Er ég vakna...

Nina, pu ert ekki lengur hér.
-Opna augun...

Engin strykur blitt um vanga mér.

Dagurinn er eilifd an pin.
Kvoldio kalt og tomlegt an pin.
Er néttin kemur fer ég til pin.

Pegar pu i draumum minum birtist
allt er ljuft og gott.

Og ég vild'ég geeti sofid heila o6ld.
Pvi ad néttin veitir adeins
skamma stund med pér.

Er ég vakna...

Nina, pu ert ekki lengur hér.
Opna augun...

Engin strykur blitt um vanga mér.

Er ég vakna - Oh
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Nina, pu ert ekki lengur hér.
Opna augun.
Engin strykur blitt um vanga mér.

Eight days a week

Hoéfundur lags og texta: John Lennon og Paul McCartney.

Flytjandi: The Beatles.

Ooh | need your love babe,
guess you know it's true

Hope you need my love babe,
just like 1 need you

Hold me, love me, hold me, love me
Ain't got nothin’ but love babe
Eight days a week

Love you every day girl,
always on my mind
One thing | can say girl,
love you all the time

Hold me, love me, hold me, love me
Ain't got nothin' but love babe

Eight days a week

Eight days a week, | love you

Eight days a week,

is not enough to show | care

Ooh | need your love babe,
guess you know it's true
Hope you need my love babe,
just like 1 need you

Hold me, love me, hold me, love me
Ain't got nothin' but love babe

Eight days a week

Eight days a week, | love you

Eight days a week,

is not enough to show | care

Love you every day girl,
always on my mind

One thing | can say girl,
love you all the time

Hold me, love me, hold me, love me
Ain't got nothin' but love babe

Eight days a week

Eight days a week

Eight days a week ...

Einshljodfeerissinfoniuhljomsveitin
Hofundur lags: Harry Chapin.

Hofundur texta: Vilhjalmur Vilhjaimsson.
Flytjandi: Vilhjalmur Vilhjalmsson.

Capo a 2.bandi

Fyrir nokkrum arum pegar fékk ég gitarinn,

ég for med hann beint upp & loft og &efdi mig um sinn.
I herberginu minu sat og hamradi & hann par.

fyrir hugskotsjonum rulludu allar gullnu pléturnar.

Ef haldin voru skemmmtikvold ég i hendingskasti for
og hélt par konsert -f6lkid hl6 og kalladi: Sa er stor!
Eg vildi taka aukalag og endurtaka pad.

ZEtli ég purfi ekki bara hljémsveit til ad kom mér af stad.

P& dreymir mig um bassann sem botninn fylla kann
og bid svo gud um sélogitar til ad stydja hann.

Eg trommur parf svo geti, ég takti haldid vel

og tigulega i fjarska ad heyra strengi flott g tel.

Vid spilum allir saman, sem spraekum monnum ber,
og spilverk okkar hljomar eins tonlist inni hér.

En pegar draumnum lykur, ég ei parf ad ordlengja,
€g er bara einshljéofeerissinféniuhljomsveit

sex strengja.

Eg sem ju fyrir keerustuna, og syng henni 6ll min 1jod,

en samt ég fatta ekki afhverju han graenkar vid min hljéd.

HUn segir "Fyrirgefdu en ég finna verd mér bar,
mér finnst mér verda oéglatt ef ég heyri pinn gitar".
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Eitt segulband er gerdi ég, og sendi Gt um allt

var sent til baka i posti og sagt: "Pu haetta pessu skalt"

Eg fékk mérg bréf og endurtek ni innihaldid hér,
"PU eettir ad f4 pér vinnu par sem sbngs ei krafist er".

P& dreymir mig um bassann sem botninn fylla kann
og bid svo gud um sélogitar til ad stydja hann.

Eg trommur parf svo geti, ég takti haldid vel

og tigulega i fjarska ad heyra strengi flott ég tel.

Vid spilum allir saman, sem spraekum ménnum ber,
og spilverk okkar hljomar eins tonlist inni hér.

En pegar draumnum lykur, ég ei parf ad ordlengja,
€g er bara einshljéofeerissinféniuhljomsveit

sex strengja.

Eg for ad leera & gitarinn og gekk ad mér finnst vel
pa gufadi upp kennarinn - ég daudann hann nu tel.
En ég veit ad ég hef fundido mina framtid ténlist i

og feigur skal ég verda adur en gefst ég upp a pvi.

P& dreymir mig um bassann sem botninn fylla kann
og bid svo gud um sélogitar til ad stydja hann.

Eg trommur parf svo geti, ég takti haldid vel

og tigulega i fjarska ad heyra strengi flott ég tel.

Vid spilum allir saman, sem spraekum ménnum ber,
og spilverk okkar hljomar eins tonlist inni hér.

En pegar draumnum lykur, ég ei parf ad ordlengja,
€g er bara einshljodfaerissinfoniuhljomsveit

sex strengja.

Einu sinni & 4gustkvaoldi
Hofundur lags: J6n Muli Arnason.

Hofundur texta: Jonas Arnason .

Flytjandi: Magnus Eiriksson.

Einu sinni' & agastkvoldi
austur i bingvallasveit
gerdist i dulitlu dragi

dulitid sem enginn veit,

nema vid og nokkrir prestir
og kjarrid greena inni Bolabas

og Armannsfellid fagurblatt

og fannir Skjaldbreidar

og hraunid fyrir sunnan Eyktaras.

P6 ad aeviarin hverfi

at & timans graa rokkurveg,

vid saman munum geyma petta ljufa leyndarmal,
landid okkar gbda pu og ég.

Eg er kominn heim
Hofundur lags: S. Hamblen .
Hoéfundur texta: Loftur Gudmundsson.
Flytjandi: KK og Magnus.

Hér stéd beer med burstir fijorar,
hér stdd baer & lagum hol.

Hér stdd beer, sem bernskuminning
vefur bjarma af morgunsol.

Hér st6d baer med blom & pekju,
hér st6d baer med vedrud pil.

Hér stéd beer og veggjabrotin
ennpa ber vid laekjargil.

Eg er kominn heim i heidardalinn,
€g er kominn heim med slitna sko.
Kominn heim ad heilsa mémmu,
kominn heim i leit ad ré.

Kominn heim til ad hlusta a leekinn
sem hjalar vido mosato.

Eg er kominn heim i heidardalinn,
€g er kominn heim med slitna sko.

Eg vil fa mér keerustu
Hofundur lags: Saenskt pjodlag.
Hoéfundur texta: Indridi Einarsson.
Flytjandi: Hjalmar.

Eg vil fa mér keerustu sem allra allra fyrst.

En ekki verdur gott ad finna hana

pvi hun skal hafa kinnar eins og hrataber & kvist
og hvarmaljésin bjort sem demantana.

Hun skal vera fallegust af 6llum innanlands
0g idin vid ad spinna og léttan stiga dans
og han skal kunna ad haga sér hid besta.
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peer eru flestar gédar medan unnustinn er naer
en o0ss paer eru vissar til ad blekkja

en ég vil fa mér eina pa sem ei vid 66rum hlaer
sem elskar mig og bara mig vill pekkja.

Og hun skal lika finna beztu hugarré hja mér
ef hasi minu feerir han idni og dyggd med sér
og stora, fulla kistu beztu kleeda.

Og ef ég svo i eina nae jafnt alveg sem ég vil

pa 6dara til brullups skal ég feta

og sveitafdlk mitt veislu faer sem vantar ekkert til
en vin og hrokafylli sina éta

Og par skal vera dans og drykkja daga prja i r6d
hin dyra ast oss gjorir i hjortunum svo gléd
en til pess verdur ofurlitiu ad eyda.

Father And Son

Hofundur lags og texta: Cat Stevens.
Flytjandi: Cat Stevens.

When | do he turns away again.

It's always been the same, same old story,
From the moment | could talk

| was ordered to listen

now there's a way, and | know,

that | have to go away,

| know, | have to go.

Fjollin hafa vakad

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Ego.

It's not time to make a change,
just relax and take it easy.

You're still young that's your fault,
there's so much you have to know.

Find a girl, settle down

if you want to, you can matrry.
Look at me, | am old

but i'm happy.

| was once like you are now,
and | know that it's not easy
to be calm, when you've found
something going on.

But take your time, think alot,
think of everything you've got.

For you will still be here tomorrow,
but your dreams may not

How can | try to explain?

Fjollin hafa vakad i pasund &r.

Ef pa rynir inn i bergid sérdu glitra tar.

Ord pin kristal teer, drdgu mig neer og neer.

Eg reyndi ad kalla & astina, sem r dvala reis i geer.

PU sagdir mér fra skritnu landi fyrir okkur ein.

Par yxu rosir & hvitum sandi og von um betri heim.
Eg hlo, pa horfdir &, augu pin svort af pra.

Eg teygdi mig i himininn, i tunglid reyndi ad na.

Sa er talinn heimskur sem opnar sina sal.

Ef hann kann ekki ad ljuga, hvad verdur um hann pa.
Undir haelinn verdur trodinn, likt og laufbl6din sma.
Vid hreedumst hjarta hans og augun bla

Fjollin hafa vakad i pasund ar.

Ef pa rynir inn i bergid sérdu glitra tar.

Ord pin kristal teer, drogu mig neer og neer.

Eg reyndi ad kalla & astina, sem r dvala reis i geer.

Sa er talinn heimskur sem opnar sina sal.

Ef hann kann ekki ad ljuga, hvad verdur um hann pa.
Undir heelinn verdur trodinn, likt og laufblédin sma.
Vid hreedumst hjarta hans og augun bla
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Fly on the wings of love

Hofundur lags og texta: Olsen Brothers.
Flytjandi: Olsen Brothers.

Foxtrot

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

In the summer night,
when the moon shines bright
feeling love forever.

And the heat is on
when the daylight's gone
Still - happy together.

There's just one more thing I'd like to add
She's the greatest love I've ever had.

Fly on the wings of love
fly, baby, fly

reaching the stars above
Touching the sky

And as time goes by,
there's a lot to try
and I'm feeling lucky.

In the softest sand,
smiling hand in hand
love is all around me.

There's just one more thing I'd like to add
She's the greatest love I've ever had.

Fly on the wings of love
fly, baby, fly

reaching the stars above
Touching the sky

Fly on the wings of love
fly, baby, fly

reaching the stars above
Touching the sky

Bak vid augun eru myndir

0g ég minnist einatt pin

i madum tarot spilum

par sem skugginn snertir lj6sid
par liggur aeska min

i longum og dokkum skilum

Eg er bara ég, bidandi eins og er
brosandi medan pua sefur
Einn daginn, ég vona, vaknar pu i mér

I skautinu pinu mjaka

eru draumar sem draga mig
daudur par & ég heima

Kossar varir rifa og résir bl6dga pig
raddir burt mig teyma

Eg er bara ég, bidandi eins og er
brosandi medan pu sefur

Einn daginn, ég vona, vaknar pu i mér
pa veit ég hvad pognin hefur.

Bak vid baenir pinar herrann & himnum bidur pin

med hjartafylli af syndum
Spor okkar ég leita i gleri gluggans résin min
ef geefuna par vio fyndum.

Bak vio pykka néttina byr naeturstjarnan min
njorfadur ég prai kulsins svala

Eg rif mér gat & himid og €g hvisla inn til pin
haustio er lagst i dvala.

Eg er bara ég, bidandi eins og er
brosandi medan pu sefur

Einn daginn, ég vona, vaknar pu i mér
péa veit ég hvad pognin hefur.
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Fram a nott

Hofundur lags og texta: Bjorn Jorundur Fridbjérnsson.
Flytjandi: Ny Donsk.

Bdrn og adrir minna proskadir menn,
foru ad gramsa i minum einkamalum,
pbegar ég var 6harénadur enn

og atti erfitt med ad midla malum.

P0 vardst ad ganga rekinn i kat,

til pess ad verda ei fyrir adkasti mannanna,
Og po6 ad pu litir alls ekki at fyrir ad lifa,
eftir Idgum pess bannada.

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

P6 vera med um sinn ad djamma fram & nétt.

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

PG vera med um sinn ad djamma.

Mitt vandamal er & andlega svidinu,
hugsanirnar heimskar ginur & huspokum.
P aettir ad sja i andlitid a lidinu,

er pad sér ur pessu vandraedi vio bokum.

PU vardst ad ganga rekinn i kat,

til pess ad verda ei fyrir adkasti mannanna,
Og po6 ad pu litir alls ekki ut fyrir ad lifa
eftir Idgum pess bannada.

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

P6 vera med um sinn ad djamma fram & nétt.

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

PG vera med um sinn ad djamma.

Fuck her gently

Hofundur lags og texta: Tenacious D.
Flytjandi: Tenacious D.

Sometimes you got to say please
Sometimes you got to say:

I'm gonna fuck you .... softly
I'm gonna screw you gently
I'm gonna hump you.... sweetly
I'm gonna ball you ... discretely

And then you say, Hey | brought you flowers
And then you say, Wait a minute sally!
| think I got something in my teeth

could you get it out for me?

That's fuckin' Teamwork!

What's your favorite posish?

That's cool with me it's not my favorite

but I'll do it for you

What's your favorite dish?

I'm not gonna cook it but I'll order it from Zanzibar!

And then I'm gonna love you completely
And then I'll fuckin' fuck you discretely
And then I'll fuckin bone you completely
But then...

I'm gonna fuck you haaaaaaaaaard
haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaard!!!

Hallelujah

Hofundur lags og texta: Leonard Cohen.
Flytjandi: Jeff Buckley.

You don't always have to fuck her hard, In
Fact sometimes that's not right ... to do.
Sometimes you gotta make some love
And fuckin give her some smooches too

Sometimes you got to squeeze

| heard there was a secret chord

That David played and it pleased the lord
But you don't really care for music, do you?
Well it goes like this the fourth, the fifth
The minor fall and the major lift

The baffled king composing hallelujah

Hallelujah, hallelujah,
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah ....

Well your faith was strong but you needed proof
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You saw her bathing on the roof

Her beauty and the moonlight overthrew you
She tied you to her kitchen chair

She broke your throne and she cut your hair
And from your lips she drew the hallelujah

Hallelujah, hallelujah,
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah ....

Baby I've been here before

I've seen this room and I've walked this floor
| used to live alone before | knew you

I've seen your flag on the marble arch

But love is not a victory march

It's a cold and it's a broken hallelujah

Hallelujah, hallelujah,
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah ....

Well there was a time when you let me know
What's really going on below

But now you never show that to me do you
But remember when | moved in you

And the holy dove was moving too

And every breath we drew was hallelujah

Well, maybe there's a god above

But all I've ever learned from love

Was how to shoot somebody who outdrew you
It's not a cry that you hear at night

It's not somebody who's seen the light

It's a cold and it's a broken hallelujah

Hallelujah, hallelujah,
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah ....

Have you ever seen the rain

Hofundur lags og texta: John Fogerty.
Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival.

Someone told me long ago,

there's a calm before the storm,

I know and its been coming for some time.
When its over so they say it'll rain a sunny day,
I know shinin' down like water

| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
Coming down a sunny day

Yesterday and days before,

sun is cold and rain is hot

| know, been that way for all my time.

‘Til forever on it goes through the circle fast and slow,
I know, and | can't stop, | wonder

| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
Coming down a sunny day

| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
Coming down a sunny day

Help

Hofundur lags og texta: Lennon/McCartney.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

Help! | need somebody

Help! not just anybody

Help! You know i need someone
HELP!

When | was young oh
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so much younger than today

| never needed anybody's
help in any way

But now these day have gone
and I'm not so self assured
And now | find | need you

like I've never done before

Help me if you can I'm feeling down
And | do appreciate your being 'round
Help me get my feet back on the ground
Won't you please please help me?

And now my life has changed
in oh so many ways

My independence seems

to vanish in the haze

But every now and then

| feel so insecure

And now | find | need you
like I've never done before

Help me if you can I'm feeling down
And | do appreciate your being 'round
Help me get my feet back on the ground
Won't you please please help me?

When | was young oh

so much younger than today

| never needed anybody's
help in any way

But now these day have gone
and I'm not so self assured
And now | find | need you

like I've never done before

Help me if you can I'm feeling down
And | do appreciate your being 'round
Help me get my feet back on the ground
Won't you please please help me

Help me Help me. Oohm.

Hja peér
Ho6fundur lags: Gudmundur Jénsson.

Hofundur texta: Fridrik Sturluson.
Flytjandi: Salin hans Jons mins.

Pegar kviknar & deginum og i lifinu ljos,

begar myrkrid horfar fra mér,

péa er eitthvad sem hrifur mig eins og utsprungin rés,
pé& vil ég vera hja pér.

Pegar geng ég i sélinni mitt um habjartan dag,
litafegurd blasir vid mér.

Pegar heimurinn heillar mig likt og téfrandi lag,
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

Eg vil baedi lifa og vona,
€g vil brenna upp af 4st.
Eg vil lifa med pér svona,
ég vil gledjast eda pjast.
Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
lika pegar illa fer,

medan lifid heldur afram,
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

Medan skuggarnir steekka og yta hiuminu ad
gamall maninn beerir a sér.

P4 vil ég eiga andartak inn & rélegum stad
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

Eg vil baedi lifa og vona,
ég vil brenna upp af ast.
Eg vil lifa med pér svona,
ég vil gledjast eda pjast.
Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
lika pegar illa fer,

medan lifid heldur afram,
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
lika pegar illa fer,

medan lifid heldur afram,
pa vil ég vera hja pér.
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Pegar slokknar & deginum yfirpyrmandi nott
stormar fyrir stjarnanna her.

En pad bitur mig ekkert & og ég sef vaert og rétt

ef pu vilt vera hja mér
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

Hotel California

Ho6fundur lags: Don Felder.
Hoéfundur texta: Glen Frey.
Flytjandi: The Eagles.

On a dark desert highway,

cool wind in my hair

Warm smell of colitas

rising up through the air

Up ahead in the distance,

| saw a shimmering light

My head grew heavy and my sight grew dim
| had to stop for the night

There she stood in the doorway;

| heard the mission bell

And | was thinking to myself

this could be heaven or this could be hell
Then she lit up a candle,

and she showed me the way

There were voices down the corridor,

| thought | heard them say

Welcome to the Hotel California.

Such a lovely place, such a lovely face
Plenty of room at the Hotel California
Any time of year you can find it here

Her mind is Tiffany twisted,

she got the Mercedes bends

She got a lot of pretty, pretty boys
that she calls friends

How they dance in the courtyard,
sweet summer sweat

Some dance to remember,

some dance to forget

So | called up the captain;
"Plea se bring me my wine."

" We haven't had that spirit here
since nineteen sixty-nine"

And still those voices are calling from far away
Wake you up in the middle of the night,
just to hear them say

Welcome to the Hotel California.

Such a lovely place, such a lovely face
They livin' it up at the Hotel California
What a nice surprise bring your alibis

Mirrors on the ceiling,

the pink champagne on ice

And she said "We are all just prisoners here,
of our own device"

And in the master's chambers,

they gathered for the feast

They stab it with their steely knives,

but they just can't kill the beast

Last thing | remember,

| was running for the door

| had to find the passage back

to the place | was before

" Relax" said the nightman,

"We are progr ammed to receive"

" You can check out anytime you like,
but you can never leave"

Hound dog
Hofundur lags: Jerry Leiber.
Hofundur texta: Mike Stoller.
Flytjandi: Elvis Presley.

You ain't nothing but a hound dog
cryin all the time

You ain't nothing but a hound dog
cryin all the time

Well you ain't never caught a rabbit
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and you ain't no friend of mine

When they said you was high class
well that was just a lie

When they said you was high class
well that was just a lie

Well you ain't never caught a rabbit
and you ain't no friend of mine

House of the Rising Sun

Hofundur lags og texta: Ameriskt pjodlag.
Flytjandi: The Animals.

| Saw Her Standing There

Hofundur lags og texta: Lennon/McCartney.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

There is a house in New Orleans,

They call the Rising Sun,

And it's been the ruin of many a poor boy,
And God, | know I'm one.

My mother was a tailor,

She sewed my new blue jeans.
My father was a gambling man,
Down in New Orleans. ,

And the only thing a gambler needs,
Is a suitcase and a trunk,

And the only time he's satisfied,

Is when he's all a-drunk.

I've got one foot on the platform,
The other foot on the train.

I'm going back to New Orleans,
To wear the ball and chain. ,

So mothers, tell your children,
Not to do what | have done.
Spend your life in sin and misery,
In the House of the Rising Sun.

Well she was just seventeen,

if you know what | mean

And the way she looked

was way beyond compare,

So how could | dance with another,
when | saw her standing there.

Well she looked at me, and I, | could see,
That before too long I'd fall in love with her.
She wouldn't dance with another,

when | saw her standing there.

Well my heart went boom
when | crossed that room,
And | held her hand in mine...

Well we danced through the night,

and we held each other tight,

And before too long | fell in love with her.
Now I'll never dance with another,

since | saw her standing there.

Well my heart went boom
when | crossed that room,
And | held her hand in mine...

Well we danced through the night,

and we held each other tight,

And before too long | fell in love with her.
Now I'll never dance with another,

since | saw her standing there.

Since | saw her standing there.

Since | saw her standing there.
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| Want To Hold Your Hand

Hofundur lags og texta: Lennon/McCartney.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

Oh, yeah, I'll tell you something,
I think you'll understand,

Then | say that something:

| want to hold your hand!

| want to hold your hand!

| want to hold your hand!

Oh, please, say to me,
you'll let me be your man,
And please, say to me,
you'll let me hold your hand.
Now let me hold your hand,
| want to hold your hand!

And when | touch you | feel happy inside,
It's such a feeling that my love | cant hide,
| can't hide, | can't hide.

Yeah you, got that something,
| think you'll understand,
When | feel that something,

| want to hold your hand!

| want to hold your hand!

| want to hold your hand!

Jameson

Hofundur lags: Papar. .
Hofundur texta: Georg Oskar Olafsson.
Flytjandi: Papar.

Vid drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn Gt og inn

Vid blasum ekki ar nésum
af nokkrum viskigldsum

en vimbin er pétt og tekur i.

Vid drekkum Jameson ef férum inn & bar
vio drekkum Jameson a kvennafari par
vid erum svaka kallar

hey! veggurinn hann hallar

komid og drekkid félagar.

Vio drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn Gt og inn

Vid blasum ekki ar nésum
af nokkrum viskigldsum

en vombin er pétt og tekur i.

Vid drekkum Jameson og kreekjum stulkur i
Vid drekkum Jameson og klaeedum ur og i
paer eru mikio preyttar

0g ansi mikid sveittar

en ekki er tekid mark & pvi

Vid drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn Gt og inn

Vid blasum ekki ar nésum
af nokkrum viskigldsum

en viémbin er pétt og tekur i.

Vid drekkum Jameson og veifum hnefunum
Vid drekkum Jameson i fangaklefunum

en nu er gledi mikil

€g var ad smida lykil

og svakalegt fat & l6ggunum.

Vid drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn ut og inn

Vid bladsum ekki tr nésum
af nokkrum viskigldsum

en vbémbin er pétt og tekur i.

Vid drekkum Jameson og rifum okkar skegg
Vid drekkum Jameson og migum upp a vegg
vid veifum okkar t6lum

Oll pj6din er & hj6lum

svo forum vid heim og speelum egg.
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Jammin

Hofundur lags og texta: Bob Marley.
Flytjandi: Bob Marley.

We're jamming

| wanna jam it with you

We're jamming jamming

and | hope you like jamming too

Ain't no rules ain't no vow

we can do it anyhow

And | Jah know will see you through
'‘Cos every day we pay the price
with a loving sacrifice

Jamming till the jam is through

We're jamming to think that
jamming was a thing of the past
We're jamming and | hope

this jam is gonna last

No bullet can stop us now

we neither beg nor will we bow
Neither can be bought nor sold

We all defend the right

that the children us unite

your life is worth much more than gold

We're jamming jamming jamming jamming,
we're jamming in the name of the Lord
We're jamming jamming jamming jamming,
we're jamming right straight from Jah

Holy Mount Zion, holy Mount Zion
Jah sitteth in mount Zion
And rules all Creation, yeah we're, we're jamming

We're jamming jamming jamming jamming,
| wanna jam it with you

Jamming jamming jamming jamming

| hope you like jamming too.

Jam's about my pride and truth | cannot hide

to keep you satisfied
True love that now exist is the love
| can't resist so jam by my side

We're jamming jamming jamming jamming,
| wanna jam it with you

Jamming jamming jamming jamming

| hope you like jamming too.

Jolene

Hofundur lags og texta: Dolly Parton.
Flytjandi: Dolly Parton.

Capo a 4.bandi

Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!

I'm begging of you, please don't take my man.
Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!

Please don't take him, just because you can.

Your beauty is beyond compare,

with flaming locks of auburn hair.

With ivory skin and eyes of emerald green.
Your smile is like a breath of spring,

your voice is soft like summer rain,

and | cannot compete with you, Jolene

He talks about you in his sleep,

and there's nothing | can do to keep

from crying, when he calls your name, Jolene.
And | can easily understand,

how you could easily take my man,

but you don't know what he means to me, Jolene

Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!

I'm begging of you please don't take my man.
Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!

Please don't take him just because you can.

You could have your choice of men,
but i could never love again.

He's the only one for me, Jolene!

I had to have this talk with you,

pessi songbok er adeins til einkanota. Ekki ma fjélfalda hana til dreifingar nema me?d leyfi STEF.

Bls 24



Pessi songbdk var buin til & www.gitargrip.is

Bls 25

my happiness depends on you,
and whatever you decide to do, Jolene

Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!

I'm begging of you please don't take my man.

Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!
Please don't take him even though you can.

Killer Queen

Hofundur lags og texta: Freddie Mercury.
Flytjandi: Queen.

Capo a 3. bandi

She keeps Moet and Chandon
in her pretty cabinet,

"Let them eat cake" she says,
just like Mary Antoinette.

A built in remedy

for Kruschev and Kennedy,
And any time an invitation

you can decline.

Caviar and cigarettes,
well versed in etiquette,
Extraordinarily nice.
She's a...

Killer Queen,
Gunpowder, gelatine,
dynamite with a laser beam,

Guaranteed to blow your mind, anytime, ooh.

Recommended at the price,
insatiable an appetite

To avoid complications

She never kept the same address
In conversation

She spoke just like a baroness
Met a man from China

Went down to Geisha Minah
Then a-gain incidentally

If you're that way inclined

Perfume came naturally from Paris (naturally)

Because she couldn't care less

Fastidious and precise. She's a...

Killer Queen,
Gunpowder, gelatine,
dynamite with a laser beam,

Guaranteed to blow your mind, anytime, ooh.

Drop of a hat, she's as willing as,

playful as a pussycat,

Then momentarily out of action,
Temporarily out of gas,

to absolutely drive you

Wild, wild. (She's out to get you) She's a...

Killer Queen,
Gunpowder, gelatine,
dynamite with a laser beam,

Guaranteed to blow your mind, anytime, ooh.

Recommended at the price,
in-satiable an appetite,
What a drag!

Kindin Einar

Hoéfundur lags: Pluto Shervington.
Hofundur texta: Sigurdur Gudmundsson.
Flytjandi: Hjalmar.

Morgunn einn ég hoppa upp i rdtuna

med vasa fulla af banana.
Graenum gedpekkum fasana
hafdi ég i bitid eelt.

Upp i sveit ég aetladi ad halda hana

i svaka parti med piuna.
En sidan hraktist ég leidina,

pad var klarlega sem vid manninn meelt.

Kindin Einar var pa vio vegabranina

bdinn ad bita upp alla tanina.
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Fyrir hann var og ég keyrdi hann i spad.
Hann sagdi dada...
en meinti bada, verst var pad.

pad var komid langt fram ad hadegi
0g pa hrépadi einn farpegi
ao feeri ekki lengra ef hann fengi eigi
greyid Einar rdd og skreelt.

NU ég kvad vid, hvi ekki a peim degi
barasta ad buta hann strax.

Svo hreinlega velta honum ar deigi,
grilla hann og egg med jafnvel speelt.

Kindin Einar var pa vid vegabrunina
buinn ad bita upp alla tdnina.

Fyrir hann var og ég keyrdi hann i spad.
Hann sagdi dada...

en meinti bada, verst var pad.

| pvi bar ad bondann & naesta bee,
hann kom til vor og sagdi hee.

Nei hvad sé ég, er petta kindarhrae?
Beetti hann vid og sefur vard.

Eina kindi atti hér heima a bae

sem ad atladi nidrad see.

En nana sposkur ég spranga og hlee

pvi ndna skuldardu meir en nokkurn spard.

Kindin Einar var pa vid vegabrunina
buinn ad bita upp alla tanina.

Fyrir hann var og ég keyrdi hann i spad.
Hann sagdi dada...

en meinti bada, verst var pad.

Einar var pa vid vegabrunina

buinn ad bita upp alla tdnina.

Fyrir hann stokk og ég speeldi hann i spad.
Hann sagdi dada...

en meinti bada, verst var pad.

Einar var p4 vid vegabrunina

bdinn ad bita upp alla tanina.

Fyrir hann stdkk og ég spaeldi hann i spad.
Hann sagdi dada...

en meinti bada, verst var pad.

Kosikvold
Hofundur lags og texta: Baggalutur.
Flytjandi: Baggaldtur.

Skelfing er ég leidur a pvi ad haka hér.

Eg hugsa ad pu purfir einhvern ad strjika pér.
Eg préai pad ad komast klakklaust heim & ny.
A, komdu vid i rikinu - ekki gleyma pvi.

Eg atla ad byrja a pvi ad demba mér i
furunalafreydibad.

En ekki fara eitthvad ad dulla pér par,
pu veist mér leidist pad,

pa kemst ég aldrei ad!

Seektu sloppana, ég skal poppa,
pad er kdésikvold i kvold!

Vided, raudvin og ostar.

Soétrum résavin, deyfum ljésin,
pad er kosikvold i kvold!
Rélegheit, hvad sem pad kostar.

Algert 6ho6f, spennulosun og spilling blind.
Sparistellid, franskar vofflur og hryllingsmynd.
Mér askotnudust vindlar, vid skulum pua pa.
Eg veeri til i pottinn, nennirdu ad skrdfa fra?

Medan vid kirum saman tveir
feer enginn mattur skilid okkur ad!
/E, viltu auka leti mina og saekja
pinu meira sjokkélad?

Og eitthvad uti pad?

Sveefdu krakkana, seektu snakkid,
pad er késikvold i kvold!
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Kaviar, raudvin og ostar.

Seektu flisteppid og rjdmaisinn,
pad er késikvold i kvold!
Dejlighed, hvad sem pad kostar.

Smelltu limonadi i sédastrimid,
pad er kdésikvold i kvold!
Campari, riskex og ostar.

Skelltu Don6van & grammafoninn
pad er kosikvold i kvold!
Keerlighed, hvad sem pad kostar.

Fadu pér vinur minn, dass af gini,

pad er késikvold i kvold!

Smavindlar, triné og ostar.

Eg var ad hugsa um ad fara Gr buxum,
pad er késikvold i kvold!

késiheit, hvad sem pad kostar.

Kyrrlatt kvéld

Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens.
Hofundur texta: borlakur Kristinsson.
Flytjandi: Utangardsmenn.

sudur & bankanna val.

Last kiss

Hofundur lags og texta: Pearl Jam.
Flytjandi: Pearl Jam.

Pad er kyrrlatt kvéld vid fjoréinn,
rydgad liggur barujarn vid veginn.
Mavurinn, makkinn og vargurinn
hvergi finna innyflin.

Medan pung vaka fjoll yfir hafi

i pogn stendur verksmidjan ein,
svona langt fra hafi,

ekkert okkar snyr aftur heim.

pvi allir foru sudur i haust

i kjolfar hins drottnandi herra.
Batar funa, rotna i nausti',

pvi nam vart med 6dru en hnerra.

pvi daudaddém sinn kvad hann upp og glotti,
porpsbla hann hafdi ad hadi og spotti.
Sildin farin, fer ég lika

Oh where, oh where can my baby be?

The Lord took her away from me.

She's gone to heaven, so | got to be good,
so | can see my baby when | leave this world.

We were out on a date in my daddy's car.
We hadn't driven very far.

There in the road, straight ahead ...

The car was stalled, the engine was dead.

| couldn't stop, so | swerved to the right.
I'll never forget the sound that night.
The screaming tyres, the busted glass.
The painful scream that | heard last.

Oh where, oh where can my baby be?

The Lord took her away from me.

She's gone to heaven, so | got to be good,
so | can see my baby when | leave this world.

When | woke up, the rain was pourin' down.
There were people standing all around.
Something warm going through my eyes,
but somehow | found my baby that night.

| lifted her head, she looked at me and said,
Hold me darling for a little while.'

I held her close. | kissed her, our last kiss.

| found the love that | knew | would miss.

But now she's gone, even though | hold her tight.
| lost my love ... my life, that night.

Oh where, oh where can my baby be?

The Lord took her away from me.

She's gone to heaven, so | got to be good,
so | can see my baby when | leave this world.

pessi songbok er adeins til einkanota. Ekki ma fjélfalda hana til dreifingar nema me?d leyfi STEF.

Bls 27



Pessi songbdk var buin til & www.gitargrip.is

Bls 28

Leidin liggur ekki heim

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Capo a 3.bandi

Vid sjonarhringinn batur bidur

vid bakkann bundinn og timinn lidur.
Kolsvort dégun og eitt ord

ertu tilbdin ad fara um bord.

Vid endamdrkin maninn gulur
i myrkrio skrifar félur dulur
Spor pin telur og eitt ord

ertu tilbdin ad fara um bord.

Eg sit vid krossinn og kyssi pig

kold sorgin han bitur.

Logmal Guds i kvol pina grafid.

Eg greet pvi ég veit ad pu hlytur

ad vita ad englarnir fljuga ekki i nétt,
og leidin liggur ekki heim.

Hvislandi raddir, hvitir sokkar
Harour stoll pinir blautu lokkar.
Morfinhaf sem hylur taugar

I hofai pinu vakna draugar
sem finna ekki leidina heim.

Ferd pin er hafin og baturinn bidur
Sal pin eins og skuggi lidur.

A hvitu lini pu liggur hrein,

I nott pu siglir fra landi ein

og leidin liggur ekki heim.

Eg sit vid krossinn og kyssi pig

kold sorgin han bitur.

Logmal Guds i kvol pina grafio.

Eg greet pvi ég veit ad pa hlytur

ad vita ad englarnir fljaga ekki i nott,
og leidin liggur ekki heim.

ad vita ad englarnir fljuga ekki i nétt,
og leidin liggur ekki heim.

ad vita ad englarnir fljuga ekki i nétt,
og leidin liggur ekki heim.

Leidin okkar allra

Hofundur lags: Porsteinn Einarsson.
Hofundur texta: Einar Georg Einarsson.
Flytjandi: Hjalmar.

Eg eetla mér, Gt ad halda
Orlégin valda pvi.

Moérgum a ég, greida ad gjalda
pad er gbmul saga og ny.

Gud einn veit, hvert leid min liggur
Lifid svo flokid er.

Oft ég er, i hjarta hryggur

En ég harka samt af mér.

Eitt litido knus, elsku mamma
Adur en ég fer.

NU er ég kominn til ad kvedja
Eg kem aldrei framar hér.

Er ménaljésio, fegrar fj6llin
Eg feta veginn minn.
Dyrnar opnar draumahollin
Og dregur mig par inn

Eg pakkir sendi, sendi 6llum
Petta er kvedja min

Eg mun ganga & pessum vegi
Uns lifsins dagur dvin

Eg mun ganga & pessum vegi
Uns lifsins dagur dvin
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Litill drengur

Hofundur lags: Magnus Kjartansson .
Hoéfundur texta: Vilhjalmur Vilhjaimsson.
Flytjandi: Magnus Kjartansson .

Odum stedjar ad sa dagur,
afmeelid pitt kemur enn.

Litill drengur, lj6s og fagur
lifsins skilning 6dlast senn.

Vildi ég ad alltaf yroir

vid ahyggjurnar laus sem n,
en allt fer hér & eina veginn:
i att til foldar mjakast pa.

Eg vildi geta verid hja pér,
veslings barnid mitt.

Umlukt pig med 6rmum minum.
Unir hver vid sitt.

Oft ég hugsa audomjukt til pin,
ﬁg&g,m pegar hiumar ad.
Eins pétt fari 6ravegu

att pu mér i hjarta stad.

Man ég munad slikan,

er morgunn rann med daglegt stress
ad ljafur drengur lagdi a sig

litio ferdalag til pess

ad koma i holu hlyja,

héfgum pabba sinum hja.

Kdura sig i kotid halsa,

keerleiksoradin purfti fa.

Einka pér til eftirbreytni
alla betri menn en mig.
Erfidleikar ad pé sted;ji
alltaf skaltu vara pig,

Ad feerast ekki i fang svo mikio,
ad festu pinnar brotni tré.

Allt hid g6da i heimi haldi

i hdnd & pér og med pér sé.

Man ég munad slikan,

er morgunn rann med daglegt stress
ad ljafur drengur lagdi a sig

litio ferdalag til pess

ad koma i holu hlyja,

héfgum pabba sinum hja.

Kdura sig i kotid halsa,

kaerleiksoroin purfti fa.

Looking Out My Back Door

Hofundur lags og texta: J.Fogherty.
Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival.

Just got home from lllinois, lock the front door, oh boy !
Got to sit down, take a rest on the porch.

Imagination sets in, pretty soon I'm singing,

doo, doo, doo, lookin' out my back door.

There's a giant doing cartwheels, a statue wearin' high
look at all the happy creatures dancing on the lawn.

A dinosaur Victrola, listening to Buck Owens

doo, doo, doo, lookin' out my back door.

Tambourines and elephants are playing in the band,
won't you take a ride on the flyin' spoon ?
Wond'rous apparition, provided by magician,

doo, doo, doo, lookin' out my back door.

Tambourines and elephants are playing in the band,
won't you take a ride on the flyin' spoon ?

Bother me tomorrow, today I'll buy no sorrows,

doo, doo, doo, lookin' out my back door.

Forward troubles lllinois, lock the front door, oh boy !
Look at all the happy creatures dancing on the lawn.
Bother me tomorrow, today I'll buy no sorrows

doo, doo, doo, lookin' out my back door.
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L6g og regla
Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Hvers vegna eru 16g og regla

til ad fela hitt og petta?

BlI6dug spor og handjarn smella

skyrslur segja: ,Hann var alltaf ad detta.”

Bordu hann i bilnum med kylfum og hnum
haedd’'ann og svivirtu med tungum hrjafum
Ekkert sast nema litid mar

petta var slys vid vorum ekki par.

Vid heyroum hann kalla, bidja um vatn,
kvartadi lika um honum veeri kalt.
Seinna um néttina taladi Gt i blainn.
pad var ekki fyrr i morgun

ad vio saum ad hann veeri dainn.

Ekki benda & mig, segir vardstjorinn.
petta kvold var ég ad aefa l6greglukérinn,
Spyrjio pa sem voru a vakt.

Eg abyrgist peir munu segja satt.

Manstu ekki eftir mér

Hofundur lags: Ragnhildur Gisladottir.
Hoéfundur texta: Pordur Arnason.
Flytjandi: Studmenn .

Eg er & vestur leidinni,

a haheidinni.

A hundrad og tiu,

ég ma ekki verda of seinn. O - O.

Pad verdur fagnadur mikill vegna opnunar,
fluggrillsjoppunnar.
Svo ég fér, og pantadi bord fyrir einn.

Eg frestadi stodugt ad fa mér starf,
sidan sildin hvarf.

Enda svolitid latur til vinnu

en hef pad samt gott. O - O.

Konurnar fila pad meeta vel,

allflestar ad ég tel
€g er og verd bohem og finnst pad flott.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Mikid liturdu vel Gt beibi frAbaert har.
Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Hvar ertu buin ad vera 0ll pessi ar.

Eg hef nokkurn limskan grun um ad,
ein gbmul vinkona

geri sér ferd pangad lika.

Eg veit hvad ég syng... 0 - O

HUn er & svotil 4 sama aldri og ég,
asskoti hugguleg
og svo er, hun & hradri leid inn & ping.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Mikid liturdu vel Gt beibi frAbaert har.
Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Hvar ertu buin ad vera 6ll pessi ar.

Eg er & vestur leidinni,

a haheioinni.

A hundrad og tiu,

ég ma ekki verda of seinn. O - O.

pPad verdur fagnadur mikill vegna opnunar,
fluggrillsjoppunnar.
Svo ég for, og pantadi bord fyrir einn.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Mikid liturdu vel Gt beibi frAbaert har.
Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Hvar ertu buin ad vera 6ll pessi ar.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Mikid liturdu vel Gt beibi frabaert har.
Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Hvar ertu bdin ad vera 6ll pessi ar.
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Med pér
Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Ragnheidur Gréndal.

Capo a fjéroa bandi

Sérdu ekki vid feeddumst

til ad standa hlid vid hlid

og halda Ut & veginn saman
og lita aldrei vi@.

Med pér vil ég verda gamall
og ganga lifsins veg,

med pér er lif mitt rikara
med pér er ég bara ég.

Menn segja €g sé breyttur

0g syngi um bdrnin og pig

€g syng um pad sem skiptir mali
adeins fyrir mig.

Eitt matt pa vita

ég elska pig meira en lifid sjalft,
€g trdi an pin mitt lif veeri
hvorki heilt né halft

Med pér er vorid yndislegt
0g sumarid dyrdin ein.

Med pér er haustid gdngutur
0g eevintyri undir stein.

Med pér er veturinn kertaljos,
koss og stok roés.

Morning Has Broken

Hofundur lags og texta: Cat Stevens.
Flytjandi: Cat Stevens.

Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden
Sprung in completeness where his feet pass

Mine is the sunlight, mine is the morning
Born of the one light, eden saw play
Praise with elation, praise every morning
God's recreation of the new day

Mrs. Robinson

Hofundur lags og texta: Paul Simon.
Flytjandi: Simon and Garfunkel.

Morning has broken, like the first morning
Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird
Praise for the singing, praise for the morning
Praise for the springing fresh from the world

Sweet the rain's new fall, sunlit from heaven
Like the first dewfall, on the first grass

And here’s to you Mrs. Robinson

Jesus loves you more than you will know,
WO WO WO

God bless you please Mrs. Robinson
Heaven holds a place for those who pray,
hey hey hey, hey hey hey

We'd like to know a little bit about you for our files
We'd like to help you learn to help yourself

Look around you all you see are sympathetic eyes
Stroll around the grounds until you feel at home

And here’s to you Mrs. Robinson

Jesus loves you more than you will know,
WO WO WO

God bless you please Mrs. Robinson
Heaven holds a place for those who pray,
hey hey hey, hey hey hey

Hide it in a hiding place where no one ever goes
Put it in your pantry with your cupcakes

It's a little secret just the Robinsons’ afair
Most of all you've got to hide it from the kids

Coo, coo0, ca-choo, Mrs Robinson

Jesus loves you more than you will know,
WO WO WO

}God bless you please, Mrs. Robinson
Heaven holds a place for those who pray
hey hey hey, hey hey hey
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Sitting on a sofa on a Sunday afternoon
Going to the candidates debate

Laugh about it shout about it

when you've gotto choose

Any way you look at it you lose

Where have you gone Joe DiMaggio
A nation turns its lonely eyes to you,
W00 W00 W00

What's that you say Mrs. Robinson
Joltin’ Joe has left and gone away,
hey hey hey, hey hey hey

Myrdalssandur

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: GCD.

Nakin

Hofundur lags: Hrafnkell Palmarsson.
Hofundur texta: Hafpor Gudmundsson.
Flytjandi: | Svértum Fotum.

Pad er rigning og myrkur og meinlegir skuggar
4 Myrdalssandi og hvergi skjol ad fa.

pad er yfirgefinn bill Gt i vegarkanti og

hvergi hraedu neinstadar ad sja.

pin versta mara, han laedist og leitar
lif pitt hremmir med varir blédheitar.
PU getur hlaupid en pu felur pig ekki,
hann fangar pig 6ttinn med sina

iskoldu hlekki,
iskoldu hlekki,
iskdldu hlekki,
og pu sleppur ekki.

Med taugarnar pandar,
titrandi andar,
kjokrandi skridur,
skjalfandi bidur

og timinn lidur.

Nakin komstu inn

i hugarheiminn minn
og pér virtist lika pad
sveifstu hreykin um

a Loréal veengjum

pu varst a réttum stad

hvitur likaminn

kirsuberin stinn

pu veist mig langar inn

bu, ég vil vera eins og pu
pvi ég er nakinn eins og pu

undir ahrifum

€g hugsa bara um

ad geta verid einn med pér
nakinn likamann

€g verd ad snerta hann
vildi ad pu veerir hér

(6)eedri mattarvold
veittu mér pa 6sk

ao pu komst i kvold
snertu fingurgémana
og haltu héndunum
um pennan likama.

Ob-La-Di Ob-La-Da
Hofundur lags: Paul McCartney.

Hofundur texta: John Lennon.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

Desmond had a barrow in the market place,

Molly is the singer in a band.

Desmond says to Molly, girl | like your face

and Molly says this as she takes him by the hand.

Ob-la-di, ob-la-da, life goes on bra.

La la how the life goes on.

Ob-la-di, ob-la-da, life goes on bra.
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La la how the life goes on.

Desmond takes a trolley to the jeweller's store,
buys a twenty carat golden ring.

Takes it back to Molly, waiting at the door

and as he gives it to her she begins to sing.

In a couple of years

they have built a home sweet home
with a couple of kids running in the yard
of Desmond and Molly Jones.

Happy ever after in the market place,
Desmond lets the children lend a hand.
Molly stays at home and does her pretty face

and in the evening she still sings it with the band.

In a couple of years

they have built a home sweet home
with a couple of kids running in the yard
of Desmond and Molly Jones.

One Love

Hofundur lags og texta: Bob Marley.
Flytjandi: Bob Marley.

One Love, one heart.
Let's get together and feel all right.

Hear the children crying. (One love.)

Hear the children crying. (One heart.) Sayin',
"Give thanks and praise to the Lord

and | will feel all right."

Sayin', "Let's get toge ther and feel all right."
Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa.

Let them all pass all their

dirty remarks. (One love.)

There is one question

I'd really love to ask. (One heart.)

Is there a place for the hopeless sinner

who has hurt all mankind just to...save his own?

Believe me,One love, one heart.
Let's get together and feel all right.

As it was in the beginning, (One love.)

so shall it be in the end. (One heart.) Alright,
"Give thanks and praise to the Lord

and | will feel all right."

Sayin', "Let's get toge ther and feel all right.
One more thing.

Let's get together to

fight this Holy Armageddon, (One love.)

So when the Man comes there

will be no, no doom. (One song.)

Have pity on those whose chances grow thinner.
There ain't no hidding place

from the Father of Creation.

Sayin', One love, one heart.

Let's get together and feel all right.
I'm pleading to man-kind. (One love.)
Oh, Lord. (One heart.) Whoa.

"Give thanks and praise to the Lord
and | will feel all right."

Let's get together and feel all right.
Let's get together and feel all right.

Olina og ég

Hofundur lags: Studmenn . )
Hofundur texta: Valgeir Gudjonsson, Sigurdur Bjola, Egill Olafsson.
Flytjandi: Studmenn .

Mig langar til ad spasséra med pér

um gardinn allan daginn, viltu syna mér
endurnar og hreidrin sem paer bda sér,
€g kem med brasa af sénever og bland

,,,,,

,,,,,

-600606 - 66 -Olinaog ég
-00606 - 66 -Olinaog ég

o O
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Mig langar til ad stiga vid pig dans

0g svipta pér um golfdikinn med elegans,
svo forum vid i oldsmobilnum ungverjans
0g njétum dasemda Bjarmalands i noétt

,,,,,

,,,,,

- 600606 - 66 -Olinaog ég
- 00606 - 66 -Olinaog ég

o O

Pretty Woman
Ho6fundur lags: Roy Orbison.
Hofundur texta: Bill Dees.
Flytjandi: Roy Orbison.

If that's the way it must be then okay

I guess I'll go on home; it's late;

there'll be tomorrow night, but wait...

What do | see? Is she walking back to me?
Yeah, she's walking back to me...

Oh, oh,

Pretty Woman

Proud Mary

Hofundur lags og texta: John Fogerty.
Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival.

Pretty woman, walking down the street

Pretty woman, the kind | like to meet

Pretty woman, | don't believe you; you're not true
No one could look as good as you

Pretty woman, won't you pardon me
Pretty woman, | couldn't help but see
Pretty woman, you look lovely as can be
Are you lonely just like me?

Pretty woman, stop a while

Pretty woman, talk a while

Pretty woman, give your smile to me
Pretty woman, yeah yeah yeah
Pretty woman, walk my way

Pretty woman, say you'll stay with me

Oh, 'cause | need you; I'll treat you right
Come with me baby; be mine tonight

Pretty woman, don't walk on by
Pretty woman, don't make me cry
Pretty woman, don't walk away, hey... okay

Left a good job in the city,

workin for the man every night and day

and | never lost one minute of sleepin’,
worryin' 'bout the way things might have been.
Big wheel a-keep on turnin’

Proud Mary keep on burnin’,

Rollin', rollin', rollin' on the river.

Cleaned a lot of plates in Memphis,
humped a lot of grain down in New Orleans,
But | never saw the good side of the city,

till I hitched a ride on a river boat queen.
Big wheel a-keep on turnin,

Proud Mary keep on burnin,

Rollin', rollin', rollin' on the river.

Rollin', rollin’, rollin' on the river.

if you come down to the river,
bet you're gonna find some people who live,

you don't have to worry, cause you have no money,

people on the river are happy to give.
Big wheel keep on turnin,

Proud Mary keep on burnin,

Rollin', rollin’, rollin' on the river.
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Rangur Madur

Hofundur lags og texta: Sélstrandargaejarnir.
Flytjandi: Sélstrandargaejarnir.

Romeod og Julia
Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Af hverju get ég ekki
lifad edlilegu lifi

Af hverju get ég ekki
lifad business lifi
keypt mér husbil og ibuo

Af hverju get ég ekki
gengio menntaveginn
pangad til ad ég aeli

Af hverju get ég ekki
gert neitt af viti
af hverju feeddist ég looser

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi x2

Af hverju er lifid svona 6murlegt
eetli pad sé skarra i Zimbawe

Af hverju var ég fullur & virkum degi
af hverju meetti ég ekki i tima

Af hverju get ég ekki
byrjad i iprottum
og hlaupid um eins og asni

Af hverju get ég ekki
verid jafn hamingjusamur
og Sigga og Grétar i Stjérninni

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi x2

Uppi i risinu sérdu litid ljos,

heit hjortu, félnud rés

Matarleifar, bogin skeid,

undan oddinum samviskan sveid.

Pau tridu a drauma, myrkrid svart,
draumarnir tilbadu pau.

Fingurnir geeldu vid stalid kalt,
lifsvbkvann deelan saug.

Draumarnir langir runnu i eitt,

dofin pau fylgdu med.

Sprautan vard lifid, med henni gatu breytt
pvi sem éatti eftir ad ske.

Uppi i risinu lagu og 6fu sinn vef,
Ottann praeddu upp a préd.

Ekkert gat sked pvi pad var ekkert
ef vel var ad gao.

Hittust a laun, léku i fridi og ro,

i skugganum sat Talia.

Hvitir hestar drégu vagninn med Rémed,
vid hlid hans sat Julia.

Tradu & drauma, myrkrid svart,
draumarnir tilbadu pau.

Romeo - Julia, Rbmeo - Julia

Pegar kaldir vindar haustsins,
bldsa naprir um géturnar,

sérdu Juliu standa, bj6éda sig hasa,
i von um lif i adarnar.

pvi Romed villtist inn & annad svio,
hans hlutverk gekk ekki par.

Of stér skammtur stytti pa bio,

inn & kldsetti & 6pekktum bar.
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Hittust & laun, 1éku i fridi og ro,

i skugganum sat Talia.

Hvitir hestar drégu vagninn med Rémeo,
vid hlid hans sat Julia.

Tradu & drauma, myrkrid svart,
draumarnir tilbadu pau.

Romeo - Julia, Rbmed - Julia

Sem aldrei fyrr

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Og fyrir pa sem aldrei hafa elskad
hlytur timinn ad standa kyrr.

En ég er astfanginn

sem aldrei fyrr.

Serbinn

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Suma dreymir gull og greena skoga
og grata peir eiga ekki meir.

Med gallbragd i munni brosa beiskir
og bolva par til sélin i peim deyr.
Og Judas er verdlaus luser,

sem lifinu hafnadi segja peir.

En mig dreymir adeins pessa einu konu,
pad er eldfimt loftid par sem han fer.

pad er gott ad elska og eiga hennar hjarta
og hun elskar mig eins og ég er.

Og ég veit hvar frelsio er ad finna,

i fadm’ hennar par bidur eftir mér.

Og pad er vont ad vera tyndur

i verdld sem engar hefur dyr.

Og fyrir pa sem aldrei hafa elskad
hlytur timinn ad standa kyrr.

En ég er astfanginn

sem aldrei fyrr.

Ju, mig dreymir adeins pessa einu konu
og allan pennan pokka sem hun ber.

pad er gott ad elska og eiga hennar hjarta
pvi hin tekur mér eins og ég er.

Og ég veit hvar frelsio er ad finna,

i fadm’ hennar pad bidur eftir mér.

Og pad er vont ad vera tyndur
i verdld sem engar hefur dyr.

Spegilmyndir & votu malbiki
moskur tunglsins i néttinni
Grétur eldsins inni solinni
fegurdin kemur fra salinni
solin svidur svarta moldina
lif sprettur af svitanum

Titéismi knyttum bokum
eitt Iitio, eitt 1itid serbneskt blém

Saomadurinn yrkir jordina
hlaturinn kemur fra akrinum
maodurmijolkina sygur sakleysio
frelsid feedist i hjartanu
endurfseddur ati audninni
sigurglampi i augunum

Titdismi knyttum bokum
eitt litid, eitt Iitid serbneskt blém

Skuggar kvoldsins keela herdarnar
liésin kyssa gluggana

bjarminn fra eldinum synir ranirnar
ristar i andlitum mannanna

med svefninum koma minningar
votar grafir hetjunnar

Titéismi knyttum bdkum
eitt litid, eitt litid serbneskt blém
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She Loves You

Hofundur lags og texta: Lennon/McCartney.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.
She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.
She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

You think you've lost your love
when | saw her yesterday.

It's you she's thinking of

and she told me what to say.
She says she loves you

and you know that can't be bad.
Yes she loves you and you
know you should be glad. Oooh.

She said you were to know

that she almost lost her mind.
And now she says she knows
you're not the hurting kind.

She says she loves you

and you know that can't be bad.
Yes she loves you and you
know you should be glad. Oooh.

She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.
She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.
and with a love like that,

you know you should be glad.

And now its up to you,

| think it's only fair.

If I should hurt you too,
apologize to her.

Because she loves you,

and you know that can't be bad.
Yes she loves you and you
know you should be glad. Oooh.

She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.
She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah.
She loves you, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah.

Sigling

Hofundur lags: Oddgeir Kristjansson .
Hofundur texta: Arni Ur Eyjum.
Flytjandi: KK og Magnus.

Blitt og létt, baran skvett,
batnum gefur,

ljufur bleer landi fjeer
leidir gnod.

Ekkert hik, ardagsblik
ormum vefur

hlid og grund, haf og sund,
hvita vod.

Hee, skitan skridur,
skinandi yfir see

Sem fugl & flugi
ferskum i sunnanblee.

Blitt og létt baran skvett
batnum gefur.

ljufur bleer landi fjeer
leidir gnod.

Sonnetta

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Cabo 3.band

/E, ljufast var ad vaka astin min
Vetrarngetur dimmar vid brjéstin pin.
Pegar kalt er i vedri og vindurinn hvin
pa vekur félur maninn bérnin sin.

Hversu ljuft var ad hlaeja og gera grin
grafa sig undir pitt hvita lin.

Og opna pitt heita hjartaskrin

hverfa loks pangad sem astin skin.

I himinu svala ég ligg og leet mig dreyma
leyfi sorginni ad vaka i minu hjarta
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og sakna hlyju pinna handa.

Og fyrri tidar myndir i myrkrinu svarta
magnast hverju sinni er ég anda.
Eg er ordinn of gamall til ad gleyma.

Spenntur

Hoéfundur lags og texta: Einar Bardarson.
Flytiandi: A Moti Sél.

P vindar blas'a méti stend ég hér
Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Syneta

Hofundur lags: Martin Hoffman.
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Soltid skrytin, soltid pveeld
Samt ekk'of mikid, ekk'Gtpeeld
p6 ekki afleit, einhver faer
Samt ekk'of mikid komdu neer.

Enn ein néttin engin hér

Eg sit hér einn med sjalfum mér
Finnst allt svo tomlegt, lidur haegt
Finn ekkert fyrr en hefur leegt

Pad hjélpar helling hvad pu ert seet

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
Po6 vindar blas'a moti stend ég hér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Svoltid frikad soltid svart
Kannsk'ekkert skytid daldid hart
pad er 6trilega sart

Ad finna svona mikid fyrir ast

Pad hjalpar helling hvad pu ert saet

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
P4 vindar blas'a maéti stend ég hér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Oft & tidum péa sé ég ekki ut
Stund og stadur binda & mig hnuat

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér

Capo a 3. bandi

Milli j6la og nyars um nétt vido komum,

i nistingskulda, slyddu og éli".

Syneta hét skipid sem skreid vid landid,
med skaddad styri og laskada vél.

Vid austurstrondina stodum a dekki,
stéroum i sortans koélgusky,

drunur brimsins barust um loftid,
baen min drukknadi 6ttanum i.

Innst i firdinum sdum vid ljésin lysa,
ljésin sem komu porpinu fra,

um sidir pau hurfu i hridina dokku,
um hjortu okkar fleeddi lifsins pra.

Pessa nott skipid a Skridanum steytti,
skelfing og otti toku 6ll vold.

| batana komumst vid kaldir og preyttir,
i kolsvarta myrkri beid aldan koéld.

P& nétt vid déum, drottinn minn gédur,
drukknudum bjarg'lausir einn og einn.
Himinn og haf syndust saman renna,
okkar sidasta tak var brimsorfinn steinn.

Innst i firdinum sdum vid ljésin lysa,
ljésin sem komu porpinu fra,

um sidir pau hurfu i hridina dokku,
um hjortu okkar fleeddi lifsins pra.

| pangi vid fundumst, en fimm ennpé vantar,
fijérunni aldan skiladi oss,
i his & bérum vio bornir vorum
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med blda vor eftir 6ldunnar koss.

Ef pa siglir um sumar, vinur,

0g sérd vid Skrudinn brimsorfin sker,
viltu bidja peim fyrir er férust,

peim fimm sem aldrei skiludu sér.

Soknudur

Hofundur lags: Jéhann Helgason .
Hoéfundur texta: Vilhjalmur Vilhjaimsson.
Flytjandi: Vilhjalmur Vilhjalmsson.

Eg ryni Gt um rifurnar.

Eg reyndar sé pig alls stadar.
P& napurt er, pad naedir hér
0g nistir mig.

Tears In Heaven

Hofundur lags og texta: Eric Clapton.
Flytjandi: Eric Clapton.

Mér finnst ég varla heill né halfur madur
og heldur o6sjalfbjarga, pvi er verr.

Ef veerir pu hja mér, vildi ég gladur
verda betri en ég er.

Eitt sinn verda allir menn ad deyja.

Eftir bjartan daginn kemur nétt.

Eg harma pad, en samt verd ég ad segja,
ad sumarid lidur allt of fljott.

Vid geetum sungid, gengio um,
gleymt okkur med blémunum.

Er rokkvar radio stjérnumal.
Gengio saman hond i hond,
haeglat farid nidur & strond.

Fundid stad, sameinad beggja sal.

Horfid er ni sumarid og solin,
I salu minni hefur grima vold.

| aesku léttu is og myrkur jolin;
na einn ég sit um vetrarkvold.

Eitt sinn verda allir menn ad deyja.

Eftir bjartan daginn kemur nétt.

Eg harma pad, en samt verd ég ad segja,
ad sumarid lidur allt of fljétt.

Eg gai it um gluggann minn
hvort gangir pa um hligid inn.
Mér alltaf synist ég sjai pig.

Would you know my name
Would it be the same

| must be strong

and carry on

'‘Cause | know | just can't stay
here in heaven

Would you hold my hand
Would you help me stand

I'll find my way

through night and day
'‘Cause | know | just can't stay
here in heaven

Time can bring you down,
time can bend your knees
Time can break your heart
have you beggin please
beggin please

Beyond the door

there's peace for sure

And I know there'll be no more
tears in heaven

Would you know my name
Would it be the same

| must be strong
and carry on
'‘Cause | know | don't belong
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here in heaven
'‘Cause | know | don't belong
here in heaven

Things We Said Today

Hoéfundur lags og texta: John Lennon og Paul McCartney.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

You say you will love me

if | have to go.

You'll be thinking of me,
somehow | will know.

Someday when I'm lonely,
wishing you weren't so far away,
Then | will remember

things we said today.

You say you'll be mine, girl,

til the end of time.

These days such a kind girl
seems so hard to find.
Someday when we're dreaming,
deep in love, not a lot to say.
Then we will remember

things we said today.

Me, I'm just the lucky kind.

Love to hear you say that love is luck.
And, though we may be blind,

Love is here to stay. And that's enough

to make you mine, girl,

be the only one.

Love me all the time, girl

we'll go on and on.

Someday when we're dreaming,
deep in love, not a lot to say.
Then we will remember

things we said today.

Me, I'm just the lucky kind.
Love to hear you say that love is luck.
And, though we may be blind,

Love is here to stay. And that's enough

to make you mine, girl,

be the only one.

Love me all the time, girl

we'll go on and on.

Someday when we're dreaming,
deep in love, not a lot to say.
Then we will remember

things we said today.

Undir regnbogann

Héfundur lags: Hallgrimur Oskarsson.
Hofundur texta: Eirikur Hauksson.
Flytjandi: Ingé.

Eg get sigrad heiminn nu

gengid undir regnbogann

yfir himins haestu bra

Saman ég og pu

Vid hraeedumst ekki sannleikann

og draumarnir peir raetast nd... ah ah ah

Eg vil vinna afrek, tradu mér

Sa sem aldrei profar, hvergi fer
Lengra, heerra, hradar, hvert sem er
Taekifeerin bida tridu mér

Ah ah. ah ah

Eg & draum sem reetist n(...u
Stundum lifid er

gramygla og glérulaust

en pé er gott ad gleyma sér

Liggja pér vio hlid

og tala um gbédu draumana

sem fylgja okkur alla leid... ah ah ah

Eg vil vinna afrek, trddu mér

Sé& sem aldrei préfar, hvergi fer
Lengra, heerra, hradar, hvert sem er
Taekifeerin bida tridu mér

Til ad sigra heiminn, vinna dad
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Latum koma tima, koma rad
hafdu trd og taktu bara a
Teekifeerin birtastpa

Lalalalalalalalala...
lalalalalalalalala...

Lengra, heerra, hradar, hvert sem er
Teekifeerin birtast mér

Ahah. ah ah
Eg & draum sem raetist nG

Uti i Eyjum

Hofundur lags: Jakob F. Magnusson.
Hofundur texta: Egill Olafsson.
Flytjandi: Studmenn .

Mér er sem ég sja'ann Einar kalda,
mér er sem ég sja'ann Einar hér.

Er hann Einsi kannski buinn ad tjalda
vid hlidina & pér...

Mér er sem ég sja'ann Einar kalda,
mér er sem €g sja'ann Einar hér.

Er hann Einsi kannski buinn ad tjalda
vid hlidina a pér...

Vegbuinn
Hofundur lags og texta: KK.
Flytjandi: KK.

Uti i Eyjum - bj6 Einar kaldi - er hann hér enn?
Hann var 6dlingsdrengur, ja svona eins og gengur
um Eyjamenn.

I kvenmannsholdid kleip hann soldi®

klipur hann enn?

Hann sigldi um saeinn, svalan aeginn

siglir hann enn?

Allir saman nu:

Tra-la-la, tra-la-la la-la,

hann bjargadi sér fyrir bjorgin dimm,

Tra-la-la, tra-la-la la-la,

paer badu hans einar fimm.

Hann unni einni, Onnu hreinni,
ann'ann‘enn'enn?

En hvar er Anna, elsku Anna?

Vid spyrjum konur og menn.

Hann sast med Guddu, saetri buddu,
i sudlaegri borg,

en Anna situr, ein og bitur,

i astarsorg.

Allir saman nu:

Tra-la-la, tra-la-la la-la,

hann bjargadi sér fyrir bjorgin dimm,
Tra-la-la, tra-la-la la-la,

paer badu hans einar fimm.

pu feerd aldrei'ad gleyma
pegar ferd pu a stja.

pu att hvergi heima
nema veginum a.

Med angur i hjarta
og dirfskunnar méad
pu ferd pina eigin,
otrodnu sléo.

Vegbui, sestu mér hja.
Segdou mér sogur,

j&, segou mér fra.

bu attir von,

na er vonin farin a brott
flogin i veg.

Eitt er ad dreyma

og annad ad pra.

PU vaknar ad morgni
veginum a.

Vegbui, sestu mér hja.
Segdu mér sogur,

ja, segdu mér fra.

bu attir von,

nua er vonin farin & brott
flogin i veg.
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Vodvasteeltur

Hofundur lags og texta: Hreimur Orn Heimisson.
Flytjandi: Land og Synir.

Fardu fr4, ég sé pig nu i nyju ljosi
A annan stad ég vild'ég veeri allt annar madur
Eins og pu, fullkominn a alla stadi

en fardu fra ég eetla ad byggja mig upp med hradi

Vertu atrinadargodio mitt
Kaflaskiptur likami
Med sexappeal svo fullkominn

Ekki lengur letilif, ég eetla eetla eetla ad verda

Alveg eins og pu
og eiga ahorfendur sem ad bida i r6oum
a eftir pér, ég slefa og pumpa i svitab6dum.

Vertu atrinadargodio mitt
Kaflaskiptur likami
Med sexappeal svo fullkominn

Ekki lengur letilif, ég eetla eetla eetla ad verda

L6din hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin

Alveg eins og pu

og eiga ahorfendur sem ad bida i r6oum

a eftir pér, ég slefa og pumpa i svitabdoum

0g seinna meir pegar ég er ordin vbdvasteeltur
imyndin af pér, han styrkist pa er Gtarpselda

L&AIn hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin

L&din hladast a mig
Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin

When I'm Sixty-four
Hofundur lags: Paul McCartney.
Hofundur texta: John Lennon.
Flytjandi: The Beatles.

When | get older, loosing my hair,

many years from now.

Will you still be sending me a Valentine,
birthday greetings, bottle of wine?

If I've been out till quarter to three,

would you lock the door?

Will you still need me, will you still feed me,
when I'm sixty-four?

You'll be older too.
Ah! And if you say the word
| could stay with you.

| could be handy mending a fuse,

when your lights are gone.

You can knit a sweater by the fireside.
Sunday morning go for a ride.

Doing the garden, digging the weeds,

who could ask for more?

Will you still need me, will you still feed me,
when I'm sixty-four?

Every summer we can rent a cottage
in the isle of Wright

if it's not too dear.

We shall shrimp and save.
Grandchildren on our knees

Vera, Chuck and Dave.

Send me a postcard, drop me a line,
stating point of view.

Indicate precisely what you mean to say.
Yours sincerely wasting away.

Give me your answer, fill in a form,

mine for ever more.

Will you still need me, will you still feed me
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when I'm sixty-four.

Whiskey in the jar
Hofundur lags og texta: irskt pjodlag.
Flytjandi: Thin Lizzy.

As | was goin' over

the Cork and Kerry mountains
| saw Captain Farrell

and his money he was countin’
| first produced my pistol

and then produced my rapier

| said stand and deliver

or the devil he may take ya

Musha ring dum a doo dum a da
Whack for my daddy-o, Whack for my daddy-o
There's whiskey in the jar-o

| took all of his money

and it was a pretty penny

| took all of his money

and | brought it home to Molly
She swore that she'd love me,
never would she leave me

But the devil take that woman

for you know she tricked me easy

Musha ring dum a doo dum a da
Whack for my daddy-o, Whack for my daddy-o
There's whiskey in the jar-o

Being drunk and weary

| went to Molly's chamber
Takin' my money with me

and | never knew the danger
For about six or maybe seven
in walked Captain Farrell

| jumped up, fired off my pistols
and | shot him with both barrels

Musha ring dum a doo dum a da
Whack for my daddy-o, Whack for my daddy-o

There's whiskey in the jar-o

Now some men like the fishin'

and some men like the fowlin'

And some men like ta hear a
cannon ball a roarin'

Me | like sleepin’

specially in my Molly's chamber

But here | am in prison,

here | am with a ball and chain yeah

Musha ring dum a doo dum a da
Whack for my daddy-o, Whack for my daddy-o
There's whiskey in the jar-o

Who'll stop the rain

Hofundur lags og texta: John Fogerty.
Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival.

Long as | remember,
rain's been falling down
clouds of mystery pourin’,
confusion on the ground.

Good men through the ages,
tryin' to find the sun

and | wonder still | wonder,
who'll stop the rain.

| went down Virginia,

seeking shelter from the storm
Caught up in a fable

watched the tower grow.

Five-year plans and New Deals,
wrapped in golden chains,

and | wonder still | wonder,
who'll stop the rain.

Heard the singers' playing,
how we cheered for more

the crowd had rushed together,
just tryin to keep warm.
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Still the rain kept fallin’,
fallin on my ears

and | wonder still | wonder,
who'll stop the rain.

Wild World

Hofundur lags og texta: Cat Stevens.
Flytjandi: Cat Stevens.

La, Ia, la, la, Ia, la, la, laa, laa, la,
La, la, Ia, la, la, 1a, la, Ia, laa, laa, Ia,
La, la, Ia, la, la, la, la, Ia, laa, laa, la,
Laaa, laaa.

Now that I've lost everything to you,

You say you wanna start something new,
And it's breakin' my heart you're leavin'.
Baby, I'm grievin'.

But if you wanna leave, take good care.
Hope you have a lot of nice things to wear,
But then a lot of nice things turn bad out there.

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

It's hard to get by just upon a smile.

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

I'll always remember you like a child, girl.

You know I've seen a lot of what the world can do.

And it's breakin' my heart in two.
Because | never wanna see you sad, girl.
Don't be a bad girl.

But if you wanna leave, take good care.

Hope you make a lot of nice friends out there,
But just remember there's a lot of bad

and beware - ware!

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

It's hard to get by just upon a smile.

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

And I'll always remember you like a child, girl.

La, la, Ia, la, la, la, la, laa, laa, la,
La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, laa, laa, la,
La, la, Ia, la, la, la, la, la, laa, laa, la,
Laaa, laaa.

Baby I love you.

But if you wanna leave, take good care.

Hope you make a lot of nice friends out there,
But just remember there's a lot of bad

and beware - ware.

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

It's hard to get by just upon a smile.

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

And I'll always remember you like a child, girl.

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

And it's hard to get by just upon a smile.

Oh, baby, baby, it's a wild world.

And I'll always remember you like a child, girl.

Wish You Were Here

Hofundur lags: David Gilmour.
Hofundur texta: Roger Waters.
Flytjandi: Pink Floyd.

S0, so you think you can tell,

Heaven from Hell, blue skys from pain.

Can you tell a green field from a cold steel rail,
a smile from a veil,

Do you think you can tell?

And did they get you to trade

your heroes for ghosts,

Hot ashes for trees, hot air for a cool breeze,
cold comfort for change,

And did you exchange a walk on part in the war
for a lead role in a cage?
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How | wish, how | wish you were here.

We're just two lost souls swimming in a fish bowl,
year after year,

Running over the same old ground.

What have we found?

The same old fears. Wish you were here!

Wonderwall

Hofundur lags og texta: Noel Gallagher.
Flytjandi: Oasis.

Capo a 2. bandi.

Today is gonna be the day that they're
gonna throw it back to you

By now you should've somehow

realized what you gottado

| don't believe that anybody feels the way
| do about you now

Backbeat the word is on the street that the
fire in your heart is out

I'm sure you've heard it all before but you
never really had a doubt

| don't believe that anybody feels the way
| do about you now

And all the roads we have to walk are winding
And all the lights that lead us there are blinding
There are many things that | would like

to say to you, but | don't know how

Cause maybe you're gonna
be the one that saves me?

And after all

You're my wonder

wall pdgn

Today is gonna be the day but they'l
never throw it back to you
By now you should've somehow

realized what you're not todo
| don't believe that anybody feels the way
| do about you now

And all the roads that lead you there are winding
And all the lights that light the way are blinding
There are many things that | would like

to say to you, but | don't know how

Cause maybe
be the one that saves me?
And after all

You're my wonder

wall pogn

you're gonna

Cause maybe you're gonna
be the one that saves me?
And after all
You're my wonder
wall pdgn
| said maybe You're gonna
be the one that saves me?
You're gonna be the one that saves me?
You're gonna be the one that saves me?

Wouldn't it be nice

Hofundur lags: Brian Wilson.
Hofundur texta: Tony Asher.
Flytjandi: Beach Boys.

Wouldn't it be nice if we were older

and we wouldn't have to wait so long

And wouldn't it be nice to live together

in the kind of world where we belong

You know it's gonna make it that much better
When we can say goodnight and stay together

Wouldn't it be nice if we could wake up
in the morning when the day is new
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And after having spent the day together

hold each other close the whole night through
What happy times together we'd be spending

| wish that every kiss was never ending
Oh, wouldn't it be nice

Maybe if we think and wish and

hope and pray it might come true

Maybe then there wouldn't be

a single thing we couldn't do

We could be married (we could be married)

And then we'd be happy (then we'd be happy)

Oh, wouldn't it be nice

You know it seems the more we talk about it
It only makes it worse to live without it
but let's talk about it

Wouldn't it be nice, good night, baby, sleep tight, baby..

pPingmannageela

Hofundur lags og texta: Bubbi Morthens.
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens.

Eru ord pin aetlud mér. Trua trda trda.

Er helviti Dantes islandsédur?

Allt hafid bleik klosettskal?

Var Ner6 hinn ljafi a lyruna géour?
Hafa l6gfreedingar sal.

Pingmadur og svarid er: ja ja
Pingmadur og svarid er: nei nei

Mig langar til ad trda pér. Trda trda trda.
Eru ord pin aetlué mér. Trda trda trda.

Po6 lidi ar og old
Hofundur lags: M.Brown/B.Galilli/T.Sansone.

Hofundur texta: Kristmann Vilhjalmsson.
Flytjandi: Bjorgvin Halld6rsson .

Capo & 3. bandi

Er nokkud skéarra ad lifa ut a landi?
Eda er [IdBmunin betri hér?

Er praktiskt ad sjaga mjolk ar sandi?
Er heegt ad synda i frjiosandi Hver?

Pingmadur og svario er: ja ja
Pingmadur og svario er: nei nei

Mig langar til ad trda pér. Trua trda trda.
Eru ord pin aetlud mér. Trda trda trda.

Er Solin vixill sem vaknar hja Denna?

Er vorid misnotad barn?

Er Jonas Hallgrims & himnum ad brenna?
Er Hitler ad vefa pad garn?

pPingmadur og svarid er: ja ja
Pingmadur og svarid er: nei nei
Mig langar til ad trua pér. Trua trda trda.

Alltaf prai ég pig heitt
Po liai ar

I heiminum getur ei neitt
Perrad min tar

p¢ lidi ar og 6ld

Er ast min aetid aetlud pér

P6 gleymir pa i heimsins glaum
Ollu um mig

Eg elska pig

i svefni sem voku
Sé eg pig

Brosandi augun pin
Yfirgefa ei mig

po lidi ar og old

Er st min aetid aetlud pér

P6 gleymir pu i heimsins glaum
Ollu um mig

Eg elska pig

Svo flykkjast arin ad
Og allt er breytt
I minningunni brenna p6
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Augun pin heit

PO lidi ar og o6ld

Er st min aetid aetlud pér

P06 gleymir pu i heimsins glaum
Ollu um mig

Eg elska pig

pPorsmerkurljod
Hofundur lags: Pyskt pjodlag.
Hofundur texta: Sigurdur Pdrarinsson.
Flytjandi: KK og Magnus.

Ennpa geymist pad mér i minni,
Maria, Maria,

hvernig vio fundumst i fyrsta sinni,
Maria, Maria.

Upphaf pess fundar var i peim dur,
ao aetludum baedi i Merkurtdr.

Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria.

Margt skedur stundum i Merkurferdum,
Maria, Maria,

mest po ef Bakkus er med i gerdum,
Maria, Maria.

Bratt satu flestir kinn vid kinn

og kominn var galsi i mannskapinn.

Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria.

Pvi er nu eitt sinn pannig varid,
Maria, Maria,

ad aratta kvensamra' er kvennafarid,
Maria, Maria.

Einhvern veginn svo aexladist

ao ég fékk pig i bilnum kysst.

Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria.

Ofarlega mér er i sinni,

Maria, Maria,

ad pad var fagurt i Porsmorkinni,
Maria, Maria.

Birkid ilmaadi, allt var hlj6tt

yfir oss hvelfdist stjornunétt.

Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria.

Ei vio eina fjol er ég felldur,

Maria, Maria,

0g pu ert vist enginn engill heldur,

Maria, Maria.

Okkur mun sambudin endast vel

ar pvi ad heefir kjafti skel.

Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria.

Troddu pér nu inn i tjaldid hja mér,

Maria, Maria,

sidan aetla' ég ad sofa hja pér,

Maria, Maria.

Svo drkum vid saman vorn gfiveg

er ekki tilveran dasamleg.

Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria, Maria.

PU komst vid hjartad i meér

Hofundur lags: Toggi.
Hofundur texta: Pall Oskar Hjalmtysson.
Flytjandi: Hjaltalin.

Og pegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

Eg pori ad maeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

A diskébar,

ég dansadi fra sirka tolf til sjo.

Vid meettumst par,

med hjoértun okkar brotin baedi tvo.

Eg var ad leita ad ast!
€g var ad leita ad ast!

Og pegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

Eg pori ad maeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

pad er munur 4,
ad vera einn og vera einmana.
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Eg gat ei meir,

var daudpreyttur & sél og likama.
Eg var ad leita ad ast!

€g var ad leita ad ast!

Og pegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

Eg pori ad maeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér,

0 sem betur fer.

A diskobar,

€g dansadi fra sirka tolf til sjo.

Vid meettumst par,

med hjortun okkar brotin baedi tvo.

Eg var ad leita ad ast!
€g var ad leita ad ast!

Og pegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

€g pori ad maeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér,

0 sem betur fer.

Og sem betur fer og sem betur fer
pa fann ég pig hér.
Og sem betur fer og sem betur fer
pa fann ég pig hér

00000 0000000000
00000 0000000000
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