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Afgan

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Intré6: munnharpa og kassagitar

Eg hlusta a Zeppelin

og ég ferdast aftur i timann

Pu spyrd mig, hvar er gimsteinninn
i augum pinum ljufan?

Svitinn perlar a brjéstum pinum

pu bitur i hndann

pu flygur a brott

med syndum minum, Svartur Afgan

Eg elska pig svo heitt

ad mig sundlar og verkjar

| fadmi pinum pu leetur mig

finna til sektar

Uti i horni liggur kisi pinn og malar
inn & badherbergi

stendur vofan pin og talar

Uti hamast regnié

vid ad komast inn til pin

Eg skrid undir seengina

heyri hvernig stormurinn hvin
Drottningin med stridsfakana sina
byd&ur okkur inn til sin

Hun synir okkur inni sélina

segir ad solin sé sin

Millispil- Munnharpa

Lyftan var bilud

husvordurinn kalladi mig svin
sagdist hata alla poppara

€g hélt hann veeri ad gera grin

Eg sagdi ad ég vaeri heimsaekja stulku

hdn veeri unnusta min
Hann sagdi: Mér er nakveemlega
sama po hun sé ekki stulkan pin

Pegar ég bankadi a dyrnar
opnadi vofan pin

Hun sagdi: bu varst bara draumur
€g hefd’ adeins sé&d pig i syn

O, ég elska pig ég vil ekki vakna
Svartur Afgan

drauma minna ég sakna

Millispil- Munnharpa

Kalt blés nordanvindur, jandarmorgun

er Agnes og Fridrik 16gdu af stad.

Kaldur stéd baendaskarinn peim var vorkunn.

Skelfdir horféu a axarinnar blad.

Agnes og Fridrik
Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens

Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Natans brédir fylltur beisku hatri.

Hond Fridriks kold sem a na.

Presturinn hvislar ,ljukum pessu af i snatri.
Hb&ggdu vel svo drottinn megi sja“.

Fridrik folur stod uppi vindinn.

Ord prestsins féllu frosna jordu a.
Baendur stundu: ,Stér er syndin®.

Er Fridrik lagdi hofud sitt stokkinn a.

Tryllt af 6tta Agnes fra sér baroi

er hofud Fridriks buknum rulladi fra.
Blédhlaupin augu, slef Ur vitum hennar lagdi
Résin Kidjaskards vard eins og hrimgratt stra.

Breidabolsprestur med konungs snaps i hendi
skipadi Agnesi ad standa, en Agnes la.
Yfirvald Bléndal bédlinum brennivin sendi

til ad beaegja efanum salu hans fra.

Hjalandi eins og smabarn a daudann hun staréi.
Med afli peir Iétu hana krjupa fé6tum hans hja.
Blondal keikur st6d a heesta gardi,

og Oskradi: ,Baendur litid upp, pid skulud fa ad sja“...

Natans brédir allan sinn styrk i hdggid lagoi.

Bl66 og pvag slettist frosinn mel a.

Beaendaskarinn stundi pungt, en i petta sinn pagéi.
Pegar hofud peirra a stongum féru par hja.

Angie
Hoéfundur lags: Keith Richards

Hofundur texta: Mick Jagger
Flytjandi: The Rolling Stones

Oh, Angie, oh, Angie,

when will those dark clouds disappear
Angie, Angie,

where will it lead us from here

With no loving in our souls
and no money in our coats
You can’t say we'’re satis-fied
But Angie, Angie,

you can’t say we never tried

Angie, you’re beautiful,

but ain’t it time we said goodbye
Angie, | still love you,

remember all those nights we cried
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All the dreams we held so close
seemed to all go up in smoke
Let me whisper in your ear
Angie, Angie,

where will it lead us from here

Oh, Angie, don’t you weep,

all your kisses still taste sweet

| hate that sadness in your eyes
But Angie, Angie,

ain’t time we said goodbye

With no loving in our souls
and no money in our coats
You can’tsay we’re satisfied
But Angie, Angie,

you can'tsay we nevertried

But Angie, | still love you, baby,

ev’rywhere | look | see your eyes

There ain’t a woman that comes close to you,
come on, baby, dry your eyes

But Angie, Angie,

ain’t it good to be alive
Angie, Angie,

they can’t say we never tried

As Tears Go By

Hofundur lags: Oldham asamt fleirum.
Hofundur texta: Oldham asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: The Rolling Stones

It is the evening of the day

| sit and watch the children play
Smiling faces | can see, but not for me
| sit and watch as tears go by

My riches can't buy every thing
| want to hear the children sing

All | hear is the sound of rain, falling on the ground

| sit and watch as tears go by

It is the evening of the day

| sit and watch the children play

doin' things | used to do, they think are new
| sit and watch as tears go by

Blindsker

Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Ho6fundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Das Kapital

Skédmmu adur en vindurinn sofnar uppi a haadunum
eins og morgun ddggin sprettur svitinn fram.
Andartaki adur en nyr dagur kemur med postinum
akvedur solin ad hylja sinn harm.

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

Eg sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie a 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 gétuna, hitti sama félkia,

geri sbmu hlutina og ég gerdi med pér.

P6 dagurinn sé sa sami, er pad ekki sama néttin,
pvi néttin var okkar timi til ad byrja me®.

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

Eg sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie a 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.

Coward 0f The County

Ho6fundur lags: Roger Bowling
Hoéfundur texta: Roger Bowling
Flytjandi: Kenny Rogers

Ev'ryone considered him

the coward of the county.

He'd never stood one single time
to prove the county wrong.

His mama named him Tommy,
the folks just called him yellow,
but something always told me
they were reading Tommy wrong.

He was only ten years old
when his daddy died in prison.
| looked after Tommy 'cause
he was my brother's son.

| still recall the final words

my brother said to Tommy:
"Son, my life is over,

but yours is just begun.

Promise me, son,
not to do the things I've done.
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Walk away from trouble if you can.

It wont mean youre weak

if you turn the other cheek.

I hope you're old enough to understand:
Son, you don't have to fight to be a man."

There's someone for ev'ryone
and Tommy's love was Becky.
In her arms he didn't have

to prove he was a man.

One day while he was workin'
the Gatlin boys came callin'.
They took turns at Becky
There was three of them!

Tommy opened up the door

and saw his Becky cryin'.

The torn dress, the shattered look
was more than he could stand.

He reached above the fireplace
and took down his daddy's picture.
As his tears fell on his daddy's face,
he heard these words again:

"Promise me, son,

not to do the things I've done.

Walk away from trouble if you can.

It won't mean you're weak

if you turn the other cheek.

I hope you're old enough to understand:
Son, you don't have to fight to be a man."

The Gatlin boys just laughed at him
when he walked into the barroom.

One of them got up and met him
halfway ‘cross the floor.

When Tommy turned around they said,

"Hey look! ol' yellow's leavin'.
But you coulda heard a pin drop

when Tommy stopped and blocked the door.

Twenty years of crawlin’

was bottled up inside him.

He wasn't holdin' nothin' back;
he let 'em have it all.

When Tommy left the barroom
not a Gatlin boy was standin’.
He said, "This one's for Becky,"
as he watched the last one fall.
And | heard him say,

"l promised you, Dad, not to

do the things you done.

| walk away from trouble when | can.
Now please don't think I'm weak,

| didn't turn the other cheek,

and Papa, | sure hope you understand:

Sometimes you gotta fight when you're a man.'

Ev'ryone considered him
the coward of the county.

Freyjablus

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Hornafjordur, Vestmannaeyjar
Eskifjordur, Bolungarvik

Nordfjordur, Feereyjar.

alltaf enda ég i Reykjavik. Aha, ha, ha.

Preela i fiski, pula a sjonum

draga linu, kutta a fisk.

Sofa i lukar eda i verbud

eta af drullugum disk. Aha, ha, ha, ha.

Sarir gomar, flegnar hendur

vodvar grata vilja ekki meir

en afram er pjosnast afram er preelad
hugsad um hetjur Hemingways.

Pegar timi gefst til aflogu

er drukkid, reykt hass

pad er slegist, pad er ridid

austur a fjordum eda nordur i rass.

Pegar i baeinn ég meeti aftur
svif inn i kaltarinn.
Menningarvitar sitja a8 Mokka
spjallandi um heimsmalin.

Hornafjordur, Vestmannaeyjar
Eskifjordur, Bolungarvik
Nordfjordur, Feereyjar.

alltaf enda ég i Reykjavik

Granland

Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Ho6fundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Pegar pu komst af veidum

med nyskutladan sel

s6lahringum saman i leyni,

slydda stormur og él.

Pegar hafisinn kom inna firdina
hvarf selurinn a brott

isinn var of pykkur fyrir rostungana,
hundarnir déu, pid lidud skort.

O, pu mikli veidimadur,




Sdéngbok buin til 8 www.guitarparty.com

Bls. 7

pad er sart ad horfa a.

Peir troda ykkur nidur i svadid,

rifa upp med rétum lidin ar.
Dattursynir pinir fara aldrei a veidar,
eda vid natturuna takast a.
Rydgadir sledans meidar,
minningar um horfin ar.

Pegar namurnar déu,

flutti draumurinn sig ur stad.
Tomar téftirnar hiégu,

a hnjanum trabodinn bad.

Til Danmerkur med stéra drauma,
stérir draumar kosta mikid fé
kynpattahatrid par kraumar,

vid viljum enga skreelingja hér.

Landi og pjéd i helgreip haldid,

i stadinn faid pid brennivin og hass.
Danskt er yfirvaldid sem heimtar

aod sleiktur sé sinn rass.

Pegar vitund pjédar pinnar er ad vakna,
horfir pj6d min i adra att.

Huélit sinum hin hampar, sem er hvitur,
pu veist vid hvad er att.

Fyrirgeféu pjéd minni keeri brodir.
Pvi hun stigur sinn eigin djéfladans.
Hun vill ekki sja eymd pina brodir.
Pvi hun sampykkir verk kugarans.

Hollywood

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hoéfundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

PU ungi madur, hvad ertu ad hugsa
begar pu ferd ut i kvold?

Ad fara a diskd, nai piu

lata afengid fa af pér vold.

Er malid ad hafa ljosashowin,
sem skipta um lit & pinni visnu hénd?
Er malid ad hafa ljosashowin,
sem skipta um lit & pinni visnu hénd?

Sljévgandi musik, allir fullir

i smart fotum velkominn i diské-verold
Enginn einmana, allir vinir

takist pa hond i hond.

Eins og i sjampdauglysingu
pid hlaupid um a fallegri strond.
| sl6 mésjon i sjampdauglysingu
vid sélarlag a fallegri strond.

Jafnvel gdmlu meistararnir svikja
tiskubudirnar lika

allt gefur petta milljardi ut i hond.
Peir ljuga ad ykkur, peir pretta,
disk6id mun velta

Hollywood er opid i kvdld.

Hve pungt er yfir benum

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Hve pungt er yfir baenum,
sem er svartur, leidur.
Ungt birki i husagéréum
med rotin lauf, tdm hreidur.

Dallurinn i slipp, €g er snaudur,
tarinn bolvad flipp, enginn audur.
Aldrei skal ég aftur ut a ballarhaf
fyrr en flotinn ordinn er raudur.
Mm - mm - mm - mm

Fyrr en flotinn ordinn er raudur.

Vixlar bida brosandi heima a bordum,
horfnar allar mublurnar.

Konan kvaddi mig med faum ordum
kannist pid vid rulluna?

Hversu dasamlegt er ad vera sjomadur,
sannur Vesturbaeingur.

Léttfrikadir mavar syngja 6d i eyru,

ertu ekki anaegdur?

Ertu ekki anaegdur?

Ertu ekki anaegdur?

Ja sjomannsilifid er sénn rémantik,
aldrei breela, pu parft enga skjolflik
nog af bledlum, djamm i Reykjavik
0og pu munt enda sem sjérekid lik
0g pu munt enda,

enda sem sjoérekid lik.

Kona

Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Ho6fundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Kannski er ég enn a veidum,
jafnvel ordinn sjalfur brad.
Lokad hef &g 6llum leidum
med regnbogans silfurprad.

Vorid faeddist til pess ad deyja,
gefa eitthvad nytt.
Eg heyrdi vindinn vid kornid segja:
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Sumarid verdur hlytt.

Viska pin var viska barnsins
sem flestir hafa misst,
Prungin speki 6ldungsins
sem leit heiminn manna fyrst.

Pu dansadir a ljésinu

med augun full af von

sem upphaf sitt atti i Betlehem
en do i Babylon.

Veistu, ég sakna nattanna
med sinn eina sanna lit,
glediom fuglanna

i tjanum ljufan pyt.

Eg leita pin i 6llum peim
andlitum sem ég sé.
Stundum by ég stulku heim
sem veit ekki ad ég er ég.

i kyrrainni dafnar og lifir sa kraftur
sem hjartad haféi misst.

Ef pognin geeti faert mig aftur

a pann stad sem ég sa pig fyrst.

Skuggarnir sofa & veginum uti,
sporin eru par enn

sem morkud voru i svortu fjuki.
Eg parf ad ganga hann senn.

Tréja atti Helenu fogru,
Akkilles heelinn sinn.
Tréjuhestsins augu stérdu,
pradu ad komast inn.

Eins og herirnir vid eldana bidu,
bid ég i minni tra.

Jata pvi sem augun tryéu

ad pad geeti verid pu.

Viska pin var viska barnsins
sem flestir hafa misst,
Prungin speki 6ldungsins
sem leit heiminn manna fyrst.

Og pu dansadir a ljésinu

med augun full af von

sem upphaf sitt atti i Betlehem
en do i Babylon.

Lady Jane

Hofundur lags: Mick Jagger/Keith Richards
Hofundur texta: Mick Jagger/Keith Richards
Flytjandi: The Rolling Stones

My sweet Lady Jane, when | see you again
Your servant am | and will humbly remain
Just hear this plea my love

On bended knees my love

| pledge myself to Lady Jane

My dear Lady Anne I've done what | can
| must take my leave for promised | am
This play is run my love

Your time has come my love

I've pledged my troth to Lady Jane

Oh, my sweet Marie | wait at your ease

The sands have run out for your lady and me
Wedlock is nigh my love

Her station's right my love

Live is secure with Lady Jane

Leyndarmal fragdarinnar

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

Klukkan er fjogur ad morgni
hofum elskast alla néttina.
Bilar fara i gang ut a horni
s6lin skein a bruna oxlina.

Og pu spurdir mig um

leyndarmal freegdarinnar

sem er ad stérum hluta einsemdin
og stundum fallegt bros

og stundum fallegt bros

Har pitt eins og gylltur stormur
flaeddi nidur herdar og bak.
hreyfdir pig eins og latur koéttur
hefur fengid a brad sinni tak

Og pu spurdir mig um

leyndarmal freegdarinnar

sem er ad stérum hluta einsemdin
og stundum fallegt bros

og stundum fallegt bros

Margir hafa elskast a undan

tvd vorum adeins og sein

pess ad vid fengjum bod um inngang
byggdum okkur afmarkadan heim

Og pu spurdir mig um

leyndarmal freegdarinnar

sem er ad stérum hluta einsemdin
og stundum fallegt bros

og stundum fallegt bros

einangrun fra umhverfi eda tima
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drukkum kampavin i Paris.
gafst mér numer, hringdu ef pu hefur sima
hittumst vié um jolin i Paris.

Og pu spurdir mig um

leyndarmal fraeegdarinnar

sem er ad stérum hluta einsemdin
og stundum fallegt bros

og stundum fallegt bros

Litli hermadurinn

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hoéfundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Hey litli hermadur

viltu leika vid mig?

Medan kulur fljiga um loftin bla
vid geetum leikid frid.

Eg skal vera kaerleikurinn

pu getur verid skynsemin.
Gleymum follnum félégum
byrjum upp a nytt.

Vid horfum a.
Vid horfum a.

Pegar kyrrd rikir i dogun
brosandi vid horfum &

pa follnu snua aftur til lifsins
vigvellinum fra.

Vid getum leikid fram til kvolds
horft til baka um nokkur ar.
Yfirmenn purfum ekki ad ottast
pad horfir enginn a

enginn a.
pad horfir enginn a.

Hey litli hermadur

verum born i einn dag

pvi @ morgun munum halda
i okkar seinasta slag.

Hvad er betra en ad vera barn
sina seinustu stund

upplifa bjarmann fra sveppinum
a svidinni grund.

Vid horfum a.

Vid horfum a.
Sérhver draumur lifir adeins eina nott
sérhver alda ris en hnigur jafnan skjott
hverju ordi fylgir pogn

Littu sérhvert solarlag

Hofundur lags: Bragi Valdimar Skulason
Hoéfundur texta: Bragi Valdimar Skulason
Flytjandi: Valdimar Gudémundsson asamt fleirum.

og pognin hverfur alltof fljott.

En p6 ad augnablikid aldrei fylli stund
skaltu eiga vid pad mikilvaegan fund
pvi ad tar sem perrad burt

aldrei neer ad graeda grund.

Littu sérhvert soélarlag,
sem pitt hinsta veeri pad.
Pvi morgni eftir ordinn dag
enginn gengur visum ad.

Pu veist ad timans kéldu fjétra enginn flyr
enginn fra hans I6ngu glimu aftur snyr.
pvi skaltu fanga pessa stund

pvi fegurdin i henni byr.

Littu sérhvert solarlag,
sem pitt hinsta veeri pad.
Pvi morgni eftir ordinn dag
enginn gengur visum ad.

Littu sérhvert soélarlag,
sem pitt hinsta veeri pad.
Pvi morgni eftir ordinn dag
enginn gengur visum ad.

Masi

Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Ho6fundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

| svértum ledurstdl situr hann sveittur

og feitur med lodinn bjor

i hvitri skyrtu med ferleg tél og krumlan
sem heldur um bjoérinn er harlaus og stér.

A daginn er hann konungur

sem drottnar og rikir einn

athugar hvern vixil, er viskomandi hreinn.
Slitin vOmbin er falin i eldtraustum skap.
Hvort sem pu truir pvi eda ekki

var hann einn a bat.

A kvéldin er hann preyttur

og afsalar henni sitt vald.

Nakin stulka med svipu i hendi

a peningaveski hefur lagt hald.
Og fruin kannar hvern

klofhaan hél um sudraenan sand.
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i svefnherberginu hangir

i gylltum ramma mynd af dottur hans

sem studerar i Frans

klassiskar bokmenntir, ségu, listir og dans.
Sonurinn er i New York,

stundar neeturlifi® med elegans.

Pegar stulkan er farin
hann situr kaldur og sljér
med visin bleikraud tol
og hundradpusundkallinn
skipti um eiganda og hlo.

Mescalin

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hoéfundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Jafnvel pétt himininn dragi gluggatjold sin fra
mun daleidandi pokan liggja glugga pinum a.
Himininn brotnar i lj6dum, nakid undur.
Kristaldyr i gardinum molnar i sundur.

Halfluktum augum stardi ég inn
rafmagnad ljésid strauk mina kinn.
Hvislandi pognin reis ur dvalanum i geer
bergmal vorsins i gardinum hennar greer.

A heitum kvéldum hun kallar mig sinn vin

med augu eins og demanta, sem lysa upp himininn.
Hun dansar fram a naetur i tunglsljésinu tryllt

gulli rodid har hennar pyrlast ufid, villt.

Gardinn hennar voktudu sex japanskir vigamenn

sem aldrei foru af verdinum, nema einn og einn i senn.

Ef pu vilt hana gledja skaltu senda a morgun blém
han hefur steerra hjarta, dypri augu en pafinn i Rom.

Jafnvel pétt himininn dragi gluggatjold sin fra
mun daleidandi pokan liggja glugga pinum a.
Augu pin sljovga likt og pu rynir i svartan hyl
milli pin og drauma hennar liggur fingurbreytt bil.

Mescalin

Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Ego

Jafnvel pétt himininn dragi gluggatjold sin fra,
liggur daleidandi pokan glugga pinum a.
Himininn brotnar i [j6dum, naki® undur,
kristaldyr i gardinum molnar sundur.

Halfluktum augum stardi ég inn,
rafmagnad |j¢sid strauk mina kinn

Hvislandi pdgnin reis ar dvalanum i geer,
bergmal vorsins i garéinum hennar greer.

A heitum kvéldum hun kallar mig sinn vin,

med augu eins og demanta, sem lysa upp himininn.
Hun dansar fram a naetur i tunglsljésinu, trylit,

gulli rodid har hennar pyrlast ufid, villt. O-0-0-0-6-6

Gardinn hennar voktudu sex japanskir vigamenn,

sem aldrei foru af verdinum, nema einn og einn i senn.
Ef pu vilt hana gledja skaltu senda @ morgun blém,
han hefur steerra hjarta, dypri augu, en pafinn i Rém.

Jafnvel poétt himininn dragi gluggatjol sin fra,
mun daleidandi pokan liggja glugga pinum a.
Augu pin sljévga likt og pu rynir i svartan hyl,

milli pin og drauma hennar liggur fingurbreytt bil. O-0-0-0-06-

Mr. Dylan

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Eg hef opnad mig, mina leynstu hugsun tjad
en pu skilur mig ekki, tekur pvi med had.
Fortid® min er dokk, hamingjan er mott

og pad sem ég segi pér finnst pér ut i hott.

PU sem hefur alist upp i fridi og ro,

i fadmi yfirstéttarinnar hefur

hond pin aldrei snert a plag.

Hvad veist pu um pad hvad pad er ad vera a sjo
eda vera svo hraeddur ad jafnvel myrkrid ad pér hié.

Pu sem ert faedd med gullskeid i kjafti
vissir'u ekki ad mamma pin la undir fyllirafti.
PU sem byggir allt a bék vina min

en hvar er reynslan pin?

PU misskildir mig, rangtulkadir ord min.

Ju, vist hef ég lifad og hagad mér eins og svin.
Eg virdi pad samt ad ég fékk ad lita inn til pin
bvi ég hef aldrei séd gullkalfinn nema i syn.
Mmm, mmm

My Way

Hoéfundur lags: Claude Francois
Hofundur texta: Paul Anka
Flytjandi: Frank Sinatra

And now, the end is near

and so | face the final curtain.

My friend, I'll say it clear

I'll state my case of which I'm certain.
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I've lived a life that's full, | travelled each and every highway

And more, much more than this, | did it my way.

Regrets, I've had a few,

but then again too few to mention.

| did what | had to do

and saw it through, without exemption.

Rolling in the deep

Hofundur lags: Adele asamt fleirum.
Hoéfundur texta: Adele asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: Adele

0 and sell me out
| planned each charted course each careful step, along tlé‘;%gw?zg

And more, much more than this, | did it my way.

Yes there were times, I'm sure you knew,
When | bit off more than | could chew
But through it all, when there was doubt

| ate it up, and spit it out,

| faced it all, and | stood tall,

And did it my way.

I've loved, I've laughed and cried,
I've had my fill, my share of losing.
And now, as tears subside,

| find it all so amusing.

To think, | did all that, and may | say, "Not in a shy way",

Oh no no, oh no not me, | did it my way

For what is a man, what has he got,
If not himself, then he has not,

To say the things, he truly feels,

And not the words of one who kneels.
The record shows, | took the blows,
And did it my way.

Ragnheidur biskupsdottir

Hofundur lags: Megas
Hoéfundur texta: Megas
Flytjandi: Megas

Ragnheidur biskupsdaéttir brokar var med sott

og beiddi pegar Dadi meelti a latinu.

Hann kenndi henni sitthvad til gamans og til gagns
og gjordist snemma paulkunnugur gatinu.

i skammdeginu vildi hend aé villtust bestu menn
og var oft fyrir kvenlikami i raminu.

En milli draums og veru peir vissu 6gldgg skil
og voru sist ad peela i peim i huminu.

Og Ragnheidur hun feeddi einn dag hann Dadason,
menn dylgjudu, menn bara hana ut,

menn haeddu hana.

En hlydid godir drengir, pad er hlalegt en po satt,
pad var helvitid hann Brynjélfur sem saeddi hana.
Capo a 3.bandi

There's a fire starting in my heart,
Reaching a fever pitch

and it's bringing me out the dark
Finally, | can see you crystal clear.

your ship bare.

See how | leave, with every piece of you
Don't underestimate the things

that | will do.

There's a fire starting in my heart,
Reaching a fever pitch

and it's bringing me out the dark

The scars of your love, remind me of us.

They keep me thinking that we almost had it all
The scars of your love, they leave me breathless
| can't help feeling...

We could have had it all

(I wish you, never had met me)

Rolling in the Deep

(Tears are gonna fall, rolling in the deep)

Your had my heart

(I wish you) Inside of your hand (Never had met me)
And you played it

(Tears are gonna fall) To the beat (Rolling in the deep)

Baby | have no story to be told,

But I've heard one of you

and I'm gonna make your head burn.

Think of me in the depths of your despair.

Making a home down there, as mine sure won't be shared.

The scars of your love, remind me of us.

They keep me thinking that we almost had it all
The scars of your love, they leave me breathless
| can't help feeling...

We could have had it all

(I wish you, never had met me)

Rolling in the Deep

(Tears are gonna fall, rolling in the deep)

Your had my heart

(I wish you) Inside of your hand (Never had met me)
And you played it

(Tears are gonna fall) To the beat (Rolling in the deep)

We could have had it all

Rolling in the Deep

Your had my heart inside of your hand
But you played it

To the beat

Throw your soul through ever open door (Whoa)
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Count your blessings to find what look for (Whoa-uh)

Turn my sorrow into treasured gold (Whoa)

And pay me back in kind- You reap just what you sow.

(Never gonna miss you, never had met me)

There’s no time to lose | heard her say
Cash your dreams before they slip away
Dying all the time, lose your dreams and you
will lose your mind. Aint life unkind

We could have had it all (Tears are gonna fall, rolling in the deep)
We could have had it all (Never gonna miss you, never hadGostdiogg Ruby Tuesday,

It all, (Tears are gonna fall)
it all, it all (Rolling in the deep)

We could have had it all

(I wish you, never had met me)

Rolling in the Deep

(Tears are gonna fall, rolling in the deep)
Your had my heart

who could hang a name on you
When you change with every new day
Still I'm gonna miss you

Saga ur sveitinni

Hofundur lags: Megas

(I wish you) Inside of your hand (Never had met me) Hofundur texta: Megas

And you played it

Flytjandi: Megas

(Tears are gonna fall) To the beat (Rolling in the deepkveé &g um konu og mann

We could have had it all

(I wish you, never had met me)

Rolling in the Deep

(Tears are gonna fall, rolling in the deep)
Your had my heart

(I wish you) Inside of your hand (Never had met me)

And you played it

(Tears are gonna fall) To the beat (Rolling in the deep

But you played it

You played it.

You played it.

You played it to the beat.

Ruby Tuesday

Hofundur lags: Keith Richards
Hofundur texta: Mick Jagger
Flytjandi: The Rolling Stones

She would never say where she came from
Yesterday don’t matter if it's gone

While the sun is bright or in the darkest night
No one knows, she comes and goes

Goodbye Ruby Tuesday,

who could hang a name on you

When you change with every new day
Still ’'m gonna miss you

Don’t question why she needs to be so free
She'll tell you it's the only way to be

She just can’t be chained

to a life where nothing’s gained

And nothing’s lost, at such a cost

Goodbye Ruby Tuesday,

who could hang a name on you

When you change with every new day
Still ’'m gonna miss you

og konan hun eldadi og spann
en karl hann var frédur

um fornaldargrodur

kved ég um hana og hann.

Og béndadéttir hun dro
einn daindis pyrskling ur sjo
un setti hann i pottinn
otti svo pvottinn
og loks sagdi hun: nu er pad ndg.

Pau lifdu i satt

og samlyndi og tru
a saudkindina

og heilaga jémfru

Og kotturinn Meyvant - fann mus
i meisnum og baud henni dus
pau raeddu um folsku

Frakka a pélsku

og dreyptu a norélenskum djus

Og kindin han kveinadi hatt

svo klerkur hann brotnadi i smatt
en peir limdu hann saman

og pétti pad gaman

honum fannst gamanié gratt

Pau lifdu i satt

og samlyndi og tru
a saudkindina

og heilaga jémfru

i haga var Bukolla & beit

og brennandi vorsalin skeit
og hundurinn eltist

vid haenuna og geltist

i haga var Bukolla og hun beit
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Og nautid hét Halfdan og hlo
ad husfreyju pegar hun dé
pvi potti ekki klerkur

pesslega merkur

en nauti® hét Halfdan sem hlé

Pau lifdu i satt

og samlyndi og tru
a saudkindina

og heilaga jomfru

Nei nautid hét Halfdan og hl6d
a husfreyju lof sem hun stéd
uppi ut i hlédu

naer hulin i t6du

ur vitunum veetladi bléd

Og béndasonurinn sa

einn sjorekinn mannsfot og bra
a flotta hann lagéi

en féturinn sagdi

sonur minn segdu ekki fra

Pau lifdu i satt

og samlyndi og tru
a saudkindina

og heilaga jomfru

Kved ég um konu og mann

og konan hun eldadi og spann
en karl hann var frodur

um fornaldargrodur

kved ég um hana og hann.

Stuck in a moment

Hofundur lags: Bono
Hoéfundur texta: Bono
Flytjandi: U2

I'm not afraid

Of anything in this world

There's nothing you can throw at me
That | haven't already heard

I'm just trying to find
A decent melody

A song the | can sing
In my own company

I never thought you were a fool
But darling, look at you

You gotta stand up straight, carry your own weight

These tears are going nowhere baby

You got to get yourself together

now you're stuck in amoment
And you can't get out of it

| will no forsake

The colors that you bring

But the night you filled with fireworks
They left you with nothing

| am still enchanted

By the light you brought to me

| still listen throught you ears
And through your eyes | can see

And you are such a fool

To worry like you do

| know it's tough

And you can never get enough

Of what you don't really need now....my oh my

You got to get yourself together

You've stuck in a moment and now you can't get out if it
Oh love look at younow,

you've got yourself stuck in a moment

And you can't get out of it

| was unconscious, half asleep

The water was warm until you discover how deep....
| wasn't jumping....for me it was a fall

It's long way down to nothing at all

You got to get yourself together

You've stuck in a moment and now you can't get out if it
Don't say that later will be better

now you're stuck in a moment

And you can't get out of it

And if the night runs over
And if the day won't last
And if our way should falter
Along the stony pass

And if the night runs over
And if the day won't last
And if our way should falter
Along the stony pass

It's just a moment
This time will pass

Sumarhblus

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Capo a 3.bandi

You've stuck in a moment and now you can't get out if it

Don't say that later will be better

Pad geeti verid gaman
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eiga geisla fa ad hafa 'hann.

pegar frost veeri uti,

ad hleypa honum ut.

Hann mundi braeda klakann, snjorinn mundi hat'ann
vid geetum setid i grasinu

og drukkid af stut.

Geislar sélarinnar negla glerid,
en pu sérd ekki ut.

Pad getur ekki verid,

ekki hingad upp & skerid,

sé kominn sumarblus.

Pad geeti verid gaman

ef vid feerum eitthvad saman

par ef hitamaelirinn mundi syna litinn plus.
Fuglar mundu syngja, kirkjuklukkur hringja
sélin og &g vid geetum ordid dus.

Geislar sélarinnar negla glerid
€g og pu, vid geetum ordid dus.
pad getur ekki verid,

ekki hingad upp & skerid,

sé kominn sumarblus

sé kominn sumarblus

Pad geeti verid gaman

eiga geisla fa ad hafa 'hann.

Fa ad hafa 'ann pegar frost veeri Gti,

ad hleypa honum ut.

Hann mundi braeda klakann, snjorinn mundi hat'ann
vid geetum setid i grasinu

og drukkid af stut

Geislar sélarinnar negla glerid,
en pu sérd ekki ut.

Pad getur ekki verid,

ekki hingad upp & skerid,

sé kominn sumarblus

sé kominn sumarblus

sé kominn sumarblus

Syneta

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

Capo a 3. bandi

Milli jéla og nyars um nott vid komum,

i nistingskulda, slyddu og éli'".

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

Vid austurstrondina stodum a dekki,
stérédum i sortans kélgusky,

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

Innst i firdinum saum vid ljésin lysa,
ljdsin sem komu porpinu fra,

um sidir pau hurfu i hridina dékku,
um hjértu okkar flaeddi lifsins pra.

Pessa nétt skipid & Skrudanum steytti,
skelfing og 6tti toku ol vold.

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

pPa noétt vid déum, drottinn minn godur,
drukknudum bjarg'lausir einn og einn.
Himinn og haf syndust saman renna,
okkar sidasta tak var brimsorfinn steinn.

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

um sidir pau hurfu i hridina dékku,
um hjértu okkar flaeddi lifsins pra.

i pangi vid fundumst, en fimm ennpé vantar,
fjdrunni aldan skiladi oss,

i hus & borum vid bornir vorum

med blaa vor eftir 6ldunnar koss.

Ef pu siglir um sumar, vinur,

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

peim fimm sem aldrei skiludu sér.

Talad vid gluggann

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Eg hef stadié vid gluggann,

heyrt hann tala um komandi hardaeri, nistandi él.

Aldrei fyrr séd hann svo hryggan stara.
Pegar pu kvaddir hvad ég skildi hann vel.

Sumarid er farid, pad fraus i hylnum.
Eins og hvitt lin kom fyrsti snjérinn i nétt.
brestirnir dansa a isuéum linum

en hér inni er allt stillt og rétt.

Eldurinn i arninum med seidandi skugga,
spyr mig: Hvar er hun i nétt

sem var von ad halda um hofud pitt og rugga
pér blitt par til allt var hljott?

Og ég get ekki, og ég get ekki,

0g ég get ekki, og ég get ekki,

og ég get ekki, og ég get ekki, - -

svarad pvi.
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Eg hef stadid vid gluggann,

heyrt hann tala, spurt hef ég hann:
Sér hann pig par sem pu ferd?
pakinn résum, kaldur - vill ekki svara
hvort ast til min i hjartanu pu berd.

Eg hef stadid vid gluggann,

sé0d hann stara a nordanvindinn,

ut i fjukinu leika sér.

Stundum heyri ég hlatur, i golffjdlum marra,
hjartad tekur kipp en pad er ekkert hér.

Eldurinn i arninum med seidandi skugga,
spyr mig: Hvar er hun i nott

sem var von ad halda um hofud pitt og rugga
pér blitt par til allt var hljétt?

Og ég get ekki, og ég get ekki,

0g ég get ekki, og ég get ekki,

og ég get ekki, og ég get ekki, - -

svarad pvi.

The Gambler

Hofundur lags: Don Schlitz
Hoéfundur texta: Don Schlitz
Flytjandi: Kenny Rogers

know when to walk away and know when to run.
You never count your money when you're sittin' at the tab
There'll be time enough for countin' when the dealin's don

You got to know when to hold 'em, know when to fold 'em
know when to walk away and know when to run.

You never count your money when you're sittin' at the tab
There'll be time enough for countin' when the dealin's don

Wild horses

Hofundur lags: Mick Jagger
Hoéfundur texta: Keith Richards
Flytjandi: The Rolling Stones

Childhood living is easy to do

The things you wanted

| bought them for you

Graceless lady you know who | am
You know | can’t let you

slide through my hands

Wild horses

couldn’t drag me away
Wild, wild horses,
couldn’t drag me away

On a warm summer's evenin' on a train bound for nowhetayatched you suffer a dull aching pain,
I met up with the gambler; we were both too tired to sleefNow you’ve decided
So we took turns a starin' out the window at the darknesdo show me the same

'til boredom overtook us, and he began to speak.

No sweeping exits or offstage lines
Could make me feel bitter

He said, "Son, I've made a life out of readin' people's faces treat you unkind
and knowin' what their cards were by the way they held their eyes.
And if you don't mind my sayin', | can see you're out of acedVild horses

For a taste of your whiskey I'll give you some advice."

couldn’t drag me away
Wild, wild horses,

So | handed him my bottle and he drank down my last swallmwldn’t drag me away

Then he bummed a cigarette and asked me for a light.

And the night got deathly quiet, and his face lost all exprddsiom I've dreamed you a sin and a lie,
Said, "If you're gonna play the game, boy, ya gotta learn kdvalaeyrityiffeedom

but | don’t have much time

You got to know when to hold 'em, know when to fold 'Eaith has been broken, tears must be cried,

know when to walk away and know when to run.

Let’'s do some living

You never count your money when you're sittin' at the &itdewe die
There'll be time enough for countin' when the dealin's done.

Ev'ry gambler knows that the secret to survivin'

Wild horses
couldn’t drag me away

is knowin' what to throw away and knowing what to keep. Wild, wild horses,

'‘Cause ev'ry hand's a winner and ev'ry hand's a loser,

we’ll ride them some day

and the best that you can hope for is to die in your sleep."

Wild horses

And when he'd finished speakin’, he turned back towards theowidddwrag me away

crushed out his cigarette and faded off to sleep.

Wild, wild horses,

And somewhere in the darkness the gambler, he broke evewe’ll ride them some day

But in his final words | found an ace that | could keep.

You got to know when to hold 'em, know when to fold 'em,
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With Or Without You

Ho6fundur lags: U2
Héfundur texta: U2
Flytjandi: U2

See the stone set in your eyes
see the thorn twist in your side
| wait .... for you

Sleight of hand twist of fate,
on a bed of nails she makes me wait
And | wait .... without you

With or without you, with or without you

Thru the storm we reach the shore,
you give it all but | want more
And I'm waiting for you

With or without you, with or without you, oh-oh,
| can't live, with or without you

And you give yourself away,

and you give yourself away

And you give, and you give

and you give yourself away

My hands are tied, my body's bruised
She's got me with nothing left to win
And nothing left to lose

With or without you, with or without you, oh-oh,
| can't live, with or without you

And you give yourself away,

and you give yourself away

And you give, and you give

and you give yourself away

Eg er kominn heim

Ho6fundur lags: T. Kalmann
Héfundur texta: Jon Sigurdsson
Flytjandi: Odinn Valdimarsson

Er vollur greer og vetur flyr
og vermir sélin grund.
Kem ég heim og hitti pig,
verd hja pér alla stund.

Vid byggjum saman bz i sveit
sem blasir moti sél.

Par ungu lifi landid mitt

mun lja og veita skjol.

Sl sleer silfri & voga,
sjadu jokulinn loga.
Allt er bjart fyrir okkur tveim,

pvi ég er kominn heim.

Ad ferdalokum finn ég pig

sem mer fagnar hondum tveim.
Eg er kominn heim,

ja, ég er kominn heim.

SOl sleer silfri & voga,

sjadu jokulinn loga.

Allt er bjart fyrir okkur tveim,
pvi ég er kominn heim.

borskacharleston

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Frystihisid eins og gapanditoft
blasir vid meér allan daginn.

| vélarsalnum vofur ganga um golf
tinandi upp hreein.

Klukkan téIf ad kveldi leggst ég tilsvefns
dreymi um ad komast i baeinn.

Peir koma og reesa mig klukkan sjo
stimpilklukkan bydur gédan daginn.

Inn i taekjasal bolugrafnir unglingar
skipa ut pusund af kdssum

medan verkstjorinn gengur um golf
likt og kénguld med flugur i péssun.

Inni sal tugir jomfrda med hvita svuntur
mala gull fyrir herrann og hans lid
en uti horni i glerkassa undirtyllan situr

horfir yfir salinn med guddéomlegum svip.

Nidri mottoku éldungurinn stigur

sinn feigdarvals, med porskinn vid hond
en kreppt lukan um stinginn blifur
kastar fisknum uppa feeribond.

Karfi, ufsi, porskur, ysa

kanna nu 6kunnug lond.

A matarbordi i Florida

geelir vid pa demantsskreytt hond.




