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Wrecking Ball

Song by: Henry Russell Walter asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Henry Russell Walter asamt fleirum.
ArtistsMiley Cyrus

We clawed, we chained, our hearts in vain
We jumped, never asking why

We kissed, | fell under your spell

A love no one could deny

Don’t you ever say | just walked away
I will always want you

| can’t live a lie, running for my life

I will always want you

I came in like a wrecking ball

I never hit so hard in love

All | wanted was to break your walls
All you ever did was break me
Yeah, you wreck me

| put you high up in the sky

And now, you're not coming down

It slowly turned, you let me burn

And now, we’re ashes on the ground

Don’t you ever say | just walked away
I will always want you

| can’t live a lie, running for my life

I will always want you

I came in like a wrecking ball

I never hit so hard in love

All | wanted was to break your walls
All you ever did was break me

I came in like a wrecking ball

Yeah, | just closed my eyes and swung
Left me crouching in a blaze and fall
All you ever did was break me

Yeah, you wreck me

| never meant to start a war

| just wanted you to let me in
And instead of using force

I guess | should’ve let you win
| never meant to start a war

| just wanted you to let me in

I guess | should’ve let you win

Don’t you ever say | just walked away
I will always want you

I came in like a wrecking ball

I never hit so hard in love

All | wanted was to break your walls
All you ever did was break me

| came in like a wrecking ball

Yeah, | just closed my eyes and swung
Left me crouching in a blaze and fall
All you ever did was break me

Yeah, you wreck me

(Sittin’ On) The Dock of the Bay

Song by: Otis Redding asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Otis Redding asamt fleirum.
ArtistsOtis Redding

Sittin' in the morning sun

I'll be sittin' when the evening come
Watching the ships roll in,

then | watch them roll away again, yeah

I'm sittin' on the dock of the bay
watching the tide roll away

ooh I'm just sittin' on the dock of the bay
wasting time

| left my home in Georgia

Headed for the Frisco bay

'Cause I've had nothing to live for

and look like nothing's gonna come my way

So, I'm sittin' on the dock of the bay
watching the tide roll away

ooh I'm just sittin' on the dock of the bay
wasting time

Look like nothing's gonna change
Everything still remains the same

| can't do whatten people tell me to do
So | guess I'll remain the same

Sittin' here resting my bones

and this loneliness won't leave me alone
These two thousand miles | roamed

just to make this dock my home

Now I'm sittin' on the dock of the bay
watching the tide roll away

ooh I'm just sittin' on the dock of the bay
wasting time

A Day In A Life

Song by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
ArtistsThe Beatles

| read the news today oh boy

About a lucky man who made the grade
And though the news was rather sad
Well | just had to laugh
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| saw the photograph.

He blew his mind out in a car

He didn't notice that the lights had changed
A crowd of people stood and stared

They'd seen his face before

Nobody was really sure

if he was from the house of lords

| saw a film today oh boy

The English Army had just won the war
A crowd of people turned away

But | just had to look

Having read the book

I'd love to turn you on

Woke up, fell out of bed,

Dragged a comb across my head

Found my way downstairs and drank a cup,
And looking up | notice | was late.

Found my coat and grabbed my hat

Made the bus in second flat

Found my way upstairs and had a smoke,
Somebody spoke and | went into a dream

| read the news today oh boy

Four thousand holes in Blackburn, Lancashire
And though the holes were rather small

They had to count them all

Now they know how many holes

it takes to fill the Albert Hall

I'd love to turn you on

A Perfect Day

Song by: Lou Reed
Lyrics by: Lou Reed
ArtistsLou Reed

Capo a 1. bandi.

Just a perfect day
Drink sangria in the park

And then later, when it gets dark, we'll go home

Just a perfect day
Feed animalsdin the zoo
Then later a movie too, and then home

Oh it's such a perfect day

I'm glad | spent it with you
Oh such a perfect day

You just keep me hanging on
You just keep me hanging on

Just a perfect day
Problems all left alone
Weekenders on our own

It's such fun

Just a perfect day

You make me forget myself

| thought | was someone else
Someone good

Oh it's such a perfect day

I'm glad | spent it with you
Oh such a perfect day

You just keep me hanging on
You just keep me hanging on

You're going to reap just what you sow
You're going to reap just what you sow
You're going to reap just what you sow
You're going to reap just what you sow

A Whole New World

Song by: Alan Menken
Lyrics by: Tim Rice
ArtistsUr kvikmyndinni Aladdin

| can show you the world
Shining, shimmering, splendid
Tell me, princess, now when did
You last let your heart decide?

| can open your eyes

Take you wonder by wonder
Over, sideways and under
On a magic carpet ride

A whole new world

A new fantastic point of view
No one to us no

Or where to go

Or say we're only dreaming

A whole new world

A dazzling place | never knew

But when I'm way up here

It's crystal clear

That now I'm in a whole new world with you
Now I'm in a whole new world with you

Unbelievable sights
Indescribable feeling

Soaring, tumbling, freewheeling
Through an endless diamond sky

A whole new world
(Don't you dare close your eyes)
A hundred thousand things to see
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(Hold your breath - it gets better)

I'm like a shooting star

I've come so far

| can't go back to where | used to be

A whole new world

(Every turn a surprise)

With new horizons to pursue

(Every moment red-letter)

I'll chase them anywhere

There's time to spare

Let me share this whole new world with you

A whole new world
That's where we'll be
A thrilling chase

A wonderous place
For you and me

Accidentally In Love

Song by: Adam Duritz
Lyrics by: Adam Duritz
ArtistsCounting Crows

So she said what's the problem baby
What's the problem | don't know

Well maybe im in love (love)

Think about it everytime | think about it
Can't stop thinking bout it

How much longer will it take to cure this

Just to cure it cause | cant ignore it if its love (love)

Makes me wanna turn around and face me
but | don't know nothing about love

Come on, come on

Turn a little faster

Come on, come on

The world will follow after
Come on, come on

Cause everybody's after love

So | said I'm a snowball running

Running down into the spring

thats coming all this love

Melting under blue skies belting out sunlight
shimmering love

Well baby | surrender to the strawberry ice cream
never ever end of all this love

Well i didnt mean to do it

But theres no escaping your love

These line of lightning mean we're
never alone, never alone
no no

Come on, come on

Move a little closer
Come on, come on
| want to hear you whisper
Come on, come on
Settle down inside my love

Come on, come on

Jump a little higher

Come on, come on

If you feel a little lighter

Come on, come on

We were once upon a time in love

We're accidentally in love
We're accidentally in love
We're accidentally in love
We're accidentally in love
We're accidentally in love
We're accidentally in love
We're accidentally in love
We're accidentally in love
Accidentally

I'min love, I'm in love
I'min love, I'm in love
I'min love, I'm in love
Accidentally

I'min love, I'm in love
I'min love, I'm in love
I'min love, I'm in love
Accidentally

Come on, come on

Spin a little tighter

Come on, come on

And the world's a little brighter
Come on, come on

Just get yourself inside her love
I'min love

Afgan

Song by: Bubbi Morthens
Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens
ArtistsBubbi Morthens

Intré: munnharpa og kassagitar

Eg hlusta a Zeppelin

og ég ferdast aftur i timann

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

Svitinn perlar a brjéostum pinum

pu bitur i hndann

Pu flygur a brott

med syndum minum, Svartur Afgan

Eg elska pig svo heitt
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ad mig sundlar og verkjar

| fadmi pinum pu 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 sdlina

segir ad solin sé sin

Millispil- Munnharpa

Lyftan var bilud

hasvordurinn kalladi mig svin

sagoist hata alla poppara

€g hélt hann veeri ad gera grin

Eg sagdi ad ég veeri heimsaekja stulku
hdan veeri unnusta min

Hann sagdi: Mér er nakvaemlega
sama p6 hun sé ekki stulkan pin

Pegar ég bankadi a dyrnar
opnadi vofan pin

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

O, ég elska pig ég vil ekki vakna
Svartur Afgan

drauma minna ég sakna

Millispil- Munnharpa

Afmeli

Song by: Heimir Eyvindarson
Lyrics by: Heimir Eyvindarson
ArtistsA Moéti Sol

Aleinn ég nenni ekki neinu
Eg veit han sefur ekk’i neinu

Eg by hja pabb’og mémmu
I litlu husi
Eg ligg og leet mig dreyma

Fee ekk’ad sof'a daginn
P6 mig langi
Og bannad ad pissa utfyrir

En nu fae allt sem ég vil
bvi ég a afmeeli i dag

Nuna ma eg allt
Eg a afmaeli i dag

Eg nenni ekki neinu

Eg get allt
Eg er tvitugur i dag
Eg nenni ekki neinu

NU er ég steerri strakur
Med steerri drauma
Eg nenn’ekk’ad far'a faetur

Lifid breytist adeins
Lengri naetur
Og sumar gleymast aldrei

Nu geri ég allt sem ég vil
Pvi ég a afmeeli i dag

Nuna ma ég allt
Eg a afmzeli idag
Eg nenni ekki neinu

Eg get allt
Eg er tvitugur i dag
Eg nenni ekki neinu

Eg sa hana
Seint um noétt
var mig ad dreyma

Timinn flygur fra mér
Fleiri dagar
Eg finn ad lifid kallar

Nu hef ég fengi® meir’en ndg
Ekkert sem breytir pvi

Nu geri ég allt sem ég vil
Pvi ég a afmeeli i dag

Aleinn ég nenni ekki neinu

Eg ligg med sjalfurm mér og hér kem ég
Eg veit hun sefur ekk’i neinu

Eg stend og fell en pad er engin hér

Nuna ma ég allt
Eg a afmzeli idag
Eg nenni ekki neinu

Eg get allt
Eg er tvitugur i dag
Eg nenni ekki neinu

Nuna ma eg allt
Eg a afmzeli idag
Eg nenni ekki neinu

Eg get allt
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Eg er tvitugur i dag (there she goes again)
Eg nenni ekki neinu Aicha Aicha — my my my
(is it really real)
A- h Aicha Aicha — smile for me now
ICha Aicha Aicha — in my life
Song by: Jean-Jacques Goldman
Artstzoutandin oo
.y .
Ain’t No Sunshine
So sweet, so beautyful .
Everyday like a queen on her throne f;’r?gsbgy-:BE;'i'"VVVV'}{‘he;S
Don't nobody knows how she feels ArtistsBill Withers
Aicha, Lady one day it will be real
Ain't no sunshine when she's gone,
She moves, she moves like a breeze It's not warm when she's away.
| swear | can't get her out of my dreams Ain't no sunshine when she's gone,
To have her shining here by my side And she's always gone too long,
I'd sacrifice all the tears in my eyes Anytime she goes away.
Aicha Aicha — passing me by Wonder this time where she's gone,
(there she goes again) Wonder if she's gone to stay.
Aicha Aicha — my my my Ain't no sunshine when she's gone,
(is it really real) And this house just ain't no home,
Aicha Aicha — smile for me now Anytime she goes away.
Aicha Aicha — in my life
And | know, | know,
She holds her child to her heart | know, | know,
Makes her feel like she is blessed from above | know, | know,
Falls asleep underneath her sweet tears | know, | know, | know,
Her lullaby fades away with his tears | know, | know,
| know, | know, | know,
Aicha Aicha — passing me by | know, | know,
(there she goes again) | know, | know, | know,
Aicha Aicha — my my my | know, | know,
(is it really real) | know, | know, | know,
| know, | know...
She needs somebody to lean on (lean on)
Someone body, mind soul Hey, | oughta leave young thing alone,
To take her hand, to take her world But ain't no sunshine when she's gone.
And show her the time of her life, so true Only darkness every day,
Throw the pain away for good Ain't no sunshine when she's gone,
No more contemplating boo And this house just ain't no home,
Anytime she goes away.
Lord knows the way she feels
Everyday in his name she begins Anytime she goes away,
To have her shining here by my side Anytime she goes away,
I'd sacrifice all the tears in my eyes Anytime she goes away,
Aicha Aicha — ecouté moi LY F e
Aldrei for ég sudur
Aicha Aicha — passing me by Song by: Bubbi Morthens
(there she goes again) Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens
Aicha Aicha — my my my ArtistsBubbi Morthens
(is it really real) E "
Aicha Aicha — smile for me now orspi.
Aicha Aicha — in my life {start_of_tab}
e|---5-----5-----5---3-----3-----3---3-----3-----3---5-----5-----5-|
B|-----7-----7 5-----5 3-----3 7-—-=-T---—|

Aicha Aicha — passing me by
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=] |
{end_of _tab}

Eg vakna oftast preyttur,
varla med sjalfum mér,

en ég veit pad er til annad lif
en pad sem ég lifi hér,

0g pra min hun vakir medan
pokan byrgir mér syn,

mig pystir i eitthvad annad
en guano, tékka og vin.

A fiskinum lifir porpi®,
porskurinn er félkinu allt,

pad preelar alla vikuna,
vadandi slor og salt.

Vid feeribandid standa menn
en peir finna par enga ré
flestir peir ungu komnir suéur
par sem af draumunum er ndg.

Langa dimma vetur

vindurinn smaug i gegnum allt.
Kannski var 6llum 6drum hiytt,
en mér var allavegana kalt
Pad bidu allir eftir sumrinu

en bidin var I16ng og strong
batarnir lagu tomir vid kajann,
i Kinnungunum song.

Fadir minn atti drauma

sem dou fyrir litid fé.

Mig dreymdi um ad verda ad manni
en ég nadi honum adeins i kné.

Eg gleymdi seint peim augum,
ginandi botnlaust tém,

gamall madur fyrir aldur fram

med brostinn hrjufan rém.

Pegar ég var rétt ordinn sautjan
um sumarid barst mér frétt,

ad saeta dukkan hans Bensa i Grof
veeri ordin kasolétt.

Neaeturnar urdu langar

og nagandi o6tti med

negldur ég gat ekki tekid til baka
pad sem haféi sked.

Langa dimma vetur

vindurinn smaug i gegnum allt.
Kannski var 6llum 63rum hiytt,
en mér var allavegana kalt
Pad bidu allir eftir sumrinu

en bidin var I16ng og strong

batarnir lagu tomir vid kajann,
i Kinnungunum song.

Aldrei for ég sudur,

alltaf skorti mig por.

Hvert einasta sumar var pvi frestad,
svo kom haust og svo vetur og vor.
Nu er ég kominn a planid

0g ég peeli ekki neitt,

€g paekla minar tunnur,

fyrir pad ég fee vist greitt.

Eg hugsa oft um bérnin min,
bradum kemur ad pvi

ad pau bida ekki lengur, pau fara,
hér er ekkert sem heldur i.

Enn koma témir batarnir

og braedslan stendur aud.
Barattan er vonlaus,

pegar midin eru daud.

Langa dimma vetur

vindurinn smaug i gegnum allt.
Kannski var éllum 6drum hiytt,
en mér var allavegana kalt
Pad bidu allir eftir sumrinu

en bidin var I16ng og strong
batarnir lagu tomir vid kajann,
i Kinnungunum song.

Alelda

Song by: Jon Olafsson
Lyrics by: Daniel Agust Haraldsson
ArtistsNy Donsk

Pragunnar reidi, praeta og 6skipuleg ord,

af sama meidi, helsi og skilningsleysi pess

sem madur skilur, hvad er réttlatt, hvad er rangt
i eigin heimi, menn verda, verda

Alelda
saldrandi prjali
Alelda
fidrinu feykja..

Hreinsunareldur, bidur peirra sem ad ekki sja,
hvad pessu veldur, hvers konar bdlsyni og bull,
Sjondeildarhringur, peirra i smasja hverfandi,

i eigin heimi, menn verda, verda

Alelda
saldrandi prjali
Alelda
fidrinu feykja..

Alelda
saldrandi prjali
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Alelda
fidrinu feykja..

Alelda
saldrandi prjali
Alelda
fidrinu feykja..

Alelda
saldrandi prjali
Alelda
fidrinu feykja..
fidrinu feykja..

All About You

Song by: McFly
Lyrics by: McFly
ArtistsMcFly

Capo a 1. bandi

Its all about you, its all about you baby
Its all about you, its all about you baby

Yesterday you asked me

something | thought you knew

So | told you with a smile, its all about you

Then you whispered in my ear and you told me to
Said you made my life worthwhile, its all about you

And | would answer all your wishes

If you asked me to

But if you deny me one of your kisses
Dont know what i'd do

So hold me close and say
three words like you used to do
Dancing on the kitchen tiles, Its all about you

And | would answer all your wishes

If you asked me to

But if you deny me one of your kisses
Dont know what i'd do

So hold me close and say

three words like you used to do
Dancing on the kitchen tiles,

Yes you made my life worthwhile
So | told you with a smile

Its all about you

Its all about you, its all about you baby
Its all about you, its all about you baby
Its all about you, its all about you baby
Its all about you, its all about you baby
Its all about you

Close your eyes and I'll kiss you

All My Loving

Song by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
ArtistsThe Beatles

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.
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.

All Qut 0f Love

Song by: Graham Russell
Lyrics by: Russell Hitchcock
ArtistsAir Supply

I'm lying alone with my head on the phone,
thinking of you 'til it hurts

I know you hurt too, but what else can we do,
tormented and torn apart.

| wish | could carry your smile in my heart,
For times when my life seems so low.

It would make me believe

what tomorrow could bring,

When today doesn't really know,

Doesn't really know.

I'm all out of love, I'm so lost with you,

| know you were right, believing for so long.

I'm all out of love, what am | without you,

| can't be to late to say that | was so wrong.




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

| want you to come back and carry me home,
Away from these long, lonely nights.

I'm reaching for you. Are you feeling it too?
Does the feeling seem oh, so right?

And what would you say if | called on you now,
And said that | can't hold on?

There's no easy way, it gets harder each day,
Please love me or I'll be gone. I'll be gone.

0o000....What are you thinking of
What are you thinking of
What are you Thinking of
What are you Thinking of

I'm all out of love, I'm so lost with you,

| know you were right, believing for so long.
I'm all out of love, what am | without you,

| can't be to late to say that | was so wrong.

All out of luck

Song by: bPorvaldur B. borvaldsson
Lyrics by: Sveinbjorn |. Baldvinsson
ArtistsSelma Bjoérnsdaéttir

Don't work on a Sunday,

don't sleep on a Monday

Just think of a fun day

when your life is getting you down, yeah
To get through a heartache,

just picture a spring day

And play in the bright daylight a while,
so give it a chance, you won't regret it

'‘Cause you know today won't last forever,
tomorrow has a brand new name

I'll give you all that | can offer,

the rest is all up to you, yeah

You're all out of luck,

if you wanna give up,

you've got to let go of all your bad memories
Breakin' it up means bringing it down,

you need to get right back on track
'‘Cause you're all out of luck,

if you wanna give up,

you've got to believe in your self

You'll be fine 'cause you'll be mine,

so just wake up before it's too late

And you're all out of love, (oooh)

you're all out of love

Hey yeah... hey yeah... oh yeah... (oooh)
You're all out of love

Hey yeah... hey yeah... oh yeah...

Don't work on a Sunday,
don't sleep on a Monday
Tomorrow's a new day, all the time,

just waiting for you, yeah

From dawn until midnight, or asleep in the moonlight

You'll always be all right just as long
as you follow your heart, yeah

You're all out of luck,

if you wanna give up,

you've got to let go of all your bad memories
Breakin' it up means bringing it down,

you need to get right back on track
'‘Cause you're all out of luck,

if you wanna give up,

you've got to believe in your self

You'll be fine 'cause you'll be mine,

so just wake up before it's too late

And you're all out of love, (oooh)

you're all out of love

Hey yeah... hey yeah... oh yeah... (oooh)
You're all out of love

Hey yeah... hey yeah... oh yeah...

Allar Konur

Song by: Trausti Laufdal Adalsteinsson
Lyrics by: Steindi Jr
Artists Steindi Jr

Matti minn hlustadu a pabba pinn,

brettan ara, ert ad verda fullordinn.

Ferd ad vilja hitta konu eda tveer,

En pad er eitt sem pu verdur ad vita um peer.

PuU skalt muna kaeri sonur
allar konur eru horur.

Matti minn, sjadu parna er mamma pin,

Sorri sonur en pessi tussa er fokking tik.
Sagoist eetla ad vera min ad eilifu,

En for fra okkur mesta héra i heiminum.

Sjadu pennan mann og pessa druslu hans,
Hann veit ekki ad hun er ad halda framhja.
Eg bekki pau ekki, en bara sjadu hana,
Hun er pottpétt ad halda framhja.

Pu skalt muna keeri sonur
allar konur eru hérur.

PU skalt muna fokking sonur
allar konur eru fokking hérur

Matti minn, hlustadu a pabba pinn
Gafadar konur eru ekki il

Eg veit ad sumir segja ad pad sé rangt

En hversvegna er pa keppt i kvennaskak?

Sjadu pennan mann og pessa druslu hans,
Kasolétt en pottpétt eftir annan mann.
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Hun elskar hann ekki, er bara ad svikja hann,
Og déttir hennar verdur drusla lika.

Pu skalt muna kaeri sonur
allar konur eru fokking horur,
Pu skalt muna fokking sonur
allar konur eru fokking hoérur
Fokking mundu keeri sonur
allar konur eru fokking hoérur

Pu skalt muna keeri sonur
allar konur eru hérur.

Pu skalt muna fokking sonur
allar konur eru fokkig horur.
Hoérur

Allt fyrir astina

Song by: Pall Oskar Hjalmtysson
Lyrics by: Daniela Vecchia asamt fleirum.
ArtistsPall Oskar Hjalmtysson

Sama hvernig fer
stendur eftir stadreyndin
ad ég elska pig

pvi feer engu breytt
Sama hvernig var

geeti gefid annan séns
einu sinni enn

Allt fyrir astina

eina sem aldrei nég er af

Mennirnir elska, forna, kveljast, pjast og sakna
Allt fyrir astina

sama hvad lifid gaefi mér

€g segdi ut med hatrid inn med astina

Sa sem elskar mest

vonar allt og umber allt

b6 ad svikull pu sért

ég fyrirgef pér samt

ad vitja allt mest og best
€g tekid geeti a herdar mér
geri hvad sem er

Allt fyrir astina

eina sem aldrei nog er af

Mennirnir elska, forna, kveljast, pjast og sakna
Allt fyrir astina

sama hvad lifid gaefi mér

€g segdi ut med hatrid inn med astina

Uuaua
U uuujejejeeijeije

Allt fyrir astina

Allt fyrir astina

eina sem aldrei nog er af

Mennirnir elska, forna, kveljast, pjast og sakna
Allt fyrir astina

eina sem aldrei ndg er af

Mennirnir elska, forna, kveljast, pjast og sakna
Allt fyrir astina

sama hvad lifid gaefi mér

€g segdi ut med hatrid inn med astina

Always On My Mind

Song by: Johnny Christopher asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Johnny Christopher asamt fleirum.
ArtistsElvis Presley asamt fleirum.

Maybe | didn't love you

Quite as often as | could have
And maybe | didn't treat you
Quite as good as | should have

If | made you feel second best
Girl I'm sorry | was blind

You were always on my mind
You were always on my mind

And maybe | didn't hold you
All those lonely, lonely times
And | guess | never told you
I'm so happy that you're mine

Little things | should have said and done
| just never took the time

You were always on my mind

You were always on my mind

Tell me

Tell me that your sweet love hasn't died
Give me,

give me one more chance to keep you satis-
fied I'll keep you satisfied

Angels

Song by: Guy Chambers
Lyrics by: Robbie Willams
ArtistsRobbie Willams

| sit and wait.

Does an angel contemplate my fate.
And do they know

the places where we go

when we're grey and old.

Cuz | have been told

that salvation

lets their wings unfold.

So when I'm lying in my bed,
thoughts running through my head,
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and | feel that love is dead.
I'm loving angels instead.

And through it all

she offers me protection,

a lot of love and affection,
whether I'm right or wrong.
And down the waterfall
wherever it may take me,

I know that life won't break me.
When | come to call,

she won't forsake me.

I'm loving angels instead.

When I'm feeling weak
and my pain walks down a one way street,
| look above

and | know I'll always be blessed with love.

And as the feeling grows

she breathes flesh to my bones
and when love is dead,

I'm loving angels instead.

And through it all

she offers me protection,

a lot of love and affection,
whether I'm right or wrong.
And down the waterfall
wherever it may take me,

I know that life won't break me.
When | come to call,

she won't forsake me.

I'm loving angels instead.

And through it all

she offers me protection,

a lot of love and affection,
whether I'm right or wrong.
And down the waterfall
wherever it may take me,

I know that life won't break me.
When | come to call,

she won't forsake me.

I'm loving angels instead.

Apologize

Song by: One Republic
Lyrics by: One Republic
ArtistsOne Republic

Capo a fyrsta bandi

I'm holding on your rope,

Got me ten feet off the ground
I'm hearin what you say

but | just can't make a sound
You tell me that you need me

Then you go and cut me down, but wait
You tell me that you're sorry
Didn't think I'd turn around, and say...

It's too late to apologize,

it's too late

| said it's too late to apologize,
it's too late

I'd take another chance, take a fall,

take a shot for you

And | need you like a heart needs a beat,
but it's nothing new

| loved you with a fire red,

now it's turning blue, and you say...
"Sorry" like the angel

heaven let me think was you

But I'm afraid...

It's too late to apologize,

it's too late

| said it's too late to apologize,
it's too late

It's too late to apologize,

it's too late

| said it's too late to apologize,
it's too late

It's too late to apologize,

it's too late

| said it's too late to apologize,
it's too late

I'm holdin on your rope,
got me ten feet off the ground...

Argentina

Song by: Ingolfur Pérarinsson
Lyrics by: Ingdlfur Pérarinsson
ArtistsIngd og Vedurgudirnir

Eg hitti hana i Argentinu
Hun sagdi mér sogur af landinu sinu

Hun sagdi mér allt sem mér allt sem mig langadi ad heyra
Og ef ad ég spurdi pa sagdi'hin mér meira

Eg skildi samt ekki mikid

Svo vid téludum fyrir vikid

miklu minna og gerdum annad

Og adallega pad sem er bannad
Eg lofadi ad vera i bandi

Ef ég yrdi i pessu landi

Aftur & naestu arum

Og svo kvaddi ég hana med tarum

Adios amiga
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Adios seniorita
Adios amiga
Adios seniorita
| grasias

Eg hitti hana i Argentinu

Hun sagdi mér ségur af landinu sinu
Diego Armando kun Maradonna

Og lifid sem var ekki alltaf svona

Eg skildi samt ekki mikid

Svo vid toludum fyrir vikid

miklu minna og gerdum annad

Og adallega pad sem er bannad
Eg lofadi ad vera i bandi

Ef ég yrdi i pessu landi

Aftur & naestu arum

Og svo kvaddi ég hana med tarum

Adios amiga
Adios seniorita
Adios amiga
Adios seniorita
| grasias

Hun kenndi mér ad elska, hun kenndi mér ad lifa
Hun kenndi mér svo ordin sem ég skrifadi a mida

Mig langadi ad vita mig langadi ad finna
Hid venjulega lif en nu langar mig pad minna

-RAPP

Hingad er ég kominn og fastur en ekki, veit ad ég sé hanyg
Sama hvad mig Iangar sama hvad ég reynl eg vona ad é
Eini sem hun elskar eini sem hdn saknar eini sem hun h

En nuna sé ég hana aldrei meir

Adios amiga
Adios seniorita
Adios amiga
Adios seniorita
Adios amiga
Adios seniorita
Adios amiga
Adios seniorita
| grasias
Adios seniorita
| grassias

Eg hitti hana i Argentinu

Austurstrati

Song by: Halli og Laddi
Lyrics by: Halli og Laddi
ArtistsHalli og Laddi

Eg inni Austurstreeti snarast 1étt & strigaskénum,

med bros a vor og tyggigummi i munninum.

Eg labba um og horfi 4 1iid sem er par i hépum
fra lassarénum upp i snobbadar kerlingar.

Austurstreeti, ys og leeti,
félk a hlaupum i innkaupum,
félk ad tala, félk i dvala
og folk sem rikid parf ad ala.

par standa bankarnir i rédum Lands-Bunadar-Utvegs,

og fyrir utan stendur horadur almuginn.
En fyrir innan sitja feitir peninganna verdir
0g passa ad vondi kallinn komi ekki og taki pa.

Austurstreeti, ys og leeti,
félk a hlaupum i innkaupum,
félk ad tala, félk i dvala
og folk sem rikid parf ad ala.

Ayo Technology

Song by: 50 cent
Lyrics by: 50 cent
Artistsmilow

She work it girl, she work the pole
She break it down, she take it low
She fine as hell, she about the dough
She doing her thing out on the floor

Her money money, she makin' makin'
Look at the way she shakin' shakin'

g, you want to touch it,

E q]i 1o taste it

@&?é’% 88 Prfﬁﬁ

She's so much more than you're used to
She know's just how to move to seduce you
She gone do the right thing

and touch the right spot

Dance in you're lap till you're ready to pop

kidlg crazy face it

She always ready, when you want it she want it
Like a nympho, the info,
| show you where to meet her

On the late night, till daylight the club jumpin’
If you want a good time,
she gone give you what you want

Baby this a new age, you like my new craze
Let's get together maybe

we can start a new phase

The smokes got the club all hazy,

spotlights don't do you justice baby

Why don't you come over here,

you got me saying

Ayo, I'm tired of using technology,
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why don't you sit down on top of me
Ayo, I'm tired of using technology,
| need you right in front of me

In her fantasy, there's plain to see

Just how it be, on me, backstrokin',

sweat soaking all into my set sheets

When she ready to ride, I'm ready to roll

I'll be in this bitch till the club close

What should | do, one thing on all fours
Now that that shit should be against the law

Different style, different move,
girl | like the way you move
Girl you got me thinking about,
all the things | do to you

Let's get it poppin' shorty

we can switch positions

From the couch to the
counters in my kitchen

Baby this a new age, you like my new craze
Let's get together maybe

we can start a new phase

The smokes got the club all hazy,

spotlights don't do you justice baby

Why don't you come over here,

you got me saying

Ayo, I'm tired of using technology,
why don't you sit down on top of me
Ayo, I'm tired of using technology,

| need you right in front of me

Ooh, she wants it, ooh, she wants it
Ooh, she wants it, | got to give it to her
Ooh, she wants it, ooh, she wants it
Ooh, she wants it, | got to give it to her
| got to give it to her

Baby this a new age, you like my new craze
Let's get together maybe

we can start a new phase

The smokes got the club all hazy,

spotlights don't do you justice baby

Why don't you come over here,

you got me saying

Ayo, I'm tired of using technology,
why don't you sit down on top of me
Ayo, I'm tired of using technology,
| need you right in front of me

Ad lifid sé skjalfandi litid gras,

ma lesa i kveedi' eftir Matthias,

en allir vita, hver 6rlég faer

su urt, sem hvergi i veetu neer.

Ad lifid se skjalfandi litid gras

Song by: Franz P. Schubert
Lyrics by: Sigurdur Pérarinsson
ArtistsSmarakvartettinn i Reykjavik

Mikid lifandi skelfingar
0skop er gaman ad vera
svolitid "hifadur".

Pad seemir mér ekki sem Islending

ad efast um pjodskaldsins stadhaefing,
en skreelna ur purrki ég vist ei vil

og vokva pvi lifsblomid af og til.

Mikid lifandi skelfingar
0skop er gaman ad vera
svolitid "hifadur".

Nu pekkist su skodun og pykir fin,
ad petta vort jardlif sé ekkert grin,
menn eigi ad lifa hér dskop trist
og 6dlast i himninum seeluvist.

Mikid lifandi skelfingar
0skop er gaman ad vera
svolitid "hifadur".

En ég verd ad telja pad tryggara
ad taka ut forskot a saeluna,

bvi fyrir pvi gefst engin "garanti"
ad hja gudi ég komist a fylliri.

Mikid lifandi skelfingar
0skop er gaman ad vera
svolitid "hifadur".

Bahy

Song by: Justin Bieber
Lyrics by: Justin Bieber
ArtistsJustin Bieber

Capo a fyrsta

Ohh wooaah, Ohhwooaah, Ohh wooaah, Ohh wooaah

You know you love me,l know you care
You shout whenever, And I'll be there
You want my love, You want my heart
And we will never ever ever be apart

Are we an item? Girl quit playing

We're just friends, What are you saying?
Said there's another, Look right in my eyes
My first love broke my heart for the first time,
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And | was like

Baby, baby, baby nooo

I'm like baby, baby, baby noo

I'm like baby, baby, baby nooo

| thought you'd always be mine mine
Baby, baby, baby nooo

I'm like baby, baby, baby noo

I'm like baby, baby, baby nooo

| thought you'd always be mine, oh oh

For you, | would have done whatever

And | just can't believe we're here together
And | gotta play it cool, 'cause I'm loosin' you
I'll buy you anything, I'll buy you any ring
'‘Cause I'm in pieces, baby fix me

| see a bad moon rising

| see trouble on the way

| see earthquakes and lightning
| see bad times today

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

I hear hurricanes a blowing

I know the end is coming soon

| fear rivers overflowing

i hear the voice of rage and ruin

Don't go around tonight
Its bound to take your life

And you shake me 'til you wakel| me from this bad dream Theres a bad moon on the rise

I'm going down, down, dooown

And | just can't believe my first love won't be around,

And I'm like

Baby, baby, baby nooo

I'm like baby, baby, baby noo

I'm like baby, baby, baby nooo

| thought you'd always be mine mine
Baby, baby, baby nooo

I'm like baby, baby, baby noo

I'm like baby, baby, baby nooo

| thought you'd always be mine, mine

You can give all of your love,

But sometimes it won't be enough
Never told me this day would come,
Now I'm all gone

You can give all your love,

But sometimes it won't be enough
Never told me this day would come

'Cause | was like

Baby, baby, baby nooo

I'm like baby, baby, baby noo

I'm like baby, baby, baby nooo

| thought you'd always be mine mine
Yeah yeah yeah, yeah yeah yeah
Yeah yeah yeah, yeah yeah yeah
Yeah yeah yeah

Now I'm all gone, gone, gone, gone
I'm goooooooone

Bad Moon Rising

Song by: John Fogherty
Lyrics by: John Fogherty
ArtistsCreedence Clearwater Revival

Hope you got your things together
Hope you are quite prepared to die
Looks like we're in for nasty weather
One eye is taken for an eye

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

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

Barfly

Song by: Jeff Who?
Lyrics by: Jeff Who?
ArtistsJeff Who?

It starts with a haircut

that you don’t understand.

All dressed looking so sharp

just knowing that you’re the man.
With a walk to the beat

and you’re move’s on repeat,
the game is on tonight.

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

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.

Your mind slips away
with every minute that you stay.
Messed up your haircut




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

Bls. 23

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.

As long as they keep on coming
this place she belong in
a game you’ll never win.

So sadness seems to be your fate,
all alone again and a fat off day.

You should be let to come in and you’ll never win,

unless the golden rule becomes your friend
and you should never return.

Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala
Lalalalalalala

Basket Case

Song by: Green day
Lyrics by: Green day
ArtistsGreen day

Do you have the time

To listen to me whine

About nothing and everything all at once
| am one of those

Melodramatic fools

Neurotic to the bone no doubt about it

Sometimes | give myself the creeps
Sometimes my mind plays tricks on me
It all keeps adding up

I think I'm cracking up

Am | just paranoid

I'm just stoned

(riff 2x)

I went to a shrink

To analyze my dreams

She says it's lack of sex that's bringing me down
| went to a whore

She said my life's a bore

So quit my whining 'cause it's bringing her down

Sometimes | give myself the creeps
Sometimes my mind plays tricks on me
It all keeps adding up

I think I'm cracking up

Am | just paranoid

Uh, yuh, yuh, ya
(riff 4x)
Grasping to control
So | better hold on
(riff 2x)

Sometimes | give myself the creeps
Sometimes my mind plays tricks on me
It all keeps adding up

I think I'm cracking up

Am | just paranoid

I'm just stoned

(riff 4x)

Bed of roses

Song by: Bon Jovi
Lyrics by: Bon Jovi
ArtistsBon Jovi

Sitting here wasted and wounded

at this old piano

Trying hard to capture

the moment this morning | don't know
'Cause a bottle of vodka

is still lodged in my head

And some blond gave me nightmares
| think that she's still in my bed

As | dream about movies

they won't make of me when I'm dead

With an ironclad fist | wake up and

French kiss the morning

While some marching band keeps

its own beat in my head

While we're talking

About all of the things that | long to believe
About love and the truth and

what you mean to me

And the truth is baby you're all that | need

| want to lay you down in a bed of roses

For tonight | sleep on a bed on nails

| want to be just as close as the Holy Ghost is
And lay you down on bed of roses

Well I'm so far away

That each step that | take is on my way home
A king's ransom in dimes I'd given each night
Just to see through this payphone

Still | run out of time

Or it's hard to get through

Till the bird on the wire flies me back to you
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I'll just close my eyes and whisper,
baby blind love is true

| want to lay you down in a bed of roses

For tonight | sleep on a bed on nails

| want to be just as close as the Holy Ghost is
And lay you down on bed of roses

The hotel bar hangover whiskey's gone dry
The barkeeper's wig's crooked

And she's giving me the eye

I might have said yeah

But | laughed so hard | think | died

When you close your eyes

Know I'll be thinking about you

While my mistress she calls me

To stand in her spotlight again

Tonite | won't be alone

But you know that don't

Mean I'm not lonely I've got nothing to prove
For it's you that I'd die to defend

Bein leid

Song by: KK
Lyrics by: KK
ArtistsKK

Bein leid, gatan liggur greid
bein leid, gatan liggur greid
pad kostar svita og bl6d

ad fara pessa slé0.

Eg var ad vappa um baeinn
pad var um midjan daginn
sa fullt af kynjaverum

undir himni berum.

Viltu heyra?

Ljadu eyra, heyrdu meira
pad kostar svita og bl6d
ad fara pessa sléo

Pad var einn gudsgeldingur
pessi einfeldningur

hann var snapvis snikill
sligadur fikill

hann var kvalinn

illa alinn, illa alinn

pad kostar svita og bl6d

ad fara pessa slé0.

Bein leid, gatan liggur greid
bein leid, gatan liggur greid
pad kostar svita og bl6d

ad fara pessa slé0.

Einn atti milljénkall

keypti sér kolafjall

tok alla kdsina

i adra ndsina

hann vard galinn.

Eg er farinn

€g er farinn.

Pad kostar svita og bléd
ad fara pessa slod.

Bein leid, gatan liggur greid
bein leid, gatan liggur greid
pad kostar svita og bl6d

ad fara pessa slod.

Betri tid

Song by: Valgeir Gugjonsson
Lyrics by: Pordur Arnason
ArtistsStudmenn

Sumarid er komid

svona' a pad ad vera....

sélin leikum um mig

algjorlega bera (la, Ia, Ia, la, la .....)

Eg sit hér ut' i gardi

pad sér mig ekki nokkur

€g gleymdi vist ad kynna kallinn minn hann Binna,
pad munar sko um minn, hann er rosakokkur

Bradum kemur ekki betri tid

pvi betri getur tidin, pvi betri getur tidin ekki ordid
Bradum kemur ekki betri tid

pba verdur uxahryggjasupan, nei sveppahalasupan
nei uxahryggjahalanegrablomkalssveppasupan
sett & bordid, stofubordid, bordstofu-

bordid, parna mundi ég ordid

a ha, 6 hum, u hu

Veturinn er grimmur,
gaf mér faa kosti,

svo égurlega dimmur,
med alltof miklu frosti.

En nd er komid sumar

og solin braeddi hrimid,

en hvad er ég ad hugsa, nu parf ég fyrr en varir
ad fara ad far' i spjarir, pad er matartimi.

Bradum kemur ekki betri tid

pvi betri getur tidin, pvi betri getur tidin ekki ordid
Bradum kemur ekki betri tid

pba verdur uxahryggjasupan, nei sveppahalasupan
nei uxahryggjahalanegrablomkalssveppasupan
sett & bordid, stofubordid, bordstofu-

bordid, parna mundi ég ordid

a ha, 6 hum, u hu
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A different city every nightoh |

B" . | swear the world better prepare
lionaire for when I'm a billionaire
Song by: Philip Lawrence asamt fleirum. | wanna be a billionaire so frickin bad!

Lyrics by: Philip Lawrence asamt fleirum.
ArtistsBruno Mars asamt fleirum.

| wanna be a billionaire so fricking bad BIISter I“ The S““
buy all of the things | never had f;’r?gsbgy-:%°gﬁ‘d°o"n%aa”n°o
| wanna be on the cover of Forbes magazine ArtistsViolent Femmes
smiling next to Oprah and the Queen

{start_of tab}

Oh, every time | close my eyes E|
| see my name in shining lights Bj
A different city every nightoh | G|
| swear the world better prepare D|
for when I'm a billionaire Al---2--3--2---2-2-3--2----2--3--2------=-2--3--2--=-2-2-3--2-----2
El-3 3 3 3----3 3 3
Yeah, | would have a show like Oprah {end_of tab
| would be the host of, everyday Christmas, give Travie a wish list
I'd probably pull an Angelina and Brad Pitt When I'm a walkin' | strut my stuff,
and adopt a bunch of babies that ain't never had shit then I'm so strung out.
give away a few Mercedes like here lady have this I'm high as a kite, | just might

and last but not least grant somebody their last wish stop to check you out.
its been a couple months since I've single so

you can call me Travie Claus minus the Ho Ho Let me go on, like a blister in the sun.
get it, I'd probably visit where Katrina hit Let me go on, big hands | know youre the one.
and damn sure do a lot more than FEMA did
yeah can't forget about me stupid Body beats, | stain my sheets.
everywhere | go Imma have my own theme music | don't even know why.
My girlfriend she at the end,

Oh, every time | close my eyes she is starting to cry.

| see my name in shining lights

A different city every nightoh | Let me go on, like a blister in the sun.

| swear the world better prepare Let me go on, big hands | know youre the one.

for when I'm a billionaire

'l be playing basketball with the President, dunking on hBQheﬁlj&B Rhapsody

then I'll compliment him on his political etiquette Song by: Freddie Mercury
toss a double milli in the air just for the heck of it Lyrics by: Freddie Mercury
but keep the fives, twentys, tens, and bens completely sél5ftaee"

and yeah I'll be in a whole new tax bracket

we in recession but let me take a crack at it Cauaht in a land - slide. no escape from re - alit
I'll probably take whatever's left and just split it up ug ’ p¢ Y-
Open your eyes, look up to the skies and see.

so everybody that | love can have a couple bucks m oor bov. 1 need no svmoathy. because I'm
and not a single tummy around me would know what hundWWés? P y: ympathy, u

eating good, sleeping soundly

I know we all have a similar dream
go in your pocket pull out your wallet
and put it in the air and sing

Is this the real life? Is this just fantasy?

easy come, easy go, little high, little low.
Anyway the wind blows doesn't really matter to me, to

Mama____ justkilled a man, put a gun against his head,
| wanna be a billionaire so fricking bad pulled my trigger, now he’s dead. ,
buy all of the things | never had M?orcv?m “feaha\(/jvéUSt begun, but now I've gone and
| wanna be on the cover of Forbes magazine -way.
smiling next to Oprah and the Queen Mama, ooh didn't mean to make you cry.

If I'm not back again this time tomorrow, car - ry on, car - ry

Oh, every time | close my eyes as if nothing really matters.

| see my name in shining lights
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Too late,
body's aching all the time.

Goodbye, everybody, I've got to go, gotta leave you all

behind and face the truth.
Mama, ooh | don't want to die,
| sometimes wish I'd never been born at all.

| see alit - tle sil - hou - et - to of a man.

Scar - a - mouche, Scar - a - mouche, will you do the Fa
Thunderbolt and lightning very, very fright'ning me.

Gallileo, Gallileo, Gallileo, Figaro, Magnifico.

I'm just a poor boy and no - bod - y loves me.
He's just a poor boy from a poor fam -i - ly.
Spare him his life from this mon - stros - i - ty.

Easy come, easy go, will you let me go? Bis - mil -

No, we will not let you go. Bismillah!

We will not let you go. Bismillah! We will not let you go.

Will not let you go. Will not let you go.
Ahhhhhhhhh

No, no, no, no, no, no, no.

Mama mia, let me go. Be - el - ze - bub has a devil put aggd

for me, for me.

So you think you can stone me and spit in my eye.
So you think you can love me and leave me to die.
can't do this to me, baby.
Just gotta get out, just gotta get right outta here.

Oh, baby,

Nothing really matters, anyone can see.

Nothing really matters, nothing really matters to me.

Any - way the wind blows.

Breakfast at Tiffany's

Song by: Todd David Pipes
Lyrics by: Todd David Pipes
ArtistsDeep Blue Something

You say that we’ve got nothing in common,
no common ground to start from,
and we're falling apart.

You'll say, 3the world has come between us,
our lives have come between us,
but | know you just don’t care.

And | said, What about Breakfast at Tiffany’s
She said, | think | remember the film

and as | recall, | think, we both kinda liked it.
And | said, well, that’s the one thing we got.

| see you - the only one who knew me,

my time has come, sends shivers down napdpio®, your eyes see through me.

| guess | was wrong.

So what now? It’s plain to see we’re over,
and | hate when things are over,
when so much is left undone.

Brim.oghodafoll

Song by: Hreimur an Heimisson
Lyrics by: Hreimur Orn Heimisson
ArtistsLand og Synir

S4l, lystu mina leid,
svo logi sundin bla, a leidinni til pin.
Nott, leidin verdur greid

lah! Meér liggur lifid &, pvi ég verd senn a leidarenda.

Kominn pessa leid,

Einfaldlega til ad segja pér,

An pin er ég bjargarlaus i neyd,
En ekki pegar pu ert hér hja mér.

Fyrst, er augum a pig leit,
@p& & mér fann, ad eitthvad snerti mig.
, 0g eins’vel nu ég veit,
ad brim og bodafdll, gaetu ekki stodvad okkur.

Kominn pessa leid,
Einfaldlega til ad segja pér,

—An pin er ég bjargarlaus i neyd,

En ekki pegar pu ert hér hja mér.

Nu, néttin leedist inn, og breidir Gt sinn fadm,

—pt brosir til min eins og i fyrsta sinn,

lifid byrjar hér, inn i Herjélfsdal

Kominn pessa leid,

Einfaldlega til ad segja pér,

An pin er ég bjargarlaus i neyd,
En ekki pegar pu ert hér hja mér.

Biddu pabbi

Song by: Geoff Stevens asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: 16dunn Steinsdottir
ArtistsVilhjalmur Vilhjalmsson

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:

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

Eg stadar nam og stardi & déttur mina,
Er par stautadi til min svo hyr a bra,
Og mig skorti kjark til ad segja henni,
ad billin bidi min ad bera mig

um langveg henni fra. Hun sagdi:

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

Radvilltur ég stéd um stund og pagdi,
En af stad svo lagdi aftur heim a leid.
Eg vissi ad litla déttir min

hdn myndi hjalpa mér

Ad maeta vanda peim

sem heima beid. Hun sagdi:

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

Buikolla

Song by: Laddi
Lyrics by: Laddi
ArtistsLaddi

Capo a 2.bandi

Karl og kerling i sinu koti,

kurdu og attu einn svein.

Hann Hrein.

Beljuhré geymd i fijésabroti
Bukolla og hun bjé ein.

Svo einn daginn var horfin kusa
og ekkert til hennar sést,

né frést.

pa var Hreinn sendur ut ad hnusa
hardur og til i flest.

Ded (deo) ded (ded)
Bauladu Bukolla ef pu heyrir
Ded (deo) ded (ded)

En ekkert heyrdist hann afram lengra hélt.

Pegar hann haféi gengid lengi
med haelseeri komin var

og mar.

Aumar iljar og sara strengi

og stdd varla i lappirnar.

Ef hann fyndi ekki kusu i hvelli

og kaemi 66ara peim

strax heim.

Fengi hann radningu og rassskelli
og rekin burt fra peim.

De6 (ded) deo (deo)

Bauladu Bukolla ef pu heyrir

De6 (ded) deo (deo)

En ekkert heyrdist hann afram lengra hélt.

Pa er baulad ur hau bjargi

par Bukolla er bundin vid grjot,

med fot.

Litlu innar & lodnu fargi

liggur skessa ein ljot.

Strakur kemst sidan ut med belju

og stikar i attina heim.

Beint heim.

En skessan vaknar og sypur hveljur.
~ovei ég skal na peim tveim®.

Hee ho. Korr i ro.

Eg skal na ykkur skrattakollar

Hae ho. Korr i ré.

Pad pydir ekkert ad sitja og drolla.

(Endurtekid medan talad er):

Pegar skessan var alveg ad na peim sagdi strakur:
.Hvad eigum vid ad gera“? Og pa sagdi Bukolla:
,Muu. Taktu har ur hala minum

og leggéu pad a jordina.

Verdur pad pa ad svo storu vatni ad enginn

kemst yfir nema fuglinn fljugandi.”

Gerdi strakur petta og var ur petta lika ekki sma vatn.
Nu vard skessan alveg af, hljop heim i helli

og kom med stéra bolann hans pabba sins

og hann drakk allt vatnid i einum sopa.

Nu var skessan alveg ad na peim aftur.

pa segir Bukolla:

»Taktu har ur hala minum og leggdu pad a jordina.
Verdur pad pa ad svo storu bali ad enginn

kemst yfir nema fuglinn fljugandi.”

Hlaer pa skessan og laetur bolaétuktina pissa 6llu vatninu
sem hann drakk & balid og slokkva i pvi.

Pegar skessan var alveg ad na peim

einu sinni enn, segir Bukolla:

»Taktu har ur hala minum og leggdu pad a jordina.
Verdur pad pa ad svo stéru fjalli ad enginn

kemst yfir nema fuglinn fljugandi.”

Stoppar pa strakur og segir:

»EQ er nu buinn ad fa mig fullsaddan

af pessu kjaftaedi i pér beljuskratti parna.

»1aktu har ur hala minum®... hvad? Ha?

Petta hefur ekkert virkad hja pér hingad til.
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Nu tek ég til minna rada!

“ Skipti engum togum ad straksi hreinsadi harin
af halanum & Bukollu og stradi peim i kring um sig.

Spruttu pa upp heilu fjallasalirnir.
Sidan hefur ekkert spurst til peirra.

Deé (ded) ded (ded)
Deé (ded) ded (ded)
Deé (ded) ded (ded)
Deé (ded) ded (ded)

California Dreaming

Song by: John Phillips
Lyrics by: Michelle Phillips
ArtistsThe Mamas And The Papas

All the leaves are brown
and the sky is grey

I've been for a walk

on a winter’s day

I'd be be safe and warm
if | was in L.A.
California dreaming

on such a winter’s day

Stopped into a church

| passes along the way

Oh | got down on my knees
and | pretend to pray

You know the preacher likes the cold,
he knows I’'m gonna stay

California dreaming on

such a winter’s day

All the leaves are brown
and the sky is grey

I've been for a walk

on a winter’s day

If | didn’t tell her

| could leave today
California dreaming
on such a winter’s day
on such a winter’s day
on such a winter’s day

Californication

Song by: Red Hot Chili Peppers
Lyrics by: Red Hot Chili Peppers
ArtistsRed Hot Chili Peppers

Psychic spies from China,
Try to steal your mind's elation
Little girls from Sweden,

Dream of silver screen quotations
And if you want these kind of dreams
It's Californication

It's the edge of the world,

And all of western civilization

The sun may rise in the East,

At least it settles in the final location
It's understood that Hollywood

sells Californication

Pay your surgeon very well,

To break the spell of aging

Celebrity skin is this your chin,

Or is that war your waging

First born unicorn, Hardcore soft porn

Dream of Californication
Dream of Californication

Marry me girl be my fairy to the world,
Be my very own constellation

A teenage bride with a baby inside,
Getting high on information

And buy me a star on the boulevard
It's Californication

Space may be the final frontier,

But it's made in a Hollywood basement
Cobain can you hear the spheres,
Singing songs off station to station
And Alderon's not far away

It's Californication

Born and raised by those who praise,
Control of population

Everybody's been there

and | don't mean on vacation

First born unicorn, Hardcore soft porn

Dream of Californication
Dream of Californication
Dream of Californication
Dream of Californication

Destruction leads to a very rough road,
But it also breeds creation

And earthquakes are to a girl's guitar,
They're just another good vibration
And tidal waves couldn't save the world
From Californication

Pay your surgeon very well

To break the spell of aging

Sicker than the rest there is no test
But this is what you're craving
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First born unicorn Hardcore soft porn

Dream of Californication
Dream of Californication
Dream of Californication
Dream of Californication

Call Me Maybe

Song by: Tavish Crowe
Lyrics by: Carly Rae Jepsen
ArtistsCarly Rae Jepsen

| threw a wish in the well,
Don't ask me, I'll never tell

| looked to you as it fell,

and now you're in my way

| trade my soul for a wish,
pennies and dimes for a kiss
| wasn't looking for this,

but now you're in my way

Your stare was holdin',

Ripped jeans, skin was showin'

Hot night, wind was blowin'

Where you think you're going, baby?

Hey, | just met you,
and this is crazy,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?

It's hard to look right,
at you baby,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?

Hey, | just met you,
and this is crazy,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?

And all the other boys,
try to chase me,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?

You took your time with the call,

Hey, | just met you,
and this is crazy,

but here's my number,
so callme, maybe?
It's hard to look right,
at you baby,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?
Hey, | just met you,
and this is crazy,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?
And all the other boys,
try to chase me,

but here's my number,

so call me, maybe?

Before you came into my life
I missed you so bad
I missed you so bad
I missed you so, so bad
Before you came into my life
I missed you so bad
And you should know that
I missed you so, so bad

Hey, | just met you,
and this is crazy,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?

It's hard to look right,
at you baby,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?
Hey, | just met you,
and this is crazy,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?
And all the other boys,
try to chase me,

but here's my number,
so call me, maybe?

Can't walk away

Song by: Herbert Gudmundsson
Lyrics by: Herbert Gudmundsson
ArtistsHerbert Gudmundsson

| took no time with the fall
You gave me nothing at all,
but still, you're in my way

| beg, and borrow and steal,
Have foresight and it's real There's a way every day

| didn't know | would feel it, to the problems men just can't turn away.
but it's in my way Cause in this life people try

to walk away and say it's okay.

But I've seen, a terror screen

and it builds up like a monster machine.

Your stare was holdin',

Ripped jeans, skin was showin'

Hot night, wind was blowin'

Where you think you're going, baby? Got to look into all directions.

Have to know life has difficult questions whooo
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Have to look into all directions.

Can't walk away (no no no no, can't walk away)

Can't walk away.

Got to look into all directions.

Have to know life has difficult questions whooo

Have to look into all directions.

Can't walk away (no no no no, can't walk away)

Can't walk away.

So what we have to do

me and you have to learn like we’re in school.
Cause in this life have to realize

that no one can make it without working price

Got to look into all directions.

Have to know life has difficult questions whooo

Have to look into all directions.

Can't walk away (no no no no, can't walk away)

Can't walk away.

Got to look into all directions.

Have to know life has difficult questions whooo

Have to look into all directions.

Can't walk away (no no no no, can't walk away)

Can't walk away.

Chariot

Song by: Gavin Degraw
Lyrics by: Gavin Degraw
ArtistsGavin Degraw

Staring at a maple leaf

Leaning on the mother tree

| said to myself we all lost touch

Your favorite fruit is chocolate covered cherries
And seedless watermelon ohhhh

Nothing from the ground is good enough

Body rise

look what's over me

Oh chariot, your golden waves
Are walking down upon this face
Oh chariot, I'm singing out loud
To guide me

Give me your

Strength

Remember seeking moons rebirth?
Rains made mirrors of the earth
The sun was just yellow energy

It is a living promise land

Even over fields of sand

Seasons fill my mind and cover me
Bring it back
More than a memory

Oh chariot, your golden waves
Are walking down upon this face
Oh chariot, I'm singing out loud
To guide me

Give me your streeeeeeength!

You'll be my vacation away from this place
You know what | want

Holding that cup,

That's pouring over the sides

You make me wanna spread my arms and fly

Oh chariot, your golden waves
Are walking down upon this face
Oh chariot, I'm singing out loud
To guide me

Give me your strenght

Give me your strength (Chariot)
Give me your strength (Chariot)
Give me your strength (Chariot)
Give me your strength (Chariot)

Give me your strength,
Give it to me (Chariot)
Give me your strength,
Give it to me (Chariot)
Give me your strength,
Give it to me (Chariot)
Give me your strength,
Oh chariot

Chasing Cars

Song by: Gary Lightbody
Lyrics by: Gary Lightbody
ArtistsSnow Patrol

We’'ll do it all, everything,
on our own
We don’t need anything,
or anyone.

If I lay here, if | just lay here
Would you lie with me,
and just forget the world.

| don’t quite know how to say

how | feel

Those three words, are said too much,
they're not enough.

If I lay here, if | just lay here
Would you lie with me,




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

Bls. 31

and just forget the world.
Forget what we’re told,
before we get too old
Show me a garden
that’s bursting into life.

Let’s waste time, chasing cars,
around our heads.

| need your grace to remind me,
to find my own.

If I lay here, if | just lay here
Would you lie with me,

and just forget the world.
Forget what we’re told,
before we get too old

Show me a garden

that’s bursting into life.

All that | am, all that | ever was
Is here in your perfect eyes,
they’re all | can see

| don’t know where, confused about how as well
just know that these things
will never change for us at all.

If I lay here, if | just lay here
Would you lie with me,
and just forget the world.

Clocks

Song by: Coldplay
Lyrics by: Coldplay
ArtistsColdplay

Capo a fyrsta

Lights go out and | can't be saved,
Tides that | tried to swim against,
Have put me down upon my knees,
Oh | beg, | beg and plead, singin’,
Come out have things I've said,
Shoot an apple off my head, and-a,
Trouble that can be named,

Tigers waitin' to be tamed, singin’,

Confusion that never stops,

Closin' walls an' tickin' clocks, gonna,
Come back an' take ya home,

| could not stop, but you now know, singin’
Come out upon my seas,

Cursed missed oppurtunities, am |,

A part of the cure,

Or am | part of the disease? Singin'

And no..thing else compa.....res
Oh 'n' no..thing else compa.....res
And no..thing else compa....... ares

Home, Home where | wanted to go
Home, Home where | wanted to go
Home, Home where | wanted to go
Home, Home where | wanted to go

Come Together

Song by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
ArtistsThe Beatles

Here come old flat top,

He come grooving up slowly,

He got Joo Joo eyeball, He one holy roller
He got hair down to his knee;

Got to be a joker, he just do what he please.

He wear no shoe shine, he got toe jam football
He got monkey finger, he shoot co-ca cola

He say, "l know you, you know me."

One thing | can tell you is you got to be free
Come Together, Right now, over me

He bag production, He got wal-rus gumboot

He got O-no sideboard, He one spinal cracker

He got feet down below his knee

Hold you in his armchair, you can feel his disease
Come together, right now, over me

He roller coaster, he got early warning

He got muddy water, He one Mo-jo filter

He say, " One and one and one is three."

Got to be good looking 'cause he so hard to see
Come together, right now, over me

Crazy Little Thing Called Love

Song by: Freddie Mercury
Lyrics by: Freddie Mercury
ArtistsQueen

This thing, called love,
I just can't handle it,
this, thing, called love,

| must, get round to it,
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| ain't ready,
Crazy little thing called love.

This thing, called love,
it cries, in the cradle at night,
it swings, it jives,

it shakes, all over like a jelly-fish,
| kinda like it,
Crazy little thing called love.

There goes my baby,

she knows how to rock and roll,

She drives me crazy,

she gives me hot and cold fever,

then she leaves me in a cool, cool sweat.

| gotta be cool, relax,
get hip, get on my tracks,
take a back seat, hitch-hike

And take a long ride on my motorbike
until I'm ready,
Crazy little thing called love.

Solo:

| gotta be cool, relax,

get hip, get on my tracks,

take a back seat, hitch-hike

And take a long ride on my motorbike
until I'm ready,

Crazy little thing called love.

This thing, called love,
I just can't handle it,

this, thing, called love,
I must, get round to it,

| ain't ready,

Crazy little thing called love.
Crazy little thing called love.
Crazy little thing called love.

Creep

Song by: Thom Yorke
Lyrics by: Thom Yorke
ArtistsRadiohead

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.
I 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
Runs

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

Song by: Sigfus Halldérsson

Lyrics by: Tomas Guémundsson
ArtistsYmsir

Er sumarid kom yfir saeinn,
og solskinid ljdmadi um baeinn
og vafdi sér heiminn ad hjarta
€g hitti pig astin min bjarta

Og saman vid leiddumst og sungum
med sumar i hjértunum ungu,

Hid ljufasta ar I6gunum minum

Eg las pad ur augunum pinum

P6tt humi um heidar og voga,

mun himinsins stjornudyrd loga

um ast okkar, yndi og fognud

pott andvarans séngrodd sé pégnud
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Djammid
Song by: Hlynur Benediktsson

Lyrics by: Hlynur Benediktsson
ArtistsGledisveit Ingolfs

Fostudagskvald loksins helgin komin
eftir langa vinnuvikuna.

Vid lifum a 6ld par sem er til sids

ad skemmta sér reekilega.

Eg fer pvi & ball og par sem einhver hljomsveit
spilar af lifi og sal

kemst svo a rall og dett svo ida

begar séngvarinn dskrar SKAL!

Fadu pér 6l og skemmtu pér med okkur i kvaold...
Fadu pér 6l og skemmtu pér med okkur i kvaold...

Sidan for allt af stad

06 engu get ég logid um pad
Djamm og djus og kvennastuss,
party innan og utan huss

Allt vard brjalad, svaka stud
hljomsveitin var snar ruglud

Allir virtust missa sig er Gledisveitin steig a svid
og Oskradi yfir allt:

Fadu pér 6l og skemmtu pér med okkur i kvadld...
Fadu pér 6l og skemmtu pér med okkur i kvaold...

Fadu pér 6l og skemmtu pér med okkur i kvold
Fadu pér ol og skemmtu pér med okkur
Skemmtu pér med okkur,

skemmtu pér med okkur

Skemmtu pér med okkur,

skemmtu pér med okkur

Skemmtu pér med okkur,

skemmtu pér med okkur i kvold

Djofull er ég flottur

Song by: Heimir Eyvindarson
Lyrics by: Heimir Eyvindarson
ArtistsA Moti Sol

Pabbi minn er prestur

og mamm’er stundum pokadyr i tollinum
Djofull ertu fin Hlin

ég verd ad finna pikkdpp-lin“i greenum hvelli
€g er a badum attum

hvort ég eig'ad tim"ad splaesa minum a pig

Djofull er ég flottur ( megahattar badum megin )
Djofull er ég flottur ( einnar naetur ofurstandur )

Adam eda Eva

ein er nog en fleiri eru meirihattar

Alan eda Alda

€g reyn’ad skapa pinulitinn augnakontakt
en ég nenni ekk’ad stand upp

mér lidur best ad sitja hér a rassgatinu

Djofull ertu flottur ( megahattar badum megin )
Djofull ertu flottur ( einnar naetur ofurstandur )
Djofull ertu flottur ( jaja )

Djofull ertu flottur

Pegar ég hugsa um pad betur
er ég alltof flottur fyrir pig

pvi pu ert ekki nema svona
nokkurnveginn rétt ad verda
sautjan eda atjan ara

Pabbi minn er prestur

og mamm’er stundum pokadyr i tollinum

djofull ertu atsteed

€g held bar’ad mig lang’ad gang’ad pér og manga
€g nenni ekk’ad stand’upp

mér lidur best ad sitja hér a rassgatinu

Djofull er ég flottur ( megahattar badum megin )
Djofull er ég flottur ( einnar viku ofurstandur )
Djofull er ég flottur ( megahattar badum megin )
Djofull er ég flottur ( einnar viku ofurstandur )
Djofull er ég flottur ( aha )

Djofull er ég flottur

Don't Look Back In Anger

Song by: Noel Gallagher
Lyrics by: Noel Gallagher
ArtistsOasis

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,
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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 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.

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,
don't look back in anger,

| heard you say.

At least not today.

Don't stop me now

Song by: Freddie Mercury
Lyrics by: Freddie Mercury
ArtistsQueen

Tonight I'm gonna have myself a real good time
| feel alive, and the world turning inside out
Yeah, and floating around in ecstasy

So don't stop me now

Dont' stop me 'cause I'm havin' a good time
Having a good time

I'm a shooting star leaping
through the sky like a tiger

Defying the laws of gravity
I'm a racing car, passing by like Lady Godiva
I'm gonna go, go, go, there's no stoppin' me

I'm burnin' through the sky, yeah

Two hundred degrees, that's why

they call me mister Fahrenheit

I'm travelling at the speed of light

| wanna make a supersonic man out of you

Don't stop me now

I'm havin' such a good time,
I'm havin' a ball

Don't stop me now

If you wanna have a good time,
just give me a call

Don't stop me now

Don't stop me now

| don't want to stop at all

I'm a rocket ship on my way to Mars,
on a collision course

| am a satellite, I'm out of control

I am a sexmachine, ready to load,
like an atom bomb

About to, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, explode

I'm burnin' through the sky, yeah

Two hundred degrees, that's why

they call me mister Fahrenheit

I'm travelling at the speed of light

| wanna make a supersonic man out of you

Don't stop me now

I'm havin' such a good time,
I'm havin' a ball

Don't stop me now

If you wanna have a good time,
just give me a call

Don't stop me now

Don't stop me now

| don't want to stop at all

Don't stop me

Ohh, ooh, ooh, don't stop me
Have a good time, good time
Don't stop me, don't stop me
Ah!

Don't Speak

Song by: Gwen Stefani asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Gwen Stefani asamt fleirum.
ArtistsNo Doubt

You and me
We used to be together
Every day together always
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| really feel

That I'm losing my best friend
| can't believe

This could be the end

It looks as though you're letting go
And if it's real,
Well | don't want to know

Don't speak

| know just what you're saying
So please stop explaining
Don't tell me 'cause it hurts
Don't speak

| know what you're thinking

| don't need your reasons
Don't tell me 'cause it hurts

Our memories

They can be inviting

But some are altogether
Mighty frightening

As we die, both you and |
With my head in my hands
| sit and cry

Don't speak

| know just what you're saying
So please stop explaining
Don't tell me 'cause it hurts
Don't speak

| know what you're thinking

| don't need your reasons
Don't tell me 'cause it hurts

It's all ending
| gotta stop pretending who we are...

You and me
| can see us dying ... are we?

Don't speak
| know just what you're saying
So please stop explaining

Don't tell me 'cause it hurts... No oh No oh No...

Don't speak

| know what you're thinking

| don't need your reasons
Don't tell me 'cause it hurts
Don't tell me 'cause it hurts

| know just what you're saying
So please stop explaining

Don’t speak, don’t speak, don’t speak oh...

| know what you're thinking and
| don't need your reasons

| know you’re good

| know you’re good

| know you’re real good oh
Lalalala, lalalala,

Don’t, don’t, Ooh ooh

Hush me, hush me darling
Hush me, hush me darling
Hush me, hush me,

Don'’t tell me ‘cause it hurts.

Hush me, hush me darling
Hush me, hush me darling
Hush me, hush me,

Don'’t tell me ‘cause it hurts.

Don't Stop Believing

Song by: Journey
Lyrics by: Journey
ArtistsJourney

Capo a 2. bandi

Just a small town girl,
living in a lonely world

She took the midnight train
going anywhere

Just a city boy,

born and raised in south Detroit
He took the midnight train
going anywhere

A singer in a smoky room,

a smell of wine and cheap perfume
For a smile they can share the night,
it goes on and on and on and on

Strangers waiting

up and down the boulevard
Their shadows searching

in the night

Streetlight, people,

living just to find emotion
Hiding, somewhere in the night

Working hard to get my fill,
everybody wants a thrill

Paying anything to roll the dice,
just one more time

Some will win, some will lose,
some were born to sing the blues
Oh, the movie never ends,
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it goes on and on and on and on

Strangers waiting

up and down the boulevard
Their shadows searching

in the night

Streetlight, people,

living just to find emotion
Hiding, somewhere in the night

Don't stop believing
hold on to the feeling
Streetlight people

Don't stop believing
hold on to the feeling
Streetlight people

Don't stop believing
hold on to the feeling
Streetlight people

Down on the Corner

Song by: John Fogherty
Lyrics by: John Fogherty
ArtistsCreedence Clearwater Revival

Early in the evenin'

just about supper time,
over by the courthouse,
they're starting to unwind,

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

Song by: Eyjolfur Kristjansson
Lyrics by: Eyjolfur Kristjansson
ArtistsEyjolfur Kristjansson asamt fleirum.

Intro

{start_of tab}
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{end_of tab}

Nuna ertu hja mér, Nina..

Strykur mér um vangann, Nina.

O, halt'i hondina @ 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.
Lifi6 heldur afram - til hvers?

Eg vil ekki vakna, fra pér.

Pvi ég veit ad pu 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 gaeti sofid heila old.
bvi ad naottin veitir adeins

skamma stund med pér.

-Er ég vakna...

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

Engin strykur  blitt um vanga mér.
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Dagurinn er eilifd an pin.
Kvoldid kalt og tdmlegt an pin.
Er nottin kemur fer ég til pin.

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

Og ég vild'ég geeti sofid heila dld.
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

Nina, pu ert ekki lengur hér.
Opna augun.

Engin strykur blitt um vanga mér.

Draumur um pjodhatid

Song by: Ellert Runars asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Ellert Runars asamt fleirum.
ArtistsSkitamorall

pad eitt er vist ad alltaf geng ég ad

i agustbyrjun pér sem samastad.
Hér risi taldborg upp ad gémlum sid,
og nu er lidin pessi langa bid.

Eyjan sem eitt sinn undir 6sku la
par lifna vonir vid og lifsins pra
0g ég pig nalgast fagra Heimaey

Mig dreymir um pig bjodhatid
og stulkur sem hitti a ny.
Hér prain hun kviknar til pin

og eyjan han kallar til min — hun Kkallar til min.

Vid komum saman undir blahimni,
astfangin sitjum vid i brekkunni.
Bjartir dagar sumarnéttin blid,
bjoda pig velkominn a bjédhatid.

Eyjan sem eitt sinn undir 6sku la
par lifna vonir vid og lifsins pra
0g ég pig nalgast fagra Heimaey

Mig dreymir um pig bjodhatid
og stulkur sem hitti a ny.
Hér prain hun kviknar til pin

og eyjan han kallar til min — hun kallar til min.

Eyjan sem eitt sinn undir 6sku la
par lifna vonir vid og lifsins pra
0g ég pig nalgast fagra Heimaey

Mig dreymir um pig bjodhatid

og stulkur sem hitti a ny.
Hér prain hun kviknar til pin
og eyjan han kallar til min

Mig dreymir um pig Pjodhatid

og stulkur sem hitti a ny.

Hér prain hun kviknar til pin

og eyjan han kallar til min — hun kallar til min.

Drift Away

Song by: Mentor Williams
Lyrics by: Mentor Williams
ArtistsUncle Kracker

Day after day I'm more confused

But | look for the light through the pourin' rain
You know, that's a game, that | hate to loose
And I'm feelin' the strain, ain't it a shame

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Beginin' to think, that I'm wastin' time

And | don't understand the things | do

The world outside looks so unkind

I'm countin' on you, you can carry me through

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

And when my mind is free

You know your melody can move me
And when I'm feelin' blue

The guitars comin' through to soothe me

Thanks for the joy you've given me

| want you to know | believe in your song

And rhythm, and rhyme, and harmony

You helped me along, you're makin' me strong

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
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| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Give me the beat boys and free my soul
| wanna get lost in your rock and roll and drift away

Efemia

Song by: irskt pjoslag
Lyrics by: Jonas Arnason
ArtistsPapar

Ef pu gengur gléé i lund

eftir gotu, Efemia,

finnst mér eins og svifi svanur
milli sélrodinna skyja.

O, hve heitt ég elska pig!

Eg mun hrépa hatt og syngja,
€g mun kristollum klingja,

€g mun hundrad bjéllum hringja,
ef ég fee ad eiga pig!

Pegar hofdi hreykir pu
moti himni, Efemia,

er sem hatt i brekku brattri
standi blomgud kastania.
O, hve heitt ég elska pig!

Eg mun hrépa hatt og syngja,
€g mun kristdllum klingja,

€g mun hundrad bjéllum hringja,
ef ég fee ad eiga pig!

R&dd pin, mild og munarblid,
er sem musik, Efemia,

og hun émar mér i eyrum
eins og ekta sinfonia.

O, hve heitt ég elska pig!

Eg mun hrépa hatt og syngja,
€g mun kristdllum klingja,

€g mun hundrad bjéllum hringja,
ef ég fee ad eiga pig!

Er ég held i hdndum mér
pinum héndum, Efemia,
allt i brjésti minu blossar
eins og brenni steinolia.
O, hve heitt ég elska pig!

Eg mun hrépa hatt og syngja,
€g mun kristdllum klingja,
€g mun hundrad bjéllum hringja,
ef ég fee ad eiga pig!

Ooh | need your love babe,

guess you know it's true

Eight days a week

Song by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
ArtistsThe Beatles

Hope you need my love babe,
just like | 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 | 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 ...

Einbainn
Song by: Magnus Eiriksson

Lyrics by: Magnus Eiriksson
ArtistsMannakorn

Eg by i sveit, & saudfé a beit
og sellegar kyr ati a tuni.
Sumarsdl heit sem vermir nu reit
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en samt ma ég bida eftir franni.

Traktorinn minn, reidhesturinn
hundur og dalitid af haenum.
Kraftaverk eitt til oss geeti leitt
hyrlega mey burt Ur baenum.

Veturinn er erfidur mér

svo andskoti fotkaldur stundum.
Eg seei big gera eins og mig
ylja & pér teernar & hundum.

Peir segja mér ad peysa af stad

peer bidi eftir bondanum veenum.

Eg hef reynt, pad veit gud, en pad er sko pud
ad preeda Oll husin i baenum.

Eg by i sveit, & saudfé 4 beit

og seellegar kyr ati a tuni.
Sumarsal heit sem vermir nu reit
en samt ma ég bida eftir frunni.

0, 6, Sumarsél heit senn vermir nu reit
en samt ma ég bida eftir frunni.

0, 6, Sumarsél heit senn vermir nu reit
en samt ma ég bida eftir frunni.

Eitt ag enn

Song by: Maurice Williams
Lyrics by: Omar Ragnarsson
ArtistsBrimklo

Sitjum hér, bara svolitid lengur,
saman vid tvo, bara svolitid lengur.
Pad er svo huggulegt hér,

ad hlusta a plétu einn med pér
pad haggar ekki okkur tveim

pott ég aetti ad fara heim.

Bara eitt lag enn.

Ja sitjum hér, bara svolitid lengur,
smasma stund
eitt lag enn. Eitt lag enn.

Sol6 -

O ma ég vera hér, bara svolitid lengur
sall i fadmi pér, bara svolitla stund

og hlustum I16gin okkar &,

unadstund i seelli pra.

Eg atti ad vera haldinn heim

en ekkert haggar okkur tveim,

bara einn koss enn.

Ja sitjum hér, bara svolitid lengur,
smasma stund

eitt lag enn. Eitt lag enn.

Ekkert breytir pvi

Song by: Jens Hansson
Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Ef ég aetti fleiri stundir, fleiri mindtur.
Fleiri ord, fleiri naetur fyrir pig.

P6 ad aevin geymi oteljandi sekundur,
ba er oft eins og timinn svikji mig.

Samt er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi.
Samt er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi
hversu heitt petta hjarta prair pig.

Ef ég hefdi 6nnur feeri, 6nnur augnablik.
Onnur rad, adra kosti handa pér.
Oft & tibum & ég ekki négu haegt um vik
til ad sa eda gefa af sjalfum mér.

Samt er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi.
Samt er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi
hversu heitt petta hjarta prair pig.
Pad er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi,
Ekkert annad sem mig pyrstir i.
Pessi sal, pessi hugur prair pig.

P6 ad myrkrid virdist endalaust
vetur, sumar, vor og haust,
skaltu minnast pess ad lifid er
ymist fjara eda flod.

S6l6: (x 2)
Samt er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi.
Samt er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi
hversu heitt petta hjarta prair pig.
Pad er ekkert sem ad breytir pvi,
Ekkert annad sem mig pyrstir i.
Pessi sal, pessi hugur prair pig.

Ekkert mal

Song by: Ragnhildur Gisladéttir
Lyrics by: Ragnhildur Gisladottir
ArtistsGrylurnar

ua, a, u, u,q,uq,la, la, la, la, la, la,
U, g, u, u,q,uq,la, la, la, laaa,

Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad,

ad vera karlmadur? (Er pad eitthvad sérstakt?)
Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad,

ad bor’ i vegg? (Med Black og Decker?)

Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad,

ad bera aburdarpoka? (Viltu Gericomplex?)

Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad, ad tak’ upp vél?
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Ad vinn’ a lyftara?
Ekkert mal
Ad vinn’ a lyftara?
Ekkert mal
Ad vinn’ a lyftara?
Ekkert mal
Ad vinn’ a lyftara?
Ekkert mal
Pad er ekkert mal.

Er eitthvad merkilegt vid pad,

ad vinn’ a skurdgrofu?

Er meirihattar mal ad skipt’ um dekk

a vorubil? (Atjan hjola trukkur)

Svo hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad,

ad vera karlimadur? (/E-se-se-ae-2)

Er flott ad vera eingdngu a bol, og moka snjé?

Ad vera karlmadur?
Ekkert mal
Ad vera karlmadur?
Ekkert mal
Ad vera karlmadur?
Ekkert mal
Ad vera karlmadur?
Ekkert mal

ua,a,u,a, a4, la, la, la, la, la, la,
U, a, u, a,q,uq,la, la, la, laaa,

Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad,

ad vera karlmadur? (Er pad eitthvad sérstakt?)
Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad,

ad bor’ i vegg? (Med Black og Decker?)

Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad,

ad bera aburdarpoka? (Viltu Gericomplex?)

Hvad er svona merkilegt vid pad, ad tak’ upp vél?

Ad ver’ a sundskylu?
Ekkert mal
Ad ver’ a sundskylu?
Ekkert mal
Ad ver’ a sundskylu?
Ekkert mal
Ad ver’ a sundskylu?
Ekkert mal

u, u, u, u, 0, u, sy, sy, su, su, su, su,

u, u, u, u, 0, u, sy, sy, su, su, su, su,

u, u, u, u, u, u, sy, sy, su, su, su, su,

u, u, u, u, u, u, sy, su, su, su, su, suauu
Neeturkulid krafsar i mig

Keyrir allt i kaf.

Langur skuggi engu likur

laedist Ut a haf.

Eltu mig uppi

Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson
Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Hvergi banginn keyri ég og
keetist yfir pvi

sem &g a veendum sidar,
sem ég stefni i.

Mikid var ég feginn pvi ad

lifa pessa nott.

Furdulegt p6 hvernig fannst mér
timinn lida fljott.

Mikid var vokvar minir
vaettu pessa sal. 066
Eigdu vid mig erindi a ny.
Eltu mig uppi i nétt.

Morgunbirtan bitur i mig,
bydur gédan dag.

Litil fluga fyrir utan
flautar litid lag.

Tolf minutur yfir og ég
undra mig a pvi

sem ég finn vid sidu mina,
sem mig heldur i.

Mikid var ad vokvar minir
veettu pessa sal.

Eigdu vid mig erindi a ny.
Eltu mig uppi i nétt.

EKkki lita undan, ekki beygja af leid.
Ekki tapa slodinni, ja ekki tyna mér
ekki tyna mér i nott.

Mikid var ég feginn pvi ad

lifa pessa nott.

Furdulegt p6 hvernig fannst mér
timinn lida fljott.

Mikid var vokvar minir
vaettu pessa sal. 066
Eigdu vid mig erindi a ny.
Eltu mig uppi i nétt.

Enga fordoma

Song by: Heidar (")__rn Kristjansson

Lyrics by: Heidar Orn Kristjansson asamt fleirum.

ArtistsPollaponk

Ralalalarala
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Ralalalarala
Ralalalarala
Ralala

Lifid er of stutt
Fyrir skammsyni
Ur vegi skal nu rutt
Allri préngsyni

HIlusti® undireins

Inn vid bebebebebebe ...
beinid erum vid eins

Og pad bobobobobo-borgar
Sig ad bros....a

Burtu med fordoma
Og annan eins 6sbma
Verum 6ll samtaka
Pid verdid ad medtaka
pott ég hafi talgalla
pa a ekki ad uppnefna
Petta er engin algebra
Oll erum vid eins

Hey!

Hvort sem pu ert stor
eda smavaxin
Hvort sem pu ert mjor
eda feitlaginn

HIlusti® undireins

Inn vid bebebebebebe ...
beinid erum vid eins

Og pad bobobobobo-borgar
Sig ad bros....a

Burtu med fordoma
Og annan eins 6sbma
Verum 6ll samtaka
Pid verdid ad medtaka
Poétt ég hafi talgalla
pa a ekki ad uppnefna
petta er engin algebra
Oll erum vid eins

Bobba, bobba, bobba .... .

Hey

Burtu med fordoma
Og annan eins 6sbma
Verum 6ll samtaka
Pid verdid ad medtaka
pott ég hafi talgalla
pa a ekki ad uppnefna
petta er engin algebra
Oll erum vid eins

Ralalalarala
Ralalalarala
Ralalalarala
Ralalalarala
Ralalalarala
Ralalalarala
Ralalalarala
Ralala

Burtu med fordoma
Og annan eins 6sbma
Verum 6ll samtaka
Pid verdid ad medtaka
poétt ég hafi talgalla
pa a ekki ad uppnefna
Petta er engin algebra
Oll erum vid eins

Eyjan grena

Song by: Bubbi Morthens
Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens
ArtistsEgo

Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena

Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena

Fyrir 16ngu sidan féru Tyrkirnir,
i ferd upp ad Islandsstrondum.
| Vestmannaeyjum aetludu sér,
alla ad taka hondum.

Um midja nétt neyddist folk til ad flyja,
gléandi hraun yfir hasin ad streyma
Menn héldu pa aldrei aftur snéru,
Eyjamenn til sins heima.

En Eyjan min, Eyjan min st6d pad af sér
Eyjan min, Eyjan min st6d pad af sér

A Danska Pétri sigldu Ninon braedur,
Stjani var sterkur en Sibbi var skaedur.
Maggi madur elskadi skrall,

ur jakkanum fyrstur eftir ball.

Bjossi i KIopp kunni hnefatal

Eirikur hestur ad lesa sal.

Drukku badir hlaejandi ur stut,

adur en peir hreinsudu ur kofanum ut.

Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
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Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena

FM39Blo

Song by: Dan Muckala asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Audunn Bléndal
ArtistsAudunn Blondal asamt fleirum.

Capo a 2. bandi.

Er ad byrja med patt a FM niu fimm sj6
Byrjar fjdgur og er buinn um sex

Verd ekki einn samt, hef fengid vini med
Pekkid flesta, enda vel freegir menn

Bjorn Bragi verdur med honum a manuddgum.
Sveppi Krull tekur pridjudaga a sig.

Hjobbi Ka verdur alla fimmtudaga.

Og a fostudogum verda petta tveir hardir

Sexy, svalir, allir med Utvarpsrodd

Hvernig er ekki haegt ad hlusta a pennan patt?
Sverrir, Palli og fleiri frabaer 10g

Hver veit nema ad vid gefum biomida

Auddi BIG er ad byrja @ FM niu fimm sj6
Ur sjonvarpi, fer beint i Utvarpid

Rangt skref?

En hverjum er ekki drullusama

Hann er skolléttur fra Saudarkroki

Og er celebrity

Hvad a ég ad gera nu?

Auglysingin er buin

Pad er bara svo gaman ad syngja svona lag
Syngja svona lag

Auddi BIG er ad byrja @ FM niu fimm sj6
Ur sjonvarpi, fer beint i Utvarpid

Rangt skref?

En hverjum er ekki drullusama

Hann er skolléttur fra Saudarkroki

Og er celebrity

Fanney

Song by: Ingolfur Pérarinsson
Lyrics by: Ingolfur bérarinsson
ArtistsIngdlfur Pérarinsson

Eg skal segja ykkur fra
stelpu sem ég sa i geer
pad var inn a bar

vid vorum nokkur par i gaer
Okkur fannst pad gott

ad han var svona flott i geer
Eg var gladur ad ég skyldi
finna hana i geer

Hun bad mig um ad semja lag
og syngja fyrir sig i dag

Og nuna er ég buinn ad pvi
og hun veit hvad mig langar i

Fanney -ey -ey
ekki segja nei, nei, nei,

pvi pu ert alltof heit, heit, heit.

Fanney - Fanney!

Lagid fjallar ekki um neitt

en samt er pad jafn heitt og hun
Mig dreymdi ad i nétt

vid laeddumst nidra Miklatan

PU mannst ad segja ja

ef ég reyni ad na i pig

En ef pu hefur engan ahuga
mattu alveg pykjast fyrir mig

Hun bad mig um ad semja lag
og syngja fyrir sig i dag

Og nuna er ég buinn ad pvi
og hun veit hvad mig langar i

Fanney -ey -ey
ekki segja nei, nei, nei,

pvi pu ert alltof heit, heit, heit.

Fanney - Fanney!

Fanney -ey -ey
ekki segja nei, nei, nei,

pvi pu ert alltof heit, heit, heit.

Fanney - Fanney!

Allt sem ég sagdi par
skiptir ekki mali i dag,
sannleikurinn er

€g sé pig allstadar.

Fanney -ey -ey
ekki segja nei, nei, nei,

pvi pu ert alltof heit, heit, heit.

Fanney - Fanney!

Fanney -ey -ey
ekki segja nei, nei, nei,

pvi pu ert alltof heit, heit, heit.

Fanney - Fanney!
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Fannfergi hugans

Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson
Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Hun er silki og stal.

Hun er stérsjor og bal.
Hun er happ mitt i hendi.
Hun er hjarta mins mal.
Pegar heimur og drott
hofdu loks um sig hljott,
i fannfergi hugans

ég fann hana i nott.

Pad var dimmt, pad var dégg
og i dreyranum 16gg.

En ég fann hvernig hjartad
slo hogg eftir hogg.

par sem adur var tom

eru nu adeins blém.

| kuldanum astin

hun kvad upp sinn doém.

pad er dlysanlegt,

ja og alls engu likt,

- pa sjaldan menn komast
i teeri vio slikt -

hversu 6flug hdn er,
hversu hreint étruleg.
Hvad han 6rvar og sefar

i senn. Trudu mer.

pad var hvasst, ufinn seer.
pad var nyfallinn snaer.
P6 var innra med mér
adeins andvari veer.

Ja, ég vissi sem var.

Og ég skynjadi par

i mjollinni hitann

sem med sér hun bar.

Dag eftir dag eftir dag

eru oteljandi salir sarar vist.
Dag eftir dag eftir dag

hverfur sél. En sidan styttir upp,
styttir upp a ny.

Ny er dagur a ny.

En i kvold aftur sny

ég til fundar vid pig

par i rékkrinu, pvi
pegar dagur og nott
hofdu loks um sig hljétt
i fannfergi hugans

ég fann hana i nott.

i fannfergi hugans
ég fann pig i nétt.

Farin

Song by: Einar Bardarson
Lyrics by: Einar Bardarson
ArtistsSkitamorall

Ertu pa farin,

ertu pa farin fra mér?
Hvar ertu ndna,

hvert liggur min leid?
Spyrjum hvort annad
hvort fari ég einn i nétt.

Pad er lidinn langur timi

og ég valdi pessi ord

Skriti® hvad timinn fer pér vel
Nottin siglir ad, minningin er kyrr
kemur og stimplar sig inn.

Ertu pa farin,

ertu pa farin fra mér?
Hvar ertu ndna,

hvert liggur min leid?
Spyrjum hvort annad
hvort fari ég einn i nétt.

Timinn lidur, lidur an min
en pu kemur ekki i kvold
€g bad pig svo lengi

ad vera adeins hér
hefdir pu stadid mér hja.

Ertu pa farin,

ertu pa farin fra mér?
Hvar ertu ndna,

hvert liggur min leid?
Spyrjum hvort annad
hvort fari ég einn i nétt.

Risin dégun er, birtist mynd af pér
Sé ég alla leid.

Ef ég hefdi bodid betur

og verid pér neer

hlustad og gefid af mér.

Pad pydir ei lengur ad gefa pig upp
pegar ég hringdi, ekkert svar.

Ertu pa farin,

ertu pa farin fra mér?
Hvar ertu ndna,

hvert liggur min leid?
Spyrjum hvort annad
hvort fari ég einn . . ..
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Ertu pa farin,

ertu pa farin fra mér?
Hvar ertu nuna,

hvert liggur min leid?
Spyrjum hvort annad
hvort fari ég einn i nott.

Ertu pa farin,
ertu pa farin fra mér?

Fatlafol

Song by: Megas
Lyrics by: Megas
ArtistsBubbi Morthens asamt fleirum.

Eg pekkti einu sinni fatlafél

sem flakkadi um a hjélastol

med bros a vor en berjandi p6 16minn.
Hann &k loks i veg fyrir valtara

og vard ad klessu - ojbara.

Peir toku hann upp med kittispada

og sett'ann beint a sjonminjasafnid.

Fatlafol, fatlafol,

flakkandi um a tiu gira spitthjolastol.
Ok loks i veg fyrir valtara

og vard ad klessu - ojbara.

Peir toku hann upp med kittispada
og sett'ann beint a sjonminjasafnid.

Flottur jakki

Song by: J.K. Thomas
Lyrics by: Kristjan Hreinsson
ArtistsRagnar Bjarnason

Tvirilidirilidi...
Tvirilidirilidi
Tvirilidirilidi...
Tvirilidirilidi
Tvirilidirilidi...
Tvirilidirilidi
Tvitvitvitvi

Eg fékk eitt sinn jakka og ég for i hann

og flestar stelpur pradu heitt ad hitta pennan mann.
Sem vildi bara hlusta a hid villta bit,

€g vildi bara jakka ur tvit, tvit, tvit

Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvit, tvit)

Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvirilidi)

Eg atti lakkrisbindi

ogskyrtan huan var skjannahvit.

Helst ég vildi alltaf hlusta a petta bit,

ef heyrist pessi taktur ut a golfid eg pyt.
| urhelli eda sél

alltaf vil ég heyra rock ‘n rol.

Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvit, tvit)
Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvirilidi)

Eg atti lakkrisbindi

og skyrtan han var skjannahvit.

Buxurnar hja okkur voru préngar pa,

og pa var jafnad skoétauid med mjoa ta.
Meé brilljantin i harinu ég steig a stokk
og stelpurnar peer vildu bara heyra rokk.

Eg fékk eitt sinn jakka og ég for i hann

og flestar stelpur pradu heitt ad hitta pennan mann.
Sem vildi bara hlusta a hid villta bit,

€g vildi bara jakka ur tvit, tvit, tvit

Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvit, tvit)

Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvirilidi)

Eg atti lakkrisbindi

og skyrtan hun var skjannahvit.

Buxurnar hja okkur voru prongar pa,

og pa var jafnad skoétauid med mjoa ta.
Meé brilljantin i harinu ég steig a stokk
og stelpurnar peer vildu bara heyra rokk..

Eg fékk eitt sinn jakka og ég for i hann

og flestar stelpur pradu heitt ad hitta pennan mann.
Sem vildi bara hlusta a hid villta bit,

€g vildi bara jakka ur tvit, tvit, tvit

Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvit, tvit)

Flottur jakki... (tvit, tvirilidi)

Eg atti lakkrisbindi

og skyrtan hun var skjannahvit.

Tvirilidirilidi...
Tvirilidirilidi
Tvirilidirilidi...
Tvirilidirilidi
Tvirilidirilidi...
Tvirilidirilidi
Tvitvitvitvi

Fly on the wings of love

Song by: Olsen Brothers
Lyrics by: Olsen Brothers
ArtistsOlsen Brothers

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.
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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

Fram a nott

Song by: Bjorn Jérundur Friébjérnsson
Lyrics by: Bjérn Jérundur Fridbjérnsson
ArtistsNy Donsk

Born og adrir minna proskadir menn,
féru ad gramsa i minum einkamalum,
pbegar ég var 6hardnadur enn

og atti erfitt med ad midla malum.

Pu vardst ad ganga rekinn i kat,

til pess ad verda ei fyrir adkasti mannanna,
Og b6 ad pu litir alls ekki ut fyrir ad lifa,
eftir lIdgum pess bannada.

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma fram a nott.

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.
Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma.

Mitt vandamal er a andlega svidinu,
hugsanirnar heimskar sem ginur & huspékum.
Pu eettir ad sja i andlitid a lidinu,

er pad sér ur pessu vandraedi vid bokum.

Pu vardst ad ganga rekinn i kat,

til pess ad verda ei fyrir adkasti mannanna,
Og b6 ad pu litir alls ekki ut fyrir ad lifa
eftir lIdgum pess bannada.

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma fram a nétt.
Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljétt.
Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma.

Gledibankinn

Song by: Magnus Eiriksson
Lyrics by: Magnus Eiriksson
ArtistsICY

Timinn lidur hratt & gervihnattadld

Hradar sérhvern dag, hradar sérhvert kvold
Ertu stundum hugsandi yfir 6llum gulu midunum
bu tekur kannski of mikid ut ur Gledibankanum

Hertu upp huga pinn, hnyttu allt i hnut
Leggur ekkert inn, tekur bara ut
Syndir pinar sem pu aldrei drygdir
sitja i pankanum

Odutleystur tékki i Gledibankanum

Pu skalt syngja litid lag

Um lifsgledina sjalfa i brjosti pér

Og lattu heyra ad pu eigir litid gledi Hus
Kosi litid lag,

sem geeti gripid® mig og hvern sem er

Pu leggur ekki in i Gledibankann tdman Blus

Pu skalt syngja litid lag

Um lifsgledina sjalfa i brjosti pér

Og lattu heyra ad pu eigir litid gledi Hus
Kosi litid lag,

sem geeti gripid® mig og hvern sem er

Pu leggur ekki in i Gledibankann tdman Blus

Hertu upp huga pinn, hnyttu allt i hnut

Leggur ekkert inn, tekur bara ut

Syndir pinar sem pu aldrei drygdir sitja i pankanum
Odutleystur tékki i Gledibankanum

Pu skalt syngja litid lag

Um lifsgledina sjalfa i brjosti pér

Og lattu heyra ad pu eigir litid gledi Hus
Kosi litid lag,

sem geeti gripid® mig og hvern sem er

Pu leggur ekki in i Gledibankann tdman Blus

Grease Lightning

Song by: Jim Jacobs
Lyrics by: Warren Casey
ArtistsUr Séngleiknum Grease

Well this car is automatic,
it's systematic, it's hydromatic
Why it's greased lightnin'!

| got chills, they're multiplyin',
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and I'm losin' control
Cause the power you're supplyin’,
it's electrifyin’

You better shape up, cause | need a man,
and my heart is set on you

You better shape up, you better understand,
to my heart | must be true

Nothing left, nothing left for me to do

You're the one that | want

(you are the one | want), ooh ooh ooh, honey
The one that | want (you are the one | want),
ooh ooh ooh, honey

The one that | want (you are the one | want),
ooh ooh ooh, honey

The one | need (the one | need),

oh yes indeed (yes indeed)

Why it's greased lightnin'!

We'll get some overhead lifters,

and four barrel quads, oh yeah

Keep talkin', whoah keep talkin'

Fuel injection cut off,

and chrome plated rods, oh yeah

I'll get the money, I'll see you get the money

With a four-speed on the floor,

they'll be waitin' at the door

You know that | ain't braggin’,

she's a real pussy wagon - greased lightnin

Go, greased lightnin’',

you're burnin' up the quarter mile
Greased lightnin', go greased lightnin'
Go, greased lightnin’',

you're coastin' through the heat lap trials
Greased lightnin', go greased lightnin'

You are supreme, the chicks'll cream
for greased lightnin'

We'll get some purple French tail lights
and thirty-inch fins, oh yeah

A palomino dashboard

and duel muffler twins, oh yeah

With new pistons, plugs, and shocks,

| can get off my rocks

You know that | ain't braggin’,

she's a real pussy wagon - greased lightnin'

Grenade

Song by: Philip Lawrence asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Andrew Wyatt asamt fleirum.
ArtistsTravis Mccoy asamt fleirum.

Easy come, easy go,

That's just how you live, oh,
Take, take, take it all,

But you never give.

Should've known you was trouble
From the first kiss,

Had your eyes wide open.

Why were they open?

Gave you all | had

and you tossed it in the trash,
You tossed it in the trash, you did.
To give me all your love

is all | ever asked, 'cause

What you don't understand is

I'd catch a grenade for ya (yeah, yeah)

Throw my hand on a blade for ya (yeah, yeah)
I'd jump in front of a train for ya (yeah,

You know I'd do anything for ya (yeah, yeah
Oh, oh, | would go through all of this pain,
Take a bullet straight through my brain!

Yes, | would die for ya, baby,

But you won't do the same.

No, no no

Black, black, black and blue,

beat me 'til I'm numb,

Tell the devil | said:

hey, when you get back to where you're from?
Mad woman, bad woman,

that's just what you are,

Yeah, you'll smile in my face

then rip the brakes out my car

Gave you all | had

and you tossed it in the trash,
You tossed it in the trash, you did.
To give me all your love

is all | ever asked, 'cause

What you don't understand is

I'd catch a grenade for ya (yeah, yeah)

Throw my hand on a blade for ya (yeah, yeah)
I'd jump in front of a train for ya (yeah,)

You know I'd do anything for ya (yeah, yeah
Oh, oh, | would go through all of this pain,
Take a bullet straight through my brain!

Yes, | would die for ya, baby,

But you won't do the same.

If my body was on fire,

Ooh, you'd watch me burn down in flames.
You said you loved me, you're a liar,
'cause you never, ever, ever did, baby!
But, darling
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I'd catch a grenade for ya (yeah, yeah)

Throw my hand on a blade for ya (yeah, yeah)
I'd jump in front of a train for ya (yeah,

You know I'd do anything for ya (yeah, yeah
Oh, oh, | would go through all of this pain,
Take a bullet straight through my brain!

Yes, | would die for ya, baby,

But you won't do the same.

No, you won't do the same
You wouldn't do the same
Ooh, you'd never do the same
Ohh, no no no

Gullvagninn

Lyrics by: Jonas Fridrik Gudnason
ArtistsBj6érgvin Halldérsson

Eg bid pig, sendu nd vagninn pinn ad saekja mig.

Ja, herra, sendu nu gullvagninn ad saekja mig.
Geettu min, geymdu mig, gefdu mér fridinn.
Langt hef ég farid og mig langar heim.

Lengi hef ég reykad pennan refilstig
Roékkvar senn og preytan er ad buga mig
Hvar fae ég ad halla minu hofdi nu
Herra, enginn getur bjargad nema pu.

Eg bid pig, sendu nd vagninn pinn ad saekja mig.

Ja, herra, sendu nu gullvagninn ad saekja mig.
Geettu min, geymdu mig, gefdu mér fridinn.
Langt hef ég farid og mig langar heim.

Lidur pessi dagur senn og dimma fer
Djupir eru skuggarnir sem prengja ad mér
Hvar fae ég ad halla minu hofdi nu

Herra, enginn getur bjargad nema pu

Eg bid pig, sendu nd vagninn pinn ad saekja mig.

Ja, herra, sendu nu gullvagninn ad saekja mig.
Geettu min, geymdu mig, gefdu mér fridinn.
Langt hef ég farid og mig langar heim.

Hvar fae ég ad halla minu hofdi nu

Herra, enginn getur bjargad nema pu

Geettu min, geymdu mig, gefdu mér fridinn
Langt hef ég farid og mig langar heim.

Higher and higher

Song by: Gunnar Bjarni Ragnarsson
Lyrics by: Pall Résinkrans
ArtistsJet Black Joe

Day by day, | dont know | dont Know what to do
buti’ll try, buti’ll try just for you ohh

higher and higher with you again

and | know | will never touch the ground
higher and higher with you my friend
and | know | will never touch the ground

Dont you feel like dying

when everything is real

we must carry on and never stop
Said | do believe in prair,

but | dont believe in pain

we must find a way to reach the top

higher and higher with you again

and | know | will never touch the ground
higher and higher with you my friend
and | know | will never touch the ground

It makes you feel like flying ,

it makes you feel insain

makes everything you know and ever seen
cause | dont believe in reason,

| dont believe its real

why must find a way for me to be

higher and higher with you again

and | know | will never touch the ground
higher and higher with you my friend
and | know | will never touch the ground

higher and higher with you again

and | know | will never touch the ground
higher and higher with you my friend
and | know | will never touch the ground

Day by day, | dont know | dont Know what to do
buti’ll try, buti’ll try just for you ohh

Hit me baby one more time

Song by: Max Martin
Lyrics by: Max Martin
ArtistsBritney Spears

Oh baby, baby,
Oh baby, baby,

Oh baby, baby how was | supposed to know
That something wasn't right here

Oh baby, baby | shouldn't have let you go
And now you're out of sight, yeah

Show me how want it to be

Tell me baby 'cause | need to know now,

oh because

My loneliness is killing me (and )

I must confess | still believe (still believe)
When I'm not with you | lose my mind
Give me a sign
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Hit me baby one more time

Oh baby, baby the reason | breathe is you
Boy you got me blinded

Oh pretty baby, there's nothing that | wouldn't do

It's not the way | planned it

Show me how want it to be

Tell me baby 'cause | need to know now,
oh because

My loneliness is killing me (and I)

I must confess | still believe (still believe)
When I'm not with you | lose my mind
Give me a sign

Hit me baby one more time

Oh baby, baby how was | supposed to know
Oh pretty baby, | shouldn't have let you go

| must confess,

that my loneliness is killing me now

Don't you know | still believe

That you will be here

And give me a sign

Hit me baby one more time

My loneliness is killing me (and I)

I must confess | still believe (still believe)
When I'm not with you | lose my mind
Give me a sign

Hit me baby one more time

My loneliness is killing me (and I)

I must confess | still believe (still believe)
When I'm not with you | lose my mind
Give me a sign

Hit me baby one more time

Hit the Road, Jack

Song by: Ray Charles
Lyrics by: Ray Charles
ArtistsRay Charles

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more no more no more no more,

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more no more no more no more,

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more

Oh woman, oh woman, oh you treat me so mean,

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more no more no more no more,

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more

Now Baby, listen Baby, don't you treat me this-a way

'‘Cause I'll be back on my feet someday,

Don't care if you do, cause it's so understood,
You got no money, and you just ain't no good
Well | guess if you say so

I'll have to pack my things and go

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more no more no more no more,

Hit the Road Jack and don'tcha come back
No more

Hja pér
Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson

Lyrics by: Fridrik Sturluson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Pegar kviknar a deginum og i lifinu ljés,
begar myrkrid horfar fra mér,

ba er eitthvad sem hrifur mig likt og Utsprungin ros,

ba 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,
ba vil ég vera hja pér.

Eg vil beedi lifa og vona,
ég vil brenna upp af ast.
Eg vil lifa med pér svona,
€g 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 huminu ad
gamall maninn beerir & ser.

Pa vil ég eiga andartak inn & rélegum stad
ba vil ég vera hja pér.

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

medan lifid heldur afram,

You're the meanest old woman that I've ever have seen, pa vil ég vera hja pér.

Well | guess if you say so
I'll have to pack my things and go
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Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
lika pegar illa fer,

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

Pegar slokknar a deginum yfirpyrmandi nott
stormar fyrir stjarnanna her.

En pad bitur mig ekkert & og ég sef veert og rott
ef pu vilt vera hja mér

pa vil ég vera hja pér.

Hjalpadu mer upp
Song by: Bjorn Jérundur Friébjérnsson

Lyrics by: Bjorn Jérundur Fridbjérnsson
ArtistsNy Donsk

Hjalpadu mér upp, ég get pad ekki sjalfur.
Eg er ordinn leidur, a ad liggja hér.
Gerum eitthvad gott, gerum pad saman,
€g skal lata fara litid fyrir mér.

Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.

Hvad getum vid gert, ef adrir bjoda betur,
dregid okkur saman og skriid inni skelina?
Nei, pad er ekki heegt ad vera minni madur,
og lata slikt og annad eins spyrjast ut um sig.

Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.

P! Pu getur miklu betur en pu hefur gert.
Pu! bu ert ekki sami madur og pu varst i geer.
Pa! Pu opnar ekki augun fyrr en allt of seint
opnar ekki augun fyrr en allt er breytt.

Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Drukkna i 6llu pess i kringum mig.

Flytum okkur haegt, gerum pad i snatri.

Eg verd ad lata fara litid fyrir mér.

Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.

Hjalpum peim
Song by: Axel Einarsson

Lyrics by: Jéhann G. Jéhannsson
ArtistsHjalparsveitin

Gleymdu’ ekki pinum minnsta brédur
b6 hof og alfur skilji ad.
Keerleikurinn hinn mikli sjodur

i hjarta hverju a sér stad.

i von og tru er félginn styrkur,
sem Ollu myrkri getur eytt.

I hverjum manni Jesus Kristur,
sem mannkyn getur leitt.

A skjanum birtast myndir,

vid faum af pvi fréttir

ad hungursneyd 6gni heilli pjod,
menn konur og bérn bidi daudans,
an hjalpar eigi enga von.

Baum til betri heim,
sameinumst hjalpum peim,
sem minna mega sin,

pau eru systkin min.
Vinnum ad fridi a jord
lifsréttinn stondum vorod

oll sem eitt.

A skjanum birtast myndir,

vid faum af pvi fréttir

ad hungursneyd 6gni heilli pjod,
menn konur og bérn bidi daudans,
an bjargar eigi enga von.

Baum til betri heim,
sameinumst hjalpum peim,
sem minna mega sin,

pau eru systkin min.
Vinnum ad fridi a jord
lifsréttinn stondum vorod

oll sem eitt.

Hlid vid hlid

Song by: Fridrik Dor
Lyrics by: Fridrik Dor
ArtistsFridrik Dor

Capo. a 1 bandi

Kann frekar vel vid pig en samt ekki,

Pvi pu dregur fram i mér hlid sem ég ei pekki.
Ja, nua ert pu hluti af ségunni,

ja, nu ert pu ekki lengur tynd i pvogunni

Pvi ég sé meira sem mig langar ad heyra,
bara ég og pu, uti ad keyra.

Langar ad spyrja pig svolitid sem heillar mig.
Langar ad bidja pig um svoitid sem langar mig.

Hey, geetum vid, stadid, hlid vid hlid

Geetum vid farid og tima okkar varid, bara vid tvo.
Gastum vid, stadid, hlid vid hlid.

Geetum vid farid og tima okkar varid, bara vid tvo.
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Stundum adur verid hrifinn en aldrei eins og nu,
Eg veit ad pad er engin 6nnur stulka eins og pu,

Mother, I'm coming home.

Adeins ein rétt, pu ert su, pvi med pig er petta einfalt mall'll follow you into the park,

Pu liftir mér upp a baedi likama og sal,

Eg er ekki madur innantémra orda,

Hédan i fra, pa ma ég bara horfa,

Pad er engin dnnur dama, ekki lengur sama,

Through the jungle through the dark,
Girl I never loved one like you.

Moats and boats and waterfalls,

Lofa ekkert drama, fila pig meira en eigin frama, og hanaAlley-ways and pay phone calls,

Pad er engin dnnur sem ad heillar mig,
En pad er ennpa svolifid sem angrar mig,

Hey, geetum vid, stadid, hlid vid hlid

Gaetum vid farid og tima okkar vari®, bara vid tvo.

Gaetum vid, stadid, hlid vid hlid.

Gaetum vid farid og tima okkar vari®, bara vid tvo.

Og taktu i hondina & mér, leyf' mér leida pig,
Og pu ert su sem ég vil a&tid mér vid hlid,
Og taktu i hondina a mer, leyf' mér leida pig,
0, 6,0,0,ja,

Og taktu i hondina & mér, leyf' mér leida pig,
Og pu ert su sem ég vil a&tid mér vid hlid,
Og taktu i hondina a mer, leyf' mér leida pig,
0O, 6, 0,06, jeee

Hey, geetum vid, stadid, hlid vid hlid

Gaetum vid farid og tima okkar vari®, bara vid tvo.

Gaetum vid, stadid, hlid vié hlid.

Gaetum vid farid og tima okkar vari®, bara vid tvo.

Song by: Edward Sharpe The Magnetic Zeros
Lyrics by: Edward Sharpe The Magnetic Zeros
ArtistsEdward Sharpe The Magnetic Zeros

Alabama, Arkansas,
| do love my ma and pa,
Not the way that | do love you.

Well, Holy, Moley, me, oh my,
You're the apple of my eye,
Girl I've never loved one like you.

Man oh man you're my best friend,
| scream it to the nothingness,
There ain't nothing that | need.

Well, hot and heavy, pumpkin pie,
Chocolate candy, Jesus Christ,
Ain't nothing please me more than you.

Ahh Home. Let me come home
Home is wherever I'm with you.
Ahh Home. Let me go ho-oh-ome.
Home is wherever I'm with you.

La, la, la, la, take me home.

I've been everywhere with you.

That's true,

We laugh until we think we’ll die,
Barefoot on a summer night

Nothin’ new is sweeter than with you

And in the streets you run afree,
Like it's only you and me,
Geeze, you're something to see.

Ahh Home. Let me come home
Home is wherever I'm with you.

Ahh Home. Let me come ho-oh-ome.

Home is wherever I'm with you.

La, la, la, la, take me home.
Daddy, I'm coming home.

Ahh Home. Let me come home
Home is wherever I'm with you.

Ahh Home. Let me come ho-oh-ome.

Home is wherever I'm with you.

Home. Let me come home.
Home is wherever I'm with you.
Ahh home. Yes | am ho-oh-ome.
Home is when I'm alone with you.

Alabama, Arkansas,

| do love my ma and pa...

Moats and boats and waterfalls,
Alley-ways and pay phone calls...

Home... Home...

Home is when I'm alone with you.
Home... Home...

Home is when I'm alone with you...

Hook

Song by: Blues Traveler
Lyrics by: Blues Traveler
ArtistsBlues Traveler

It doesn't matter what | say

So long as | sing with inflection
That makes you feel that I'll convey
Some inner truth of vast reflection
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But I've said nothing so far

And | can keep it up as long as it takes

And it don't matter who you are

If I'm doing my job then it's your resolve that breaks

Because the hook brings you back
| ain't tellin' you no lie

The hook brings you back

On that you can rely

There is something amiss
| am being insincere
In fact | don't mean any of this

Horfdu til himins

Song by: Daniel AgL’Jst Haraldsson asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Daniel Agust Haraldsson asamt fleirum.
ArtistsNy Donsk

Lymskufullir lestir
utiloka dyggé.

Myrkvidanna melur
mognud geymir skaut.
Duludlegur dvelur
djapt i innstu laut.
innstu laut

Still my confession draws you near Dvelur djdpt | myrkvidanna laut.
To confess the issue | refer

To familiar heroes from long ago

No matter how much Peter loved her
What made the Pan refuse to grow

Varir véku ad mér
voktu spurnir hja mér.
Hvad get ég gert?

Horféu til himins med hofudid hatt.

Horféu til heimsins ur hofudatt.
Horféu til himins med hofudid hatt.
Horféu til heimsins ur hofudatt.

Was that the hook brings you back
| ain't tellin' you no lie
The hook brings you back

On that you can rely BImoGssyki og brestir

bera vott um styggé.

Suck it in suck it in suck it in if you're Rin Tin Tin or Anneﬁﬁﬁgﬁu”'réesm
Make a desperate move or else you'll win and then begirﬁ);(g d y%g :
To see what you're doing to me this MTV is not for free leﬁ‘gllir lestir
It's so PC it's, killing me so desperately I'll sing to thee Ofﬁ Ska dyggd
Sure but also rage and hate and pain and fear of self
And | can't keep these feelings on the shelf

I've tried well no in fact I've lied, could be financial suicid
but I've got too much pride inside to hide or slide

Heyrdu heimsins andi
ardéur er minn vandi.
vad get ég gert?

I'll do as | decide and let it ride until I've died

And only then shall | abide this tide o e Xix Lt
. . . e Horfou til himins med héfudid hatt.
Of catchy little tunes of hip three minute ditties ngféu il heimsins ar hofudatt.

| wanna bust all your balloons, | wanna burn all of youre citie

Horféu til heimsins ur hofudatt.

To the ground I've found, | will not mess around Horfou til heimsins ar hafudatt
Unless | play then hey, | will go on all day, hear what | say Horfou til himins med hafudio Hétt
| have a prayer to pray, that's really all this was i heimsins ar hofudatt,
And when I'm feeling stuck and need a buck, | don't rely on W[Pdﬁ%e%au%'@??ms ur hotuoatt.

Jehehehe Jehehehe

The hook brings you back
| ain't tellin' you no lie Durududududu Dl’Jr’u’d’u’dududu

The hook brings you back
On that you can rely
The hook brings you back

On that you can rely Horféu til heimsins ur hofudatt.

BImGGssyki og brestir Horfdu til himins.. ja

bera vott um styggd.

Horféu til himins med hofudid hatt.

Horféu til himins med hofudid hatt.

Horféu til himins med hofudid hatt.

Horféu til himins med hofudid hatt.
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Horféu til heimsins ur hofudatt.
Horféu til himins med hofudid hatt.
Horféu til heimsins ur hofudatt.

Horfou til himins med hofudid hatt.
Horfou til heimsins ur hofudatt.
Horfou til himins med hofudid hatt.
Horfou til heimsins ur hofudatt.

Hotel California

Song by: Glenn Frey asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Glenn Frey asamt fleirum.
ArtistsThe 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;
"Please 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

I had to find the passage back

to the place | was before

"Relax" said the nightman,

"We are programmed to receive"
"You can check out anytime you like,
but you can never leave"

Hound dog

Song by: Jerry Leiber
Lyrics by: Mike Stoller
ArtistsElvis 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
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

Song by: Ameriskt pjodlag
Lyrics by: Ameriskt pjodlag
ArtistsTommy Emmanuel asamt fleirum.

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,
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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.

Song by: The Killers
Lyrics by: The Killers
ArtistsThe Killers

| did my best to notice

when the call came down the line.
Up to the platform of surrender

| was brought, but | was kind.
And sometimes | get nervous
when | see an open door.

Close your eyes, clear your heart.

Cut the cord - are we human,
or are we dancers?
My sign is vital, my hands are cold.

And I'm on my knees looking for the answer.

Are we human,
or are we dancers?

Pay my respects to grace and virtue,
send my condolences to good.

Give my regards to soul and romance,
they always did the best they could.
And so long to devotion,

you taught me everything | know.
Wave goodbye, wish me well.

You got to let me go - are we human,
or are we dancers?
My sign is vital, my hands are cold.

And I'm on my knees looking for the answer.

Are we human,
or are we dancer?

Will your system be allright,

when you dream of home tonight?
There is no message we’re receiving,
let me know is your heart still beating?

Are we human, or are we dancer?
My sign is vital, my hands are cold.

And I'm on my knees looking for the answer.

You got to let me know - are we human,

or are we dancers?
My sign is vital, my hands are cold.

And I'm on my knees looking for the answer.

Are we human,
or are we dancer?

Are we human, or are we dancers?
Are we human, or are we dancers?

Hvar er draumurinn

Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson
Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Farid allt sem atti ég fordum.

Fangid nakid, salin tom.

Gamall heimur genginn ur skoréum.
Grahaerdur ordinn af eilifum ahyggjum.

Hér var allt, en svo er ei lengur.
Audir bekkir, engin hljod.
Horfinn lifsins farszeli fengur.
Eg faest ekki til pess ad gleyma.

Hvar er draumurinn?

Hvar er lifid sem ég prai?
Oh, oh eiliféin;

hvar er gledi min og sorg?
Hvar er draumurinn?

Einhverstadar a ég ad finna

Adrar slédir, onnur mid.

Tvo-prju ar, pad munar um minna

pbegar pu leitar ad pvi sem pig dreymir um.

Leita undir sérhverjum steini,
legg vid eyrun, lzedist um.
Endalaust ég reyni og reyni
pad er ekki um annad ad raeeda.

Hvar er draumurinn?

Hvar ertu lifid sem ég prai?
Oh, oh eiliféin;

hvar ertu gledi min og sorg?

Hvar er draumurinn?

Hvar eru allar minar vonir?
Oh, oh eiliféin;

hvar eru gledi min og sorg?

Hvar er draumurinn?
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Song by: Helgi Bjérnsson asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Vilborg Halldorsdottir
ArtistsGrafik

eée éeeoo
eée éeeoo

Husid er ad grata alveg eins og ég.
Da-ra-ra-ra-ra, 0-0

pad eru tar ar rudunni

sem leka svo nidur veggina.

Geesin flygur a radunni,

eda er hun ad fljuga 4 auganu & mér?
AEtli hasid geti latid sig dreyma,

eetli pad fai martradir?

Harid a mér er ljost, pakid a husinu er greent,

ég Islendingur, pad Graenlendingur.

Meér finnst rigningin god,
la-la-la-la-la, 0-6
Meér finnst rigningin god,
la-la-la-la-la, 0-6

Einu sinni férum vid i bad og ferdudumst til Bali.

Vid heyrdum i gaesunum og regninu.

pad var i 66ru husi,
pad var i 6dru husi
pad var i 66ru husi,
bad a ad flytja husid i vor.

Meér finnst rigningin god,
la-la-la-la-la, 0-6
Meér finnst rigningin god,
la-la-la-la-la, 0-6

Meér finnst rigningin god,
la-la-la-la-la, 0-6
Meér finnst rigningin god,
la-la-la-la-la, 0-6

| Kissed A Girl

Song by: kate perry
Lyrics by: kate perry
Artistskate perry

This was never the way i planned,
not my inte ntion.

i got so brave, drink in hand,

lost my discretion.

It's not what I'm used to,

just want to try you on.

I'm curious, for you,
caught my attention.

| kissed a girl,
and | liked it.

The taste of her cherry chapstick.

| kissed a girl,
Just to try it.

| hope my boyfriend don't mind it.

It felt so wrong,
It felt so right.
Don't mean I'm in love tonight.

| kissed a girl,
And | liked it.
| liked it

No, | don't even know your name,
It doesn't matter.

Your my experimental game,
Just human nature.

It's not what good girls do,

Not how they should behave.

My head gets so confused,

Hard to erase.

| kissed a girl,
and | liked it.

The taste of her cherry chapstick.

| kissed a girl,
Just to try it.

| hope my boyfriend don't mind it.

It felt so wrong,
It felt so right.
Don't mean I'm in love tonight.

| kissed a girl,
And | liked it.
| liked it

Us girls we are so magical,
Soft skin, red lips, so kissable,
Hard to resist, so touchable.
To good to deny it.

Ain't no big deal,

Its innocent.

| kissed a girl,
and | liked it.

The taste of her cherry chapstick.

| kissed a girl,
Just to try it.

| hope my boyfriend don't mind it.

It felt so wrong,
It felt so right.
Don't mean I'm in love tonight.
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| kissed a girl,
And | liked it.
| liked it

| Want To Break Free

Song by: John Deacon
Lyrics by: John Deacon
ArtistsQueen

| want to break free

| want to break free

| want to break free from your lies

You're so self satisfied | don't need you

I've got to break free

God knows God knows | want to break free

I've fallen in love

I've fallen in love for the first time

And this time | know it's for real

I've fallen in love yeah

God knows God knows I've fallen in love

It's strange but it's true

| can't get over the way you love me like you do
But | have to be sure

When | walk out that door

Oh how | want to be free baby

Oh how | want to be free

Oh how | want to break free

But life still goes on

| can't get used to living without living without
Living without you by my side

| don't want to live alone hey

God knows | got to make it on my own

So baby can't you see

I've got to break free

I've got to break free

| want to break free yeah

| want | want | want | want to break free....

| Will Follow You into the Dark

Song by: Ben Gibbard
Lyrics by: Ben Gibbard
ArtistsDeath Cab for Cutie

Capo a 5. bandi

Love of mine

someday you will die,

but I'll be close behind;

I'll follow you into the dark.

No blinding light
or tunnels to gates of white,
just our hands clasped so tight

waiting for the hint of a spark.

If heaven and hell decide
that they both are satisfied,

illuminate the noes on their vacancy signs.

If there's no one beside you
when your soul embarks
then I'll follow you into the dark.

In Catholic school,
as vicious as Roman rule,
| got my knuckles bruised
by a lady in black.

And | held my tongue
as she told me "Son,
fear is the heart of love".
So | never went back.

If heaven and hell decide
that they both are satisfied,

illuminate the noes on their vacancy signs.

If there's no one beside you
when your soul embarks
then I'll follow you into the dark.

You and me

have seen everything to see
from Bangkok to Calgary,
and the soles of your shoes

are all worn down.

The time for sleep is now

but it's nothing to cry about
'‘cause we'll hold each other soon
in the blackest of rooms.

If heaven and hell decide
that they both are satisfied,

illuminate the noes on their vacancy signs.

If there's no one beside you
when your soul embarks
then I'll follow you into the dark.

| Will Survive

Song by: Freddie Perren
Lyrics by: Dino Fekaris
ArtistsGloria Gaynor

First | was afraid, | was petrified

Kept thinking | could never live

without you by my side

But | spent so many nights

thinking how you did me wrong

| grew strong, | learned how to carry on

and so you're back from outer space
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| just walked in to find you here

with that sad look upon your face

| should have changed my stupid lock

| should have made you leave your key
If I had known for just one second
you'd be back to bother me

Go on now go walk out the door
just turn around now

'cause you're not welcome anymore
weren't you the one

who tried to hurt me with goodbye
you think I'd crumble

you think I'd lay down and die

Oh no, not I, | will survive

as long as i know how to love,
| know | will stay alive

I've got all my life to live,

I've got all my love to give
and I'll survive, | will survive

It took all the strength | had not to fall apart
kept trying hard to mend

the pieces of my broken heart

and | spent oh so many nights

just feeling sorry for myself

| used to cry, Now | hold my head up high

and you see me somebody new
I'm not that chained up little person
still in love with you

and so you felt like dropping in

and just expect me to be free

now I'm saving all my loving

for someone who's loving me

Go on now go walk out the door
just turn around now

'cause you're not welcome anymore
weren't you the one

who tried to hurt me with goodbye
you think I'd crumble

you think I'd lay down and die

Oh no, not I, | will survive

as long as i know how to love,
| know | will stay alive

I've got all my life to live,

I've got all my love to give
and I'll survive, | will survive

| know

Song by: Gunnar Bjarni Ragnarsson
Lyrics by: Gunnar Bjarni Ragnarsson
ArtistsJet Black Joe

Oh, | know

that's the way | like it,
the way it is,

the way it goes.

| know,

thats the way | want it
and | dont care,

not any more.

| opened my eyes
woke up with a smile
and this is the day.

Free, | am ok.
A king for a day
it's never too late.

| know,

| don't have to be with
you, blue,

but | do.

| know,

| like the way it is to
be free

from she.

| opened my eyes
woke up with a smile
and this is the day.

Great, | am ok.
A king for a day
it's never too late.

| know,

| don't have to wait for
you, true,

come true.

| know,

that's the way | like to
be me

forever free.

| opened my eyes
woke up with a smile
‘cause this is the day.

Great, | am ok.
A king for a day
it's never too late.

| know | know, | know | know, | know | know,
| know | know, | know | know, | know | know,
| know | know, | know | know, | know | know,
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| know | know, | know | know, | know | know,

Sailing on a jet,
swimming in the sea
so free, me,

to be.

Having fun in the sun,
beach with a surf

so sweet, plete,
complete.

| opened my eyes
woke up with a smile
and this is the day.

Great, | am ok.
A king for a day
it's never too late.

| opened my eyes
woke up with a smile
and this is the day.

Great, | am ok.
A king for a day
it's never too late.

| know | know, | know | know,

| want it that way

Song by: Backstreet boys
Lyrics by: Backstreet boys
ArtistsBackstreet boys

Capo a 2. bandi

You are my fire
The one desire
Believe when | say
| want it that way

But we are two worlds apart
Can't reach to your heart
When you say

That | want it that way

Tell me why

Ain't nothin' but a heartache
Tell me why

Ain't nothin' but a mistake
Tell me why

| never wanna hear you say
| want it that way

Am | your fire
Your one desire

Yes | know it's too late
But | want it that way

Tell me why

Ain't nothin' but a heartache
Tell me why

Ain't nothin' but a mistake
Tell me why

| never wanna hear you say
| want it that way

Now | can see that we're falling apart
From the way that it used to be, yeah
No matter the distance

| want you to know

That deep down inside of me.

You are my fire

The one desire

You are

You are, you are, you are

Don't wanna hear you say
Ain't nothin' but a heartache
Ain't nothin' but a mistake

| never wanna hear you say
| want it that way

Tell me why

Ain't nothin' but a heartache
Tell me why

Ain't nothin but a mistake
Tell me why

| never wanna hear you say
| want it that way

Tell me why

Ain't nothin' but a heartache
Tell me why

Ain't nothin but a mistake
Tell me why

| never wanna hear you say
Cause, | want it that way

| would walk 500 miles

Song by: The Proclaimers
Lyrics by: The Proclaimers
ArtistsThe Proclaimers

When | wake up yeah | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who wakes up next to you
When | go out yeah | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who goes along with you

If I get drunk yes | know I'm gonna be
I'm gonna be the man who gets drunk next to you
And if | haver yeah | know I'm gonna be
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I'm gonna be the man who's havering to you

But | would walk 500 miles

And | would walk 500 more

Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
To fall down at your door

When I'm working yes | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who's working hard for you
And when the money comes in for the work I'll do
I'll pass almost every penny on to you

When | come home yeah | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who comes back home to you
And if | grow old well | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who's growing old with you

But | would walk 500 miles

And | would walk 500 more

Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
To fall down at your door

When I'm lonely yes | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who's lonely without you
When I'm dreaming yes | know I'm gonna dream
Dream about the time when I'm with you

When | go out yeah | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who goes out along with you
When | come home yeah | know I'm gonna be

I'm gonna be the man who comes back home to you

But | would walk 500 miles

And | would walk 500 more

Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
To fall down at your door

But | would walk 500 miles

And | would walk 500 more

Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
To fall down at your door

Is it true?

Song by: Oskar Pall Sveinsson
Lyrics by: Oskar Pall Sveinsson
ArtistsJéhanna Gudrun Jonsdéttir

You say you really know me

not afraid to show me, what is in your eyes
So tell me about the rumors

Are they only rumors? Are they only lies?
Falling out of a perfect dream

Coming out of the blue ooh ooh

Is it true? Is it over?
Did | throw it away?
Was it you? Did you tell me?

you would never leave me this wa-a-a-ay?

If you really knew me, couldn’t do this to me,
you would be my friend

One of us is lying, there’s no use in trying,
no need to pretend

Falling out of a perfect dream

Coming out of the blue ooh ooh

Is it true? Is it over?

Did | throw it away?

Was it you? Did you tell me?

you would never leave me this wa-a-a-ay?

Is it true? Is it over?

Did | throw it away?

Was it you? Did you tell me?

you would never leave me this way?

Is it true? Is it over?

Did | throw it away?

Was it you? Did you tell me?

you would never leave me this way?
Is it true?

|dur - (bjodhatidarlag 2013)

Song by: Bjorn Jérundur Friébjérnsson
Lyrics by: Bjorn Jérundur Fridbjoérnsson
ArtistsNy Donsk

Pu varst med solgult sjal, sveipad um pig i herjélsdal.

Og greena kapan pin er heillandi vid fyrstu syn.

Og steingraa pilsid pitt minnir a fjérunar sand.

Sem blotnar er bylgjurnar lidast a land.

Hér er lifid hér ert pu, hér er framtid okkar su ad njéta nattar

Eyjan er ad 6skra a mig, jordin opnast ég er haettur ad sja
Pad er eldgos a4 Heimaey.

Kraftarnir sem lagu i leyni spua eldi og brennisteini.
Landidé pad mun lifa eftir ad ég dey.

Breidi ut teppi hér, i hjonasaeng, byd ég pér.

Og ég vil leggjast i pitt fang.

Glitrandi stulkurnar stjornur sem svifa a braut.

Um himna sem gneefa yfir tjoldum vid nordurskaut.

Hér er lifid hér ert pu, hér er framtid okkar su ad njéta nattar

Eyjan er ad 6skra a mig, jordin opnast ég er haettur ad sja
Pad er eldgos a4 Heimaey.

Kraftarnir sem lagu i leyni spua eldi og brennisteini.
Landid pad mun lifa eftir ad ég dey.

Eyjan er ad 6skra a mig, jordin opnast ég er haettur ad sja
Pad er eldgos a4 Heimaey.

Kraftarnir sem lagu i leyni spua eldi og brennisteini.
Landidé pad mun lifa eftir ad ég dey.
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Eyjan er ad dskra a mig, jordin opnast ég er heettur adfajésfggrfectly without her trying

pad er eldgos a Heimaey.

Kraftarnir sem lagu i leyni spua eldi og brennisteini.

Landid pad mun lifa eftir ad ég dey.

Jolene

Song by: Dolly Parton
Lyrics by: Dolly Parton
ArtistsDolly 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!

| had to have this talk with you,

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.

Just The Way You Are

Song by: Peter Hernandez asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Peter Hernandez asamt fleirum.
ArtistsBruno Mars

Oh, her eyes, her eyes,
make the stars look like they're not shining
Her hair, her hair,

She's so beautiful,
and | tell her every day.

Yeah, | know,

I know when | compliment her

she won't believe me

And it's so, it's so sad

to think she don't see what | see

But every time she asks me: "Do | look okay?" | say:

When | see your face,

there's not a thing that | would change
Cause you're amazing,

just the way you are.

And when you smile,

the whole world stops and stares for awhile
Cause girl you're amazing,

just the way you are.

Her lips, her lips,

| could kiss them all day if she'd let me
Her laugh, her laugh,

she hates but | think it's so sexy

She's so beautiful, and | tell her every day.

Oh, you know, you know,

you know I'd never ask you to change

If perfect is what you're searching for,

then just stay the same

So, don't even bother asking if you look okay,
you know I'll say:

When | see your face,

there's not a thing that | would change
Cause you're amazing,

just the way you are.

And when you smile,

the whole world stops and stares for awhile
Cause girl you're amazing,

just the way you are.

The way you are, the way you are
Girl you're amazing,
just the way you are.

When | see your face,

there's not a thing that | would change
Cause you're amazing,

just the way you are

And when you smile,

the whole world stops and stares for awhile
Cause girl you're amazing,

just the way you are.
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Karma Chameleon

Song by: Culture Club
Lyrics by: Culture Club
ArtistsCulture Club

Desert love in your eyes all the way
if | listen to your lie would you say
I'm a man without conviction

I'm a man who doesn't know

How to sell a contradiction

You come and go, You come and go

Karma Karma Karma Karma

Karma Chameleon

You come and go You come and go
Loving would be easy if your colours
were like my dream

Red, gold and green, Red, gold and green

Didn't hear your wicked words every day
And you used to be so sweet | heard you say
That my love was an addiction

When we cling our love is strong

When you go you're gone forever

You string along, You string along

Karma Karma Karma Karma

Karma Chameleon

You come and go You come and go
Loving would be easy if your colours
were like my dream

Red, gold and green, Red, gold and green

Every day is like a survival
You're my lover not my rival
Every day is like a survival
You're my lover not my rival

I'm a man whith out conviction

I'm a man who doesn't know

How to sell a contradiction

You come and go, You come and go

Karma Karma Karma Karma
Karma Chameleon
You come and go You come and go
Loving would be easy if your colours
were like my dream
Red, gold and green, Red, gold and green
Karma Police,
arrest this man,
he talks in maths,
he buzzes like a fridge
he’s like a detuned radio.

Karma Police

Song by: Radiohead
Lyrics by: Radiohead
ArtistsRadiohead

Karma Police,

arrest this girl,

her hitler hairdo,

is making me feel ill,

and we have crashed her party.

this is what you'll get,
this is what you'll get,
this is what you’ll get
when you mess with us.

Karma Police,

I've given all | can,

it's not enough,

I've given all | can,

but we’'re still on the payroll.

this is what you'll get,
this is what you'll get,
this is what you’ll get
when you mess with us.

And for a minute there,
| lost myself | lost myself,
And for a minute there,
| lost myself | lost myself,
And for a minute there,
| lost myself | lost myself,

Kaupmadurinn a horninu

Song by: Bubbi Morthens asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens asamt fleirum.
ArtistsGCD

pad var einu sinni diler

sem dreymdi ad eignast allt

dop sem var i landinu og allt a sama stad
Ho6rdéum hdndum vann hann

og laevis lagdi net )

i lausamennsku var hja fikn6 og atti Islandsmet

Hann hafdi aldrei setid inni,
nei ekki einu sinni

A laugadégum meetti ‘ann,
myndir gatu ei hreett hann
hann taladi og taladi,

og maladi og maladi.

Framtid fikno skop.

Hann atti baejarins versta dép
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Hann atti fina nal og skeid
og skratti fina deelu

skrida purftu menn til hans ef ekta vildu szelu

samkeppnin var engin
i undirheimum pa.

Alltaf vard hann fyrstur, kjafta menn a bak vid sla.

Hann hafdi aldrei setid inni,
nei ekki einu sinni

A laugadégum meetti ‘ann,
myndir gatu ei hreett hann
hann taladi og taladi,

og maladi og maladi.

Framtid fikno skop.

Hann atti baejarins versta dop

Hann blandadi med sykri
a svaka fina vigt.

Med svaka nef & feisinu sem fann ei neina lykt.

Var hatadur af fiklum
sem finna pad a sér

peir fa ekkert dop i baenum betra eins og er.

Hann hafdi aldrei setid inni,
nei ekki einu sinni

A laugadégum meetti ‘ann,
myndir gatu ei hreett hann
hann taladi og taladi,

og maladi og maladi.

Framtid fikno skop.

Hann atti baejarins versta dop

Kids

ArtistsMGMT

You were a child

Crawling on your knees toward it
Making momma so proud,

But your voice is too loud

We like to watch you laughing,
You pick the insects off plants
No time to think of consequences

Control yourself

Take only what you need from it
A family of trees wanted

To be haunted

Control yourself

Take only what you need from it
A family of trees wanted

To be haunted

The water is warm
But it’'s sending me shivers

A baby is born
Crying out for attention

The memories fade

Like looking through a fogged mirror
Decision to decisions are made

And not bought,

But | thought this wouldn’t hurt a lot.
| guess not

Control yourself

Take only what you need from it
A family of trees wanted

To be haunted

Control yourself

Take only what you need from it
A family of trees wanted

To be haunted

Komdu til baka

Song by: Eric Clapton
Lyrics by: Kristmundur Axel Kristmundsson
ArtistsKristmundur Axel og Juli Heidar

Pad voru eitt sinn fedgar sem elskudu hvorn annan.

petta var tveggja manna teymi sem ad enginn gat skadad.
Gat engann veginn hrapad, peir voru alltof nanir

sjaid strakinn i navist og badir peirra alit

ad astin vard ad bali, hvad gerdist, ég sakna pin.

Hofoum pad alltaf fint, vid lifdum i paradis

bara vid tveir, myndum pann heim.

Pabbi snudu vid pu ert ad fara vitlausa leid

Pegar mér leid illa leitadi ég alltaf til pin.

Pvi hja pér finnst mér ég vera stikkfri.

Lifid er yndislegt en bara med pér.

Pu att heiminn, medan ég er eitt litid ped.

Vid tveir ad eilifu, plis komdu til baka.

Ef ég sakna einhvers, pa sakna ég pabba.
Pabbi komdu aftur, pad myndi bjarga deginum.
Segir stoltur Kristmundsson alla eilifu

Muntu pekkja mig,

er ég sé pig a himni (Gud svaradu mér)
Muntu snua vid, (Pabbi snudu vid pu ert ad fara vitlausa
verd ég i pinu minni

Og pu veist ég elska pig pabbi

sama hvad pu hefur gert mér.

Berst hér i gegnum allan andskotann med pér.

Vertu sterkur vill ekki ad pu hrynjir sidan.

Takk fyrir ad elska mig og alla, vini mina

og innst inni lika finn ég ad pad eru veikir hlekkir.

Stend samt pér alla leid svo ég preytist ekki.

Skiljum heiminn eftir komum okkur burt

og forum, ég skal leyfa pér ad rada hvad leid vid holdum.
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:vi i hendur hoéldumst, og vonandi verdur dopid farid.

Eg og pu, vid verdum oésigrandi.

Eg get ekki lifad an pin, pu matt ekki gleyma pvi

og pabbi ef pu deyrd pa mun ég deyja lika.

Reyndu ad flyja, reyndu ad flyja pennan heim

svo vid getum ordid aftur bara tveir.
Spyr spurningu, og svaranna ég krefst nu.
Jesu, geturdu latid pabba verda edri?

Hvad er ad kveljast? Hvad er ad pjast?
Sidan kom sorgin og gledin for ad sjast.
Pessi ast, ja, ja astin er paradis.

Segi pad aftur ja pabbi ég sakna pin.
Hvad er ad kveljast? Hvad er ad pjast?
Sidan kom sorgin og gledin for ad sjast.
Pessi ast, ja, ja astin er paradis.

Segi pad aftur ja pabbi ég sakna pin.

Song by: Gisli Helgason
Lyrics by: Jon Sigurdsson
ArtistsGisli Helgason

Batur lidur ut um Eyjasund,

enn er vor um haf og land,

syngur blaerinn einn um aftanstund,
aldan nidar blitt vid sand.

AEvintyrin eigum ég og pu,
olgar bl6d og vaknar pra.
Fuglar hatt a syllum byggja bu,
bjartar neetur vaka allir pa.

Hvad er betra en vera ungur og or,
eiga vonir og aeskufjor?

Geta sungid, lifad leikid sér

Iétt i spori hvar sem er

og vid 6ldunid um aftanstund

eiga leyndarmal og astarfund,
eiga leyndarmal og astarfund.

Katir voru karlar

Song by: J. E. Jonasson
Lyrics by: Geir Sigurdsson
ArtistsSkagakvartettinn

Katir voru karlar a kutter Haraldi.
Til fiskiveida foru fra Akranesi.
Og allir komu peir aftur

0g enginn peirra do.

Af anaegju ut ad eyrum

hver einasta kerling hlé.

Han hlé, hdn ho, hun skelli, skellihlo.
Huan hlé, han ho, hun skelli, skellihlo.

La, la, la-la-la-la-la-la-la, la.
La, la, la-la-la-la-la-la-la, la.

La Dolce Vita

Song by: Trausti Haraldsson
Lyrics by: Pall Oskar Hjalmtysson
ArtistsPall Oskar Hjalmtysson

Capo a 4. bandi

NU er ég buinn ad gera mig saetan,
sjodheitur ég verd ad maet'og upplifa
La Dolce Vita.

NU er ég buinn ad reima skona,

til ad dans' i no6tt vid tofraténa i

La Dolce vita.

Aha ég segi pad satt

hef unnid of mikid svo ég a pad skilid
ad gleyma meér adeins

og bilast i fridi med bjutiful lidi.

En r6din er 16ng

og dalurinn hladinn ég meeti a stadinn
pvi pegar ég dansa

er eins og ég svifi ég er a lifi.

NU er ég buinn ad gera mig saetan,
sjodheitur ég verd ad maet'og upplifa
La Dolce Vita.

NU er ég buinn ad reima skona,

til ad dans' i no6tt vid tofraténa i

La Dolce vita.

Svo hvad viltu sja?

Og hvad viltu heyra? Ma bjéda pér meira?
Ad standa og pegja

er 6murleg idja pu parft ad bidja.

Eg veit hvad ég vil

og nee lika i pad €g nenn' ekki ad bida

i dag vil ég dansa

0g nu kemur bassinn, hrist' a pér rassinn.

NU er ég buinn ad gera mig saetan,
sjodheitur ég verd ad maet'og upplifa
La Dolce Vita.

NU er ég buinn ad reima skona,

til ad dans' i no6tt vid tofratona i

La Dolce vita.

Traa, treysta,
bar'a pad besta
Traa, treysta,
bar'a pad besta

NU er ég buinn ad gera mig saetan,
sjodheitur ég verd ad maet'og upplifa
La Dolce Vita.
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NuU er ég buinn ad reima skéna,
til ad dans' i nott vid tofratona i
La Dolce vita.

Last kiss

Song by: Wayne Cochran
Lyrics by: Wayne Cochran
ArtistsPearl Jam

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.'

| 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.

Laus og lidugur

Song by: Jénatan Olafsson
Lyrics by: Numi borbergsson
ArtistsLud6 og Stefan

Sigurdur er sjémadur,
sannur vesturbaeingur.
Alltaf fer hann upplagdur
ut ad skemmta sér.

Dansar hann vid domurnar,
dasamadur allstadar,

med ungar jafnt sem aldradar,
ut a golfio fer.

i vinarkrus og vals og reel,
hann vindur sér a ta og heel,
polir ekki vol né veel,

vaskur madur er.

Katur syngur Sigurdur:
"Svona er ad vera einhleypur.
Alltaf laus og lidugur

likar petta mér."

Let Her Go

Song by: Mike Rosenberg
Lyrics by: Mike Rosenberg
ArtistsPassenger

Well, you only need the light when it s burning low
Only miss the sun when it s starts to snow

Only know you love her when you let her go

Only know you've been high when you re feeling low
Only hate the road when you re missin home

Only know you love her when you've let her go

And you let her go

Staring at the bottom of your glass

Hoping one day you will make a dream last
The dreams come slow and goes so fast
You see her when you close your eyes
Maybe one day you will understand why
Everything you touch all it dies

Because you only need the light when it s burning low
Only miss the sun when it s starts to snow

Only know you love her when you let her go

Only know you ve been high when you re feeling low
Only hate the road when you re missin home

Only know you love her when you've let her go

Staring at the ceiling in the dark

Same old empty feeling in your heart
Love comes slow and it goes so fast
Well you see her when you fall asleep
But to never to touch and never to keep
Because you loved her to much

And you dive too deep

Because you only need the light when it s burning low
Only miss the sun when it s starts to snow

Only know you love her when you let her go

Only know you’ve been high when you re feeling low
Only hate the road when you re missin home

Only know you love her when you've let her go
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And you let her go
00000 00000 000000
And you let her go
0000000 00000 00000
And you let her go

Because you only need the light when it s burning low
Only miss the sun when it s starts to snow

Only know you love her when you let her go

Only know you ve been high when you re feeling low
Only hate the road when you re missin home

Only know you love her when you've let her go

And you let her go

Because you only need the light when it s burning low
Only miss the sun when it s starts to snow

Only know you love her when you let her go

Only know you've been high when you re feeling low
Only hate the road when you re missin home

Only know you love her when you've let her go

And you let her go

Let it he

Song by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
ArtistsThe Beatles

When | find myself in times of trouble,
Mother Mary comes to me,

Speaking words of wisdom,

let it be.

And in my hour of darkness,

She is standing right in front of me,
Speaking words of wisdom,

let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.

And when the broken hearted people
Living in the world agree,

There will be an answer,

let it be.

For though they may be parted,

There is still a chance that they will see,
There will be an answer,

let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

there will be an answer,
let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.

-SOLO -

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.

And when the night is cloudy,

There is still a light that shines on me,
Shine until tomorrow,

let it be.

| wake up to the sound of music,
Mother Mary comes to me,
speaking words of wisdom,

let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

there will be an answer,
let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

there will be an answer,
let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.

Little talks

Song by: Brynjar Leifsson asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Nanna Bryndis Hilmarsdoéttir asamt fleirum.
ArtistsOf Monsters and Men

Capo a 1. bandi

hey

hey

hey

| don't like walking round this old and empty house
so hold my hand i'll walk with you my dear

The stairs creak as | sleep, it's keeping me awake
It's the house telling you to close your eyes

and some days | can't even trust myself

it's killing me to see you this way

Cause though the truth may vary this
ship will carry our
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i Herjolfsdalnum, vié lifsins njotum.
pad er svo ljuft ad vera til.

bodies safe to shore

hey Vinattudrvum allt i kring skjétum.
hey Samveran veitir birtu og yl.
hey

There's an old voice in my head that's holding me back Hér er hamingja, ast og gledi.
tell her that | miss our little talks Stemmingin i dalnum er svo blid.
soon it will be over and buried with our past Forréttindi ad vera med i,

we used to play outside when we were young and full of Wi shnlkididlntove pjodhatid.
some days | think that I'm wrong when | am right

your mind is playing tricks on you my dear Eyja meyja og peyja ,lof mér ad segja,

Though the truth may vary this
ship will carry our
bodies safe to shore hey!

Don't listen to a word | say hey!

the screams all sound the same hey!
Though the truth may vary this

ship will carry our

bodies safe to shore

Your gone gone gone away

| watched you disappear

all that's left is a ghost of you

now we're torn torn torn apart
there's nothing we can do

Just let me go, we'll meet again soon
Now wait wait wait for me

Please hang around

| see you when | fall asleep

hey!

Don't listen to a word | say hey!

the screams all sound the same hey!
though the truth may vary this

ship will carry our

bodies safe to shore

Don't listen to a word | say hey!

the screams all sound the same hey!
though the truth may vary this

ship will carry our

bodies safe to shore

Though the truth may vary this
ship will carry our

bodies safe to shore

though the truth may vary this
ship will carry our

bodies safe to shore

Ljuft ad vera til - Pjodhatidarlag 2014

Song by: Jén Ragnar Jénsson
Lyrics by: Jon Ragnar Jonsson
ArtistsJon Ragnar Jonsson

0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera til.
Eyja meyja og peyja, lof mér ad segja,
0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera til.

i bleikri brekkunni vid syngjum saman.
Svo ljuft ad vera pér vid hlid.

| pinum érmum svo hlytt svo gaman.
Vor bjarta framtid blasir vid.

Hér er hamingja, ast og gledi.
Stemmingin i dalnum er svo blid.
Forréttindi ad vera med i,
veisluhdldunum & pjédhatid.

Eyja meyja og peyja, lof mér ad segja,
0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera til.
Eyja meyja og peyja, lof mér ad segja,
0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera til.

Eyja meyja og peyja, lof mér ad segja,
0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera til.

Eyja meyja og peyja, lof mér ad segja,
0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera.

Eyja meyja og peyja, lof mér ad segja,
0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera til.

Eyja meyja og peyja, lof mér ad segja,
0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera til,

0, hve ljuft pad er ad hafa pig,

0, hve ljuft pad er ad vera a bjoédhatid.

Lifid er lotteri

Song by: irskt pj¢slag
Lyrics by: Jonas Arnason
ArtistsPapar

Um freegdarmenn og kappa vid faum oft ad heyra,
en faa veit ég lika honum siglufjardar-geira.

Ad erfidleikum sinum hann alltaf gaman henti,

og ef ad hann i sérstoku klammarii lenti,

sagd ann:
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Lifid er lotteri .... Ja pad er lotteri
Ja, pad er lotteri. og ég tek patt i pvi

i @sku hans a bollum voru aflog fastur lidur

og allra manna fyrstur var hann jafnan sleginn nidur
en pegar hann svo st6d upp aftur eftir medferd slika
med augu bdlgin, sprungna vér og nefid brotid lika
sagd’ann:

Lifid er lotteri .... Ja pad er lotteri
Ja, pad er lotteri. og ég tek patt i pvi

Hann ungur gerdist formadur & métorbatnum Brandi,
0g bein Ur sjo hann aldrei drd, en lenti oft i strandi
en geira stéd & sama, hann éxlum sinum yppti

og er hann batnum strandadi i tuttugasta skipti,
sagd’ann

Lifid er lotteri .... Ja pad er lotteri
Ja, pad er lotteri. og ég tek patt i pvi

Hann eitt sinn fékk sér konu, af 66rum konum bar hun,

en ekki nema i medallagi dyggdug kona var hun.
han elskadi hann talsvert, en adra talsvert meira
og er hun lokum skildi vid manninn sinn hann geira
sagd’ann

Lifid er lotteri .... Ja pad er lotteri
Ja, pad er lotteri. og ég tek patt i pvi

En dag einn syndist karlinn eitthvad lumbrulegur vera
og laeknarnir peir toku hann og féru strax ad skera
og er peir héféu burt Ur honum skorid fleira og fleira
svo feekkad haféi stérlaga innyflum i geira,

sagd’ann

Lifid er lotteri .... Ja pad er lotteri
Ja, pad er lotteri. og ég tek patt i pvi

og kvold eitt fékk hann adkenning af alvarlegu slagi.
og innan stundar fékk hann slag af miklu verra tagi
og pegar néttin lagdist yfir haf og yfir haudur

og heidurskarlinn geiri virtist loksins alveg daudur
sagd’ann

Lifid er lotteri .... Ja pad er lotteri
Ja, pad er lotteri. og ég tek patt i pvi

Lifid er yndislegt
Song by: Hreimur an Heimisson

Lyrics by: Hreimur Orn Heimisson
ArtistsHreimur Orn Heimisson asamt fleirum.

A pessu ferdalagi fylgjumst vid ad.

Vi6 eigum &rlitinn vonarneista fyrir hvort annad.
| ljosu manaskini vel €g mér stund og segi:

Eg myndi klifa haestu heaedir fyrir pig.

Eg veeri ekkert &n pin, myrkrié hverfur pvi aé...

Lifid er yndislegt, sjadu,
pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

Blikandi stjornur skina himninum a.

Hun svarar, ég trui varla pvi sem augu min sja
0g segir ég gef pér hjarta mitt pa skilyrdislaust
Eg veit ad pu myndir klifa haestu haedir fyrir mig
Eg veeri ekkert an pin, myrkrid hverfur pvi aé...

Lifid er yndislegt, sjadu,
pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

Lifid er yndislegt, sjadu,
pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

Néttin han feerist naer, hér vid eigum ad vera.
nuna ekkert okkur stodvad faer
undir stjornusalnum, inni herjélfsdalnum.

Lifid er yndislegt, sjadu,
pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

Lifid er yndislegt, sjadu,
pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

Lifid er yndislegt, sjadu,
pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

L0g og regla
Song by: Bubbi Morthens

Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens
ArtistsBubbi Morthens

Hvers vegna eru 16g og regla

til ad fela hitt og petta?

Bl6dug spor og handjarn smella

skyrslur segja: ,Hann var alltaf ad detta.”

Bordu hann i bilnum med kylfum og hntum
haedd’ann og svivirtu med tungum hrjifum
Ekkert sast nema litid mar

petta var slys vid vorum ekki par.

Vidé heyrdum hann kalla, bidja um vatn,
kvartadi lika um honum veeri kalt.
Seinna um néttina taladi Gt i blainn.
pbad var ekki fyrr i morgun

ad vid saum ad hann veeri dainn.
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Ekki benda a mig, segir vardstjorinn.

Petta kvold var ég ad aefa l16greglukorinn,

Spyrjid pa sem voru a vakt.
Eg abyrgist peir munu segja satt.

Manstu ekki eftir mer

Song by: Ragnhildur Gisladottir
Lyrics by: Pordur Arnason
ArtistsStudmenn

Eg er & vestur leidinni,

a haheidinni.

A hundrad og tiu, .
€g ma ekki verda of seinn. O - O.

Pad verdur fagnadur mikill vegna opnunar,

fluggrillsjoppunnar.
Svo ég for, og pantadi bord fyrir einn.

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

Enda svolitid latur til vinnu

en hef pad samt gott. O - O.

Konurnar fila pad maeta vel,
allflestar ad ég tel
€g er og verd béhem og finnst pad flott.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

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

Hvar ertu buin ad vera 6ll pessi ar.

Eg hef nokkurn l[imskan grun um aé,
ein gdmul vinkona

geri sér ferd pangad lika.

Eg veit hvad ég syng... O - O

Hun er a svotil 8 sama aldri og &g,
asskoti hugguleg
0g svo er, hun a hradri leid inn a ping.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

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

Hvar ertu buin ad vera 6ll pessi ar.

Eg er & vestur leidinni,

a haheidinni.

A hundrad og tiu, .
€g ma ekki verda of seinn. O - O.

Pad verdur fagnadur mikill vegna opnunar,

fluggrillsjoppunnar.
Svo ég for, og pantadi bord fyrir einn.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Mikid liturdu vel Ut beibi frabeert har.
Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?
Hvar ertu buin ad vera oll pessi ar.

Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Mikid liturdu vel Ut beibi frabeert har.
Manstu’ ekki eftir mér?

Hvar ertu buin ad vera oll pessi ar.

More Than Words

Song by: Nuno Bettencourt
Lyrics by: Gary Cherone
ArtistsExtreme

Saying | love you is

not the words | want to hear from you

It's not that | want you

not to say but if you only knew

Ho-ow ea-sy

it whould be to show me how you feel

more than words is all you have to do to make it real
then you wouldn't have to say

that you love me 'cos

I'd already know

What would you do if my heart was torn in two
more than words to show you feel that your

love for me is real

what would you say if | took whose words away?
then you couldn't make things new

just by saying that | love you

La, ri, dye, la, ri, rye, ri, rye, rye, rye,

More than words

La, ri, dye, la, ri, rye

Now, there I've tried to

talk to you and make you understand

All you have to do is close your eyes

And just reach out your hands

and touch me

Hold me close don't ever let me go

More than words is all | ever needed you to show
then you wouldn't have to say

that you love me 'cos

I'd already know

What would you do if my heart was torn in two
more than words to show you feel that your

love for me is real

what would you say if | took whose words away?
then you couldn't make things new

just by saying that | love you
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Mr. Jones

Song by: Adam Duritz
Lyrics by: David Bryson
ArtistsCounting Crows

shalalalalalala uh huh...

| was down at the New Amsterdam
staring at this yellow-haired girl

Mr. Jones strikes up a conversation
with this black-haired flamenco dancer

She dances while his father plays guitar.
She's suddenly beautiful

We all want something beautiful

| wish | was beautiful

So come dance this silence

down through the morning
shalalalalalalala yeah uh huh...
Cut up, Maria!

Show me some of them Spanish dances
Pass me a bottle, Mr. Jones

Believe in me Help me believe in anything

(cause) | want to be someone who believes

Mr. Jones and me tell each other fairy tales

Stare at the beautiful women
"She's looking at you.

Ah, no, no, she's looking at me."
Smiling in the bright lights
Coming through in stereo

When everybody loves you,

you can never be lonely

I will paint my picture

Paint myself in blue

and red and black and gray

All of the beautiful colors

are very very meaningful

(you know) Gray is my favorite color

| felt so symbolic yesterday

If | knew Picasso

| would buy myself a gray guitar and play

Mr. Jones and me look into the future
Stare at the beautiful women

"She's looking at you.

Uh, | don't think so. She's looking at me."
Standing in the spotlight

| bought myself a gray guitar

When everybody loves me,

| will never be lonely

| will never be lonely
| will never be lonely
| want to be a lion

Everybody wants to pass as cats

We all want to be big big stars,

but we got different reasons for that.

Believe in me because | don't believe in anything
and | want to be someone

to believe, to believe, to believe.

Mr. Jones and me stumbling through the barrio
Yeah we stare at the beautiful women

"She's perfect for you, Man,

there's got to be somebody for me."

| want to be Bob Dylan

Mr. Jones wishes he was

someone just a little more funky

When everybody loves you, son,

that's just about as funky as you can be.

Mr. Jones and me staring at the video

When | look at the television,

| want to see me staring right back at me.

We all want to be big stars,

but we don't know why, and we don't know how.
But when everybody loves me,

I'm going to be just about as happy as | can be.

Mr. Jones and me, we're gonna be big stars.....

My Way

Song by: Claude Francois
Lyrics by: Paul Anka
ArtistsFrank 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.

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.

| planned each charted course each careful step, along the
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, I did all that, and may | say, "Not in a shy way",
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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.

Myndir
Song by: Einar Bardarson

Lyrics by: Einar Bardarson
ArtistsSkitamorall

Eg & gamlar myndir

0g geymi meira ad segja nokkur gomul bréf fra pér.

Pad gleymast gamlar syndir
og horfnir timar lida gegnum héfudid a mér

Vertu mér hja, lof mér ad sja,

hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.
Lof mér ad na, pvi ad mér bra,

hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.

Eg horfi & gamlar myndir

og timabil sem gleymdust birtast mér i augum pér.
Mér finnst pu vera hja mér

hugmynd pin er fridpaeging i endalausri nétt.

Vertu mér hja, lof mér ad sja,

hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.
Lof mér ad na, pvi ad mér bra,

hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.

Penninn brotinn, blédin komin til pin

0g ég sé svo eftir pvi ad hafa heett
Timinn lidinn, teekifeerin a@ braut

0g ég bid bara eftir pvi ad komast heim
ad komast heim.

NuU humar senn ad kveldi,

naottin tekur vid mér brotnum érmum pinum ar
sem tar a koldum steini,

dofna tilfinningar og peer deyja smatt og smatt

Vertu mér hja, lof mér ad sja,

hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.
Lof mér ad na, pvi ad mér bra,

hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.

Vertu mér hja, lof mér ad sja,
hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.
Lof mér ad na, pvi ad mér bra,
hvad petta var sem dré mig svona ad pér.
Each morning | wake up alone
For too long I've been on my own
You seem to fill my heart and mind

Never ever let you go

Song by: Sgren Poppe
Lyrics by: Stefan Teilmann Laub Nielsen
ArtistsRollo King

The greatest love that | could find
Love that | could find

I'll never ever let you go

Though you hurt my feelings

You bring back memories all the time
I'll never ever be the same

Since you left me lonely

So please come back to me again

stutt pogn

These last days I've been down and blue
| wonder if you miss me too

| think about you all the time

And keep on waiting for a sign

Waiting for a sign

I'll never ever let you go

Though you hurt my feelings

You bring back memories all the time
I'll never ever be the same

Since you left me lonely

So please come back to me again

| cry out your name

I'm sick and tired of this game
Oh baby, kiss me

| think this love was meant to be
Love was meant to be

I'll never ever let you go

Though you hurt my feelings

You bring back memories all the time
I'll never ever be the same

Since you left me lonely

So please come back to me again

I'll never ever let you go

I'll never ever let you go

Though you hurt my feelings

You bring back memories all the time
I'll never ever be the same

Since you left me lonely

So please come back to me again

I'll never ever let you go
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Nottin er lidin
Song by: Ingolfur Pérarinsson

Lyrics by: Ingdlfur bPérarinsson
ArtistsIngd og Vedurgudirnir

Noéttin han er lidin eftir langa bid
&g sit hér einn med sjalfum meér

| ibud fyrir ofan mig er eitthvad lid
pbad hefur hatt og skemmtir sér

Eg droslast frammi eldhus, opna isskapinn

og fee mér braud med banana
pad er gott ad ég er ennpa sami madurinn
med alla géomlu vanana

og ég raula litid lag

Um daginn var svo étrulega preytandi
ad sitja einn med sjalfum sér
Hugurinn svo rafandi og reikandi

a réttum stad en ekki hér

pa tok ég mér tak

og €ég lagadi pad sem var ad
Eg tok mér tak

0g ég er annar madur strax

og ég raula litid lag

Lalalallalalalalallala
lalalallalalalala

Lalalallalalalalallala
lalalallalalalala

Lalalallalalalalallala
lalalallalalalala

Lalalallalalalalallala
lalalallalalalala

ja ég raula litid lag

meér list svo vel a pennan dag
Stina var litil stulka i sveit,
staekkadi 66um blémleg og heit.
Hun fér ad vinna, vard margt ad gera,

Nu liggur vel a mér
Song by: O8inn G. Pérarinnsson
Lyrics by: Numi borbergsson
ArtistsIngibjorg Smith

leerdi ad spinna, latum pad vera.
Svo var hdn uti sumar og haust,
svona var lifid strit endalaust.
Samt gat hun Stina séngvana sina
sungi® med harri raust.

Nu liggur vel a mér, nu liggur vel & mér.

Gott er ad vera léttur i lund,
lofa skal hverja anaegjustund.

Nu liggur vel a mér, nu liggur vel & mér.

Gott er ad vera léttur i lund,
lofa skal hverja anaegjustund.

Gaman fannst Sinu' ad glettast vid pilt,
gaf hin peim auga, var oftast stillt.
Svo sa hun Stjana, pad vakti prana,
hann kom a Grana ut yfir ana.

Seel var hun Stina saklaus og hraust,
svo for hann burtu koldimmt um haust,
samt gat hun Stina séngvana sina
sungi® med harri raust.

Nu liggur vel a mér, nu liggur vel & mér.

Gott er ad vera léttur i lund,
lofa skal hverja anaegjustund.

Nu liggur vel a mér, nu liggur vel & mér.

Gott er ad vera léttur i lund,
lofa skal hverja anaegjustund.

NU er hun Stina gomul og gra,

getur pé skemmt sér dansleikjum 4,
situr hun réleg, horfir a hina
hreyfast i takt vid dansmusikina.
Alltaf er Stina anaegd og hraust,
aldrei finnst henni neitt tilgangslaust.
Enn getur Stina séngvana sina
sungi® med harri raust.

Nu liggur vel a mér, nu liggur vel & mér.

Gott er ad vera léttur i lund,
lofa skal hverja anaegjustund.

Nu liggur vel a mér, nu liggur vel & mér.

Gott er ad vera léttur i lund,
lofa skal hverja anaegjustund.

0f feit fyrir mig

Song by: A. Godfrey
Lyrics by: Laddi
ArtistsLaddi
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Hér er léleg visa sem pu leerir undir eins

pvi huan er alltaf eins og er ekki til neins

Hun er bara til pess eins ad syngja hana datt
hatt og lagt, katt og smatt med opid upp a gatt

Og pu matt fa hana pvi ég vil ekki sja hana
pvi han er allt of feit, hun er allt of feit,

pvi hun er allt of feit.

Pu matt taka hana pvi ég er buin ad reka hana
pvi han er alltof feit, allt of feit, allt of feit,

ja hun er allt of feit

Eg verd ofsalega heppin
ef ég losna nu vié fitukeppinn

Pu matt fa hana pvi ég vil ekki sja hana

pvi han er allt of feit, hun er allt of feit,

hun er allt of feit.

Pu matt taka hana pvi ég er buin ad reka hana
pvi hun er alltof feit, allt of feit, ja allt of feit,
hun er allt of feit

Kemst hun sjalf ofan i bad?
Hehehehe nei nei nei nei nei.

Kemst hun ein ut & hlad?

Hehehehe nei nei nei nei nei.
Kemurdu henni inn i bil?

Ekki frekar en fil.

Er haegt ad lyfta henni, halda & henni?
Nei nei nei.

Pu matt fa hana vid viljum ekki sja hana

Of feit fyrir mig, of feit fyrir mig,

passleg fyrir mig.

Pu matt fa hana vid viljum ekki sja hana

Of feit fyrir mig, ja hun er of feit, ja allt of feit,
passleg fyrir mig.

Hun er prystin og mjuk og bustin
Ja og bordar mikid og hleer og hristir spiki®

Pu matt fa hana vid viljum ekki sja hana

Of feit fyrir mig, of feit fyrir mig,

passleg fyrir mig.

Eg skal taka hana ef pid viljid ekki eiga hana,
han er passleg fyrir mig

En han er of feit, ja allt of feit,

han er passleg fyrir mig

Hun er tvofold ef ekki fjorfold,
ef skyldi hun megrast pa myndi han ekkert fegrast

Og pu matt fa hana pvi ég vil ekki sja hana

pvi han er allt of feit, hun er allt of feit,

hun er allt of feit.

Pu matt taka hana pvi ég er buin ad reka hana
Hann er einn af pessum storu,

Ofhodslega fragur

Song by: Egill Olafsson
Lyrics by: Jakob Frimann Magnusson
ArtistsStudmenn

sem i menntaskolann féru

og sneru padan valinkunnir andans menn.
Eg sa hann endur fyrir [6ngu,

i midri Keflavikurgdngu,

hann pétti helst til réttaekur og pykir enn.

Ja hann er, enginn venjulegur madur,
og hann byr, i naesta nagrenni vid mig,
og hann er alveg ofbodslega fraegur,
hann tok i hondina a mér, heilsadi mér.
Hann sagdi: ,Komdu seell og blessadur”
ég for gjorsamlega i hnut

Hann sagdi: ,Komdu seell og blessadur”
ég hélt ég myndi frika Ut

Hann hefur samid fullt af [jé6dum,
alveg ofbodslega godum,

sem fjalla adallega um salar lif pins innri manns.

Pau er ekki af pessum heimi,
par sem skaldid er a sveimi
midja vegu milli malbiksins og regnbogans.

Ja hann er, enginn venjulegur madur,
og hann byr, i naesta nagrenni vid mig,
og hann er alveg ofbodslega fraegur,
hann tok i hondina a mér, heilsadi mér.
Hann sagdi: ,Komdu seell og blessadur”
ég for gjorsamlega i hnut

Hann sagdi: ,Komdu seell og blessadur”
ég hélt ég myndi frika Ut

Vid reeddum saman heima og geyma,
€g hélt mig hlyti ad vera ad dreyma
en ég var orugglega vakandi.

Mér fannst hann vera anzi bradur,
hann spurdi hvort ég veeri fjadur

og hvort ég veeri allsgadur og akandi.

Ja hann er, enginn venjulegur madur,
og hann byr, i naesta nagrenni vid mig,
og hann er alveg ofbodslega fraegur,
hann tok i hondina a mér, heilsadi mér.
Hann sagdi: ,Komdu seell og blessadur”
ég for gjorsamlega i hnut

Hann sagdi: ,Komdu seell og blessadur”
ég hélt ég myndi frika Ut
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Oh! Darling

Song by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
ArtistsThe Beatles

Oh, darling please believe me
I'll never do you no harm
Believe me when | tell you

I'll never do you no harm

Oh, darling if you leave me
I'll never make it alone
Believe me when | beg you
Don't ever leave me alone

When you told me you didn't need me anymore
Well, you know | nearly broke down and cried
When you told me you didn't need me anymore
Well, you know | nearly broke down and died

Oh, darling if you leave me
I'll never make it alone
Believe me when | tell you
I'll never do you no harm

When you told me you didn't need me anymore
Well, you know | nearly broke down and cried
When you told me you didn't need me anymore
Well, you know | nearly broke down and died

Oh, darling please believe me
I'll never let you down

Believe me when | tell you

I'll never do you no harm

On the road again

Song by: Willie Nelson
Lyrics by: Willie Nelson
ArtistsWillie Nelson

On the road again

Just can't wait to get on the road again

The life | love is making music with my friends
And | can't wait to get on the road again

On the road again

Goin' places that I've never been

Seein' things that | may never see again
And | can't wait to get on the road again

On the road again
Like a band of gypsies we go down the highway
We're the best of friends

Insisting that the world keep turning our way and our way

Is on the road again

| just can't wait to get on the road again

The life | love is making music with my friends
And | can't wait to get on the road again

On the road again
Like a band of gypsies we go down the highway
We're the best of friends

Insisting that the world keep turning our way and our way

Is on the road again

Just can't wait to get on the road again

The life | love is making music with my friends
And | can't wait to get on the road again

And | can't wait to get on the road again

Song by: U2
Lyrics by: Bono
ArtistsU2

Is it getting better

Or do you feel the same

Will it make it easier on you
Now you got someone to blame

One love, One life
When it's one need, In the night

It's one love, We get to share it
It leaves you baby, If you don't care for it

Did | disappoint you

Or leave a bad taste in your mouth
You act like you never had love
And you want me to go without

Well it's too late, Tonight
To drag the past out into the light

We're one, but we're not the same
We get to carry each other
Carry each other

Have you come here for forgiveness
Have you come to raise the dead
Have you come here to play Jesus
To the lepers in your head

Did | ask too much, More than a lot
You gave me nothing
Now it's all | got

We're one, but we're not the same
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We hurt each other
Then we do it again

Love is a temple, Love is the higher law
Love is a temple,Love is the higher law

You ask me to enter, but then you make me crawl

And | can't be holding on
When all you got is hurt

One love, One blood
One life
You got to do what you should

One life, With each other
Sisters
Brothers

One life, but we're not the same
We get to carry each other
Carry each other

Otherside

Song by: Red Hot Chili Peppers
Lyrics by: Red Hot Chili Peppers
ArtistsRed Hot Chili Peppers

How long how long will | slide
Seperate my side, | don't

| don't believe it's bad

Slit my throat it's all | ever

I heard your voice through a photogragh
It thought it up it brought up the past
Once you know you can never go back
I've got to take it on the otherside

Centuries are what it meant to me
A cemetery where | marry the sea

Stranger things could never change my mind

I've got to take it on the otherside
Take it on the otherside
Take it on take it on

How long how long will | slide
Seperate my side, | don't

| don't believe it's bad

Slit my throat it's all | ever

Poor my life into a paper cup

The ashtray's full and I'm spilling my guts
She wants to know am | still a slut

I've got to take it on the otherside

Scarlet starlet and she is in my bed
A candidate for my soul mate bled
Push the trigger and pull the thread
I've got to take it on the otherside

Take it on the otherside
Take it on take it on

How long how long will | slide
Seperate my side, | don't

| don't believe it's bad

Slit my throat it's all | ever

Turn me on take me for a hard ride
Burn me out leave me on the otherside
| yell and tell it that it's not my friend

| tear it down | tear it down

And it's born again

How long how long will | slide
Seperate my side, | don't

| don't believe it's bad

Slit my throat it's all | ever

How long how long will | slide
Seperate my side, | don't

| don't believe it's bad

Slit my throat it's all | ever

Party Jesiis

Song by: Hlynur Benediktsson
Lyrics by: Hlynur Benediktsson
ArtistsM6no6

A fjortanda ari minu for ég i

kirkju og spurdi prestinn ad pvi

af hverju ég eetti ad lata ferma mig,
hvad hefdi pad eiginlega upp a sig?
Hann sagdi: bu feerd fullt af pokkum
og kynnist fullt af frabaerum krokkum
en ef pad er ekki nog fyrir pig

pa eettirdu kannski ad hlusta a mig.

Jesus hann var kul geeji

svona hippalegur i meira lagi

elskadi alla i kringum sig,

hann elskadi mig hann elskadi pig

eina flotta brellu hann kunni

sem hann syndi 6llum sem ad hann unni
han var flott og hun var fin,

Jesus breytti vatni i vin!

Jesus breytti vatni i vin!

Jesus breytti vatni i vin,
Ja,Jesus breytti vatni i vin
hann ma koma i party til min!

Jesus breytti vatni i vin,
Ja,Jesus breytti vatni i vin
hann ma koma i party til min!
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Eg spurdi prestinn: barf ad panta tima Pad er engin leid ad haetta.
eda geeti ég ndd i Jesus i sima? Pad er engin leid ad haetta.
Madurinn hl6 eins og gamall hestur, Pad er engin leid ad heetta ad syngja svona
afhverju ertu ad hleeja prestur? popplag i G-dur, popplag i G.
Pid unga folkid erud allt eins,
ad tala vid ykkur er ekki til neins Vid féorum & bié, vid férum a kostum
Jesus dé fyrir 2000 arum, og forum & puttanum runt.
augun a mér pau fylltust af tarum. Braudmolum hendum i hausinn & éndunum
sem hjalmlausum fellur pad pungt.
En vonargleeta i myrkrinu var
pegar ad presturinn sagdi meér ad Pad er engin leid ad haetta.
€g geeti bedid til pabba hans Pad er engin leid ad haetta.
og sent pannig skilabod til frelsarans Pad er engin leid ad heetta ad syngja svona
€g kraup pvi nidur kirkjunni i popplag i G-dur, popplag i G.
og sagoi herra gudi fra pvi
ad ég vildi fa Jesus i party til min En af hverju parftu svo alltaf ad hverfa
ef pad veeri ekki grin augsjonum minum a burt?
ad hann geeti breytt vatni i vin. Svo beygdur af harmi ég breytist ad nyju
...0g gud taladi vid mig og sagdi: i bélvadan doéna og durt.
Ja! Jesus breytti vatni i vin, Eg er hér staddur & algjérum bémmer,
Jesus breytti vatni i vin sé ekki ur augunum ut.
Eg sendi hann i party til pin! Allt fer i steik er pu ert ekki med mér,
hleypur i kekki og hnut.
Ja! Jesus breytti vatni i vin,
Jesus breytti vatni i vin Vid syngjum saman: Popplag i G-dur.
Eg sendi hann i party til pin! Vid syngjum: Popplag i G.
Vid syngjum: Popplag i G-dur.
Glooooooooooo0o0ria, Pad er engin leid ad heetta.
Delerium Tremens! Pad er engin leid ad heetta.
Pad er engin leid ad haetta ad syngja svona
Jesus breytti vatni i vin, popplag i G-dur, popplag i G.
Ja,Jesus breytti vatni i vin
hann ma koma i party til min!
P Pretty Woman
JeSUS bl’eyttl Vatr“ |’ V|’n, Song by: Roy Orbison
Ja,Jesus breytti vatni i vin Lyrics by: Bill Dees
hann ma koma i party til min! ArtistsRoy Orbison
. . {start_of tab}
Popplag i G-dur £ |
Song by: Valgei_r Guéjépsson G|| ||
Lyrics by: Valgeir Guéjénsson
ArtistsStudmenn D| 0 0-|
) Al 2 2--|
Eg er hér staddur a algjérum bémmer, E|-0-0-4--------0-0-4-——--|
sé ekki ur augunum ut. {end_of tab}
Allt fer i steik er pu ert ekki med mér, {start_of tab}
hleypur i kekki og hnut. E| |
Bl |
Svo pegar pu birtist fer solin ad skina, G| |
smafuglar kvaka vid raust. D| 0-4-2-0 0-4-2-0-----------0-4-2-0-----------0-4-
| brjaleedishrifningu byd ég pér Tépas Al 2 2 2 2 |
og berjasaft skilyrdislaust. E|-0-0-4 0-0-4 0-0-4 0-0-4

{end_of tab}

Vid syngjum saman: Popplag i G-dur.

Vid syngjum: Popplag i G.
Vid syngjum: Popplag i G-dur.

Pretty woman, walking down the street
Pretty woman, the kind I like to meet

Pretty woman, | don't believe you; you're not true
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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

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

Psycho Killer

Song by: Talking Heads
Lyrics by: Talking Heads
ArtistsTalking Heads

| can't seem to face up to the facts

I'm tense and nervous and | can't relax
| can't sleep, my beds on fire

Don't touch me I'm a real live wire

Psycho Killer, que'est-ce que c'est,
fafafafafafafafafafar better

Run, run, run, run, run, run away, oh, oh, oh,
Psycho Killer, que'est-ce que c'est,
fafafafafafafafafafar better

Run, run, run, run, run, run away,

oh, oh, oh, ay-ay-ay-ay

You start a conversation

you can't even finish it

You're talking a lot,

but you're not saying anything

When | have nothing to say, my lips are sealed
Say something once, why say it again

Psycho Killer, que'est-ce que c'est,
fafafafafafafafafafar better
Run, run, run, run, run, run away, oh, oh, oh,

Psycho Killer, que'est-ce que c'est,
fafafafafafafafafafar better

Run, run, run, run, run, run away,
oh, oh, oh, ay-ay-ay-ay

Ce que j'ai fait, ce soir-la,

ce qu'elle a dit, ce soir-la
Realisant mon espoire,

je me glance vers la gloire okay

We are vain and we are blind,
| hate people when they're not polite

Psycho Killer, que'est-ce que c'est,
fafafafafafafafafafar better

Run, run, run, run, run, run away, oh, oh, oh,
Psycho Killer, que'est-ce que c'est,
fafafafafafafafafafar better

Run, run, run, run, run, run away,

oh, oh, oh, ay-ay-ay-ay

Pumped up kicks

Song by: Mark Foster
Lyrics by: Mark Foster
ArtistsFoster the People

Capo a 1. bandi

Robert's got a quick hand

He'll look around the room he won't tell you his plan
Got a rolled cigarette

Hangin' out his mouth, he's a cowboy kid

Yeah, found a six-shooter gun

In his dads closet hidden with a box of fun things

| don't even know what

But he's comin' for you, yeah he's comin for you, hey

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun
All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun
All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet

Daddy works a long day

He'll be coming home late, he's coming home late
And he's bringing me a surprise

Cos' dinner's in the kitchen and it's packed in ice

I've waited for a long time
The slight of my hand is now a quick pull trigger
| reason with my cigarette

And say your hair's on fire you must have lost your wits, yea
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All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun
All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on something oh yeahh.
Don't try to change me

don’t try to change me now

yeahh ooh yeah oh yeah.

You are the sun
you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough.

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks

You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks

You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet
You are the sun

you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough.

FuN run run ru ru run run run ru ru
run run run ru ru run run run run
(flautud laglina)

(whistle melody) Come on baby let’s forget about the truth

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun
All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun
All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun

try to set my mind on nothing oh nooo.
Don’t try to change me

don’t try to change me now

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on nothing oh nooo.
Don't try to change me

don’t try to change me now

yeahh ooh yeah | wanna do the right thing.

You don’t have to change me

I've already set my eye’s on something oh yeah

| really wouldn't blame you if you walked on out the door
because of me yeah.

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks

You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on something oh yeahh.
Don't try to change me

don’t try to change me now

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on something oh yeahh.
Don't try to change me

don’t try to change me now

yeahh ooh yeah | wanna do the right thing.

All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Outrun my gun
All the other kids with the pumped up kicks
You'd better run, better run Faster than my bullet

Song by: Jet Black Joe
Lyrics by: Pall Résinkrans
ArtistsJet Black Joe Ra“gur Maﬁur

Song by: Solstrandargaejarnir
Lyrics by: Solstrandargeejarnir
ArtistsSolstrandargaejarnir

You are the sun
you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough.

Af hverju get ég ekKki
You are the sun lifad edlilegu lifi
you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough. Af hverju get ég ekKki
lifad business lifi
You are saying keypt mér husbil og ibud
you are leaving, | don’t know why
you're coming in my arms. Af hverju get ég ekKki
gengié menntaveginn
You are saying pangad til ad ég eeli
you are leaving, | don’t know why
you're running out on me(l. Af hverju get ég ekKki

gert neitt af viti
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af hverju faeddist ég loser

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi
Eg er rangur madur a réngum tima
i vitlausu husi

Af hveriju er lifid svona dmurlegt
eetli pad sé skarra i Zimbabwe

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 Stjorninni

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi
Eg er rangur madur a réngum tima
i vitlausu husi

Reyndu aftur

Song by: Magnus Eiriksson
Lyrics by: Magnus Eiriksson
ArtistsMannakorn

PU reyndir allt,

til pess ad reeda vid mig.

I gegnum tidina

€g hlustadi ekki a pig,

€g gekk afram minn veg,

nidur til heljar hér um bil

reyndu aftur, ég baedi sé og veit og skil.

NuU hvert sem er,

skal ég fylgja pér.

Yfir Esjuna til tunglsins,
trudu meér

€g gekk minn breida veg,
niéur til heljar hér um bil.

Reyndu aftur, ég baedi sé og veit og skil.

NuU hvert sem er,

skal ég fylgja pér.

Yfir Esjuna til tunglsins,

trudu meér

€g gekk minn breida veg,

nidur til heljar hér um bil.

Reyndu aftur, ég bzedi sé og veit,
Reyndu aftur, ég bzedi sé og veit,

Reyndu aftur, ég bzedi sé og veit og skil.

Rennur af stad ungi riddarinn

Riddari gotunnar

Song by: Bjoérgvin Halldérsson
Lyrics by: Porhallur Sigurdsson
ArtistsHLH flokkurinn

rykid pad pyrlast um sléé.
Hondan hans nyja er fakurinn
hjalmurinn glitrar sem glod.

Tryllir og teetir upp malbikid,
titrar og skelfur allt hér.
Reykmettad loftid pa vitid pid
er riddari gétunnar fer.

Eg hef alltaf veri® veik fyrir svona strak
sem geysist um a motorfak
og hreedist ekki neitt.

Aftan a hjoli hans situr snot,
su sem hann elskar i dag.
Syna pau hvort 68ru bliduhot
og svifa inn i kvoldsolarlag.

Eg hef alltaf veri® veik fyrir svona strak
sem geysist um a motorfak
og hreedist ekki neitt.

Riggarobh

Song by: Erlent pjodlag
Lyrics by: Jonas Arnason
ArtistsPapar

Tara — lara — ligga — lobb!

Ja, - pvilikt og annad eins riggarobb,
er ég for a sjo med Sigga Nobb

og Sigga Jons og Steina!

Tara — lara — ligga — lobb!

Ja, - pvilikt og annad eins riggarobb,
er ég for a sjo med Sigga Nobb

og Sigga Jons og Steina!

Genginn var a Gerpisflak
sprotafiskur med spordablak
og okkur langadi ut a skak
ekki er pvi ad leyna.

Eg segi alveg satt fra pvi,

ad komist vid hoféum aldrei i
annad eins feikna fiskerti;

fra pvi skal nu greina.

Hann stokk a krokana rid i rid
og gaf okkur aldrei grunnmalid.
Ja, handdédur, bandédur var hann vid
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og veitti’ ei miskun neina.

i hverjum dreetti strollan stéd,

og vadbeygjur sungu af vigamaéé,
og seinast var skipshofnin ordin 66
ekki er pvi ad leyna.

Tura - lura — ligga — lobb!

Ja, - pvilikt og annad eins riggarobb,
er ég for a sjo med Sigga Nobb

og Sigga Jons og Steina!

Tura - lura — ligga — lobb!

Ja, - pvilikt og annad eins riggarobb,
er ég for a sjo med Sigga Nobb

og Sigga Jons og Steina!

Lestin var full og lukarinn,
0g bisna siginn var baturinn,
pegar vid héldum aftur inn;
ekki er pvi ad leyna.

Hann gerdi hvassa austanatt,
0g pa var 6ldunum dillad datt,
0g uppi peer héféu gaman gratt
og gafu ei miskun neina.

En petta for pé pannig ad

Vid nadum landi a Neskaupsstad.
En slembilukka paétti pad;

pvi er ekki ad leyna.

Menn glaptu a okkur gattadir;

peir h6fou ekki séd slika hledslu fyrr.
Ad vid veerum allir vitlausir

vildu sumir meina.

Tura - lura — ligga — lobb!

Ja, - pvilikt og annad eins riggarobb,
er ég for a sjo med Sigga Nobb

og Sigga Jons og Steina!

Tura - lura — ligga — lobb!

Ja, - pvilikt og annad eins riggarobb,
er ég for a sjo med Sigga Nobb

og Sigga Jons og Steina!

Save Tonight

Song by: Eagle Eye Cherry
Lyrics by: Eagle Eye Cherry
ArtistsEagle Eye Cherry

Capo on 5th. fret ( original in A minor key )

Doo dn doo doo
Doo dn doo doo
Doo dn doo doo

Doo dn doo doo

Go on and close the curtains

'Cause all we need is candlelight
You and me and a bottle of wine
Gonna hold you tonight ahhh ha

Well we know I'm going away

And how | wish, | wish it weren't so
So take this wine and drink with me
Let's delay our misery

Save tonight

And fight the break of dawn
Come tomorrow

Tomorrow I'll be gone

Save tonight

And fight the break of dawn
Come tomorrow

Tomorrow I'll be gone

There's a log on the fire

And it burns like me for you
Tomorrow comes with one desire
To take me away, oh it's true

It ain't easy to say goodbye

Darling please don't start to cry
'Cause girl you know I've got to go, oh
And Lord | wish it wasn't so

Save tonight

And fight the break of dawn
Come tomorrow

Tomorrow I'll be gone

Save tonight

And fight the break of dawn
Come tomorrow

Tomorrow I'll be gone

Tomorrow comes to take me away
| wish that |, that | could stay

Girl you know I've got to go, oh
And Lord | wish it wasn't so

Save tonight

And fight the break of dawn
Come tomorrow

Tomorrow I'll be gone

Save tonight

And fight the break of dawn
Come tomorrow

Tomorrow I'll be gone
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Save tonight

And fight the break of dawn
Come tomorrow

Tomorrow I'll be gone

Tomorrow I'll be gone
Tomorrow I'll be gone
Tomorrow I'll be gone
Tomorrow I'll be gone

Say It Ain't So

Song by: Rivers Cuomo
Lyrics by: Rivers Cuomo
ArtistsWeezer

Somebody's Heine' is crowdin' my icebox
Somebody's cold one is givin' me chills
Guess I'll just close my eyes

Ohyeah O Right

Flip on the tele' , Wrestle with Jimmy
Something is bubbling Behind my back
The bottle is ready to blow

Sayitain't so

Your drug is a heartbreaker
Sayitain't so

My love is a lifetaker

| can't confront you , | never could do

That which might hurt you, So try and be cool

When | say
This way is a waterslide away from me

that takes you further every day, hey, So be cool

Sayitain't so

Your drug is a heartbreaker
Sayitain't so

My love is a lifetaker

Dear Daddy, | write you

in spite of years of silence.
You've cleaned up, found Jesus,
things are good or so | hear.
This bottle of Steven's

awakens ancient feelings.

Like father, stepfather,

the son is drowning in the flood.

Sayitain't so

Your drug is a heartbreaker
Sayitain't so

My love is a lifetaker

bey, pey, pytur i mo,
hrein mey, seelleg og rj6d

Seinna meir

Song by: Jéhann Helgason
Lyrics by: J6hann Helgason
ArtistsStart

Sei, sei, verdur hun min?
Heit, heit, astkaer og hyr.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla

og bradum verdur hun horfin mér fra
horfin Gt a sjoinn, eitthvad at i blainn
horfin inn i annan heim.

Hey, hey, heyréu mig nu,
sey, sey, segdu ekki nei
Pey, pey, hlustadu a
Hey, hey, vertu mér hja.

Allir eru'ad kalla ut um allt 4 alla

og bradum verdur hun farin mér fra
Eitthvad ut a sainn, inn og Ut um baeinn
horfin inn i annan heim.

Seinna meir sé ég vid pér,
seinna meir trdirdu mér

PU matt ekki fela pig.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla,
endalaust um allan heim.

Allir eru'ad kalla ut um allt a alla

og bradum verdur hun farin mér fra
Eitthvad ut a sainn, inn og Ut um baeinn
horfin inn i annan heim.

Pey, bey, pytur i mo,

hrein mey, seelleg og rj6d
Sey, sey, verdur hun min?
Heit, heit, astkaer og hyr.

Allir eru'ad tala hégnar eru'ad mala
i huga minum er astin svo heit.
Timinn er ad lida, fortidin ad svifa
Eitthvad inn i annan heim.

Seinna meir sé ég vid pér,
seinna meir trdirdu mér

PU matt ekki fela pig.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla,
endalaust um allan heim.

Seinna meir sé ég vid pér,
seinna meir trdirdu mér

PU matt ekki fela pig.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla,
endalaust um allan heim.
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Sex on fire

Song by: Kings of Leon
Lyrics by: Kings of Leon
ArtistsKings of Leon

Lay where you're laying, don't make a sound.
I know they're watching, they're watching.
All the commotion, the killing of pain,
has people talking, talking.

You! Your sex is on fire!
The dark of the alley, the break of the day,
ahead while I'm driving, I'm driving.
Soft lips are open, them knuckles are pale,
Feels like you're dying, you're dying.

You! Your sex is on fire
And so were the words to transpire

Hot as a fever, rattling bones.

| could just taste it, taste it

But it's not forever, but it's just tonight
Oh we're still the greatest!

The greatest!

The greatest!

You! Your sex is on fire
You! Your sex is on fire
And so were the words to transpire

And You! Your sex is on fire
And so were the words to transpire

Sexy and | Know It

Song by: LMFAO
Lyrics by: LMFAO
ArtistsNoah Guthrie

When | walk on by, girls be looking like ohh he's fly

| pimp to the beat, walking on the street in my new lafrea

This is how | roll, animal print, getting out of control,
It's RedFoo with the big afro And just like Bruce Lee I've

ohh ohh Girl look at that body
ohh ohh Girl look at that body
ohh ohh Girl look at that body
| work out

When | walk on the spot, this is what | see
Everybody stare staring at me

| got passion in my pants and | ain't afraid to show it
show it, show it, ohhh I'm sexy and | know it

yeahh I'm sexy and | know it

oohh I'm sexy and | know it
I'm sexy and | know it

When I'm at the mall, security just can't fight 'em off

When I'm at the beach, I'm in a speedo trying to tan my che
yeahhThis is how | roll, come on ladies it's time to go

We headed to the bar, baby don't be nervous

No shoes, no shirt, and | still get service

ohh ohh Girl look at that body
ohh ohh Girl look at that body
ohh ohh Girl look at that body
| work out

When | walk on the spot, this is what | see
Everybody stare staring at me

| got passion in my pants and | ain't afraid to show it
show it, show it, yeahh I'm sexy and | know it

I'm sexy and | know it
oohh I'm sexy and | know it
Yeahh I'm sexy and | know it

So Wiggle, wiggle, wiggle, yeah

ohh Wiggle, wiggle, wiggle, yeah yeah yeah
Wiggle, wiggle, wiggle, yeah

ohh Wiggle, wiggle, wiggle, yeah I'm sexy and |

know it I'm sexy and |

know it ohh yeah I'm sexy and |

know it I'm sexy and |

know it mmmh I'm sexy and | know mmmmm

Sirkus Geira Smart

Song by: Spilverk pjédanna
Lyrics by: Spilverk pjédanna
ArtistsSpilverk pjédanna

Peir raku féd i réttirnar
i fyrsta og annan flokk.
Kil6id af supukjoti
gaekk Oi i dag

gy\? i sem var leyft i geer
er pkkar verd ad morgni.
ﬂﬂf éﬂrl.?r\"ﬂaglega.

pér finnst pu purfa jakka
og tvenna Sigtunssko.
Nyju fotin keisarans

fra Karnabae Co.

Foétin skapa manninn
eda viltu vera puké?

Nei ekki ég.

Vid i sirkus Geira Smart
trdum pvi ad hvitt sé svart
og bidum eftir naestu frakt
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af buxnadragt.

Molkulur og ryévorn

er pad sem koma skal.
hadrra, hurra, harra,
innleggid a himnum,
hvad vardar pig um pad?
Utvarpsmessan glymur
medan jélalambid stynur.
Nyjar vorur daglega.

Skjottu mig i nott

Lyrics by: Skitamorall
ArtistsSkitamorall

Syndu mér i innsta fylgsni pitt,
pba skal ég svo syna pér i mitt.
finnum hvernig hjortu okkar sla.

Snertu mig og ég skal snerta pig,
leyfdu mér syna pér hvernig
ég get gert pig eilifa i nott.

Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Eg sagdi skjottu mig i nott.

Sérdu eftir pvi ad hafa hitt,
eda langar pig i mig og mitt?
Skjotum saman pa i pessa ferd.

Eg bid spenntur eftir nzesta dag
bvi ég fila ad spila petta lag.
Pu ert héllin min og ég er pin.

Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Eg sagdi skjottu mig i nott.

uud... ba, ba, ba uud...
uud... ba, ba, ba uud...
uud... ba, ba, ba uud...
uud... ba, ba, ba uud...

Snertu mig og ég skal snerta pig,
leyfdu mér syna pér hvernig
ég get gert pig eilifa i nott.

Eg bid spenntur eftir nzesta dag
bvi ég fila ad spila petta lag.
Pu ert héllin min og ég er pin.

Skjottu mig i nott.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Eg sagdi skjottu mig i nott.

Skjottu mig i nott.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Eg sagdi skjottu mig i nott.

Somebody That | Used To Know

Song by: Wouter De Backer
Lyrics by: Wouter De Backer
ArtistsGotye

Now and then | think of when we were together
Like when you said you felt so happy you coulddie
Told myself that you were right for me

But felt so lonely in your company

But that was love and it's an ache | still remember

You can get addicted to a certain kind of sadnes
Like resignation to the end Always the end

So when we found that we could not make sense
Well you said that we would still be friends

But I'll admit that | was glad it was over

But you didn't have to cut me off

Make out like it never happened

and that we were nothing

And | don't even need your love

But you treat me like a stranger And that feels so rough
You didn't have to stoop so low

Have your friends collect your records

and then change your number

I guess that | don't need that though

Now you're just somebody that | used to know

Now you're just somebody that | used to know
Now you're just somebody that | used to know

Now and then | think of all the times you screwed me over
But had me believing it was always something that I'd done
And | don't wanna live that way

Reading into every word you say

You said that you could let it go

And | wouldn't catch you hung up on somebody that you use

But you didn't have to cut me off

Make out like it never happened

and that we were nothing

And | don't even need your love

But you treat me like a stranger And that feels so rough
You didn't have to stoop so low

Have your friends collect your records

and then change your number
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| guess that | don't need that though

Now you're just somebody that | used to know
Somebody | used to know

Somebody somebody that | used to know
Somebody | used to know

and then change your number

| guess that | don't need that though

Now you're just somebody that | used to know
Somebody | used to know

Somebody somebody that | used to know

Somebody Now you're just somebody that | used to knovBomebody | used to know

| used to know

that | used to know

| used to know
Some body

Somebody That | Used To Know

Song by: Wouter De Backer
Lyrics by: Wouter De Backer
ArtistsGotye

Now and then | think of when we were together
Like when you said you felt so happy you coulddie
Told myself that you were right for me

But felt so lonely in your company

But that was love and it's an ache | still remember

You can get addicted to a certain kind of sadnes
Like resignation to the end Always the end

So when we found that we could not make sense
Well you said that we would still be friends

But I'll admit that | was glad it was over

But you didn't have to cut me off
Make out like it never happened
and that we were nothing

And | don't even need your love

Somebody Now you're just somebody that | used to know
| used to know
that | used to know
| used to know

Some body

Somebody to Love

Song by: Freddie Mercury
Lyrics by: Freddie Mercury
ArtistsQueen

Capo a 1. bandi

Can

Any ... bo...dy
Find me
Somebody to love

Oh ,each morning | get up | die a little

Can barely stand on my feet

(Take a look at yourself)Take a look in the mirror and cry
Lord what you're doing to me

| have to spend all my years in believing you

But | just can't get no relief, Lord

Somebody (somebody) ooh somebody (somebody)

Can anybody find me

But you treat me like a stranger And that feels so roughomebody to love?

You didn't have to stoop so low

Have your friends collect your records

and then change your number

I guess that | don't need that though

Now you're just somebody that | used to know

Now you're just somebody that | used to know

Now you're just somebody that | used to know

| work hard (he works hard) every day of my life
I work till | ache my bones

At the end (at the end of the day)

| take home my hard earned pay all on my own
| get down (down) on my knees (knees)

And | start to pray (praise the Lord)

Till the tears run down from my eyes, Lord
Somebody (somebody) ooh somebody (please)
Can anybody find me

Now and then | think of all the times you screwed me ovesomebody to love?
But had me believing it was always something that I'd done

And | don't wanna live that way
Reading into every word you say
You said that you could let it go

(He works hard) Everyday
Itry and I try and | try
But everybody wants to put me down

And | wouldn't catch you hung up on somebody that you usétidg kapwm going crazy

But you didn't have to cut me off
Make out like it never happened
and that we were nothing

And | don't even need your love

They say | got a lot of water in my brain
Got no common sense

| got nobody left to believe

Yeah - yeah yeah yeah ...

But you treat me like a stranger And that feels so rough - Sél6 -

You didn't have to stoop so low
Have your friends collect your records

Oh, Lord
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Somebody (somebody), Somebody (somebody)
Can anybody find me

somebody to love?

(Anybody find me someone to love)

Got no feel, | got no rhythm

I wish nothing but the best for you too

Don't forget me | beg | remember you said

Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead
Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead,

You'd know how the time flies

| just keep losing my beat (you just keep losing and losin@nly yesterday

I'm ok, I'm alright (he's alright)

Ain't gonna face no defeat

| just gotta get out of this prison cell
Someday I'm gonna be free Lord!

Find me somebody to love,

find me somebody to love

Find me somebody to love,

find me somebody to love

Find me somebody to love,

find me somebody to love

Find me somebody to love,

find me somebody to love, love, love, love
Find me somebody to love,

find me somebody to love

Somebody, somebody, somebody, somebody,
somebody find me, somebody find me
Somebody to love

Can anybody find me

somebody to ...
... love ...

Find me somebody to love
Find me .....

Someone like you

Song by: Adele
Lyrics by: Adele
ArtistsAdele

| heard that you're settled down
That you found a girl
And you're married now

| heard that your dreams came true
Guess she gave you things
| didn't give to you

Old friend why are you so shy
It ain't like you to hold back
Or hide from life

| hate to turn up out of the blue uninvited but

| couldn't stay away | couldn't fight it

I'd hoped you'd see my face

And that you'd be reminded that for me it isn't over

Never mind, I'll find someone like you

was the time of our lives

We were born and raised
In a summer haze
Bound by the surprise of our glory days

| hate to turn up out of the blue uninvited but

| couldn't stay away | couldn't fight it

I'd hoped you'd see my face

And that you'd be reminded that for me it isn't over

Never mind, I'll find someone like you

I wish nothing but the best for you too

Don't forget me | beg | remember you said

Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead
Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead,

Nothing compares no worries or cares
Regrets and mistakes their memories make
Who would have known how

Bitter-sweet this would taste

Never mind, I'll find someone like you

I wish nothing but the best for you too

Don't forget me | beg | remember you said

Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead

Never mind, I'll find someone like you

I wish nothing but the best for you too

Don't forget me | beg | remember you said

Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead
Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead
Sometimes it lasts in love but sometimes it hurts instead

Spenntur

Song by: Einar Bardarson
Lyrics by: Einar Bardarson
ArtistsA Moti Sol

Soltid skrytin, soltid pveeld
Samt ekk'of mikid, ekk'utpeeld
pPo6 ekki afleit, einhver feer
Samt ekk'of miki® komdu naer.

Enn ein noéttin engin hér

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

Pad hjalpar ekkert hvad pu ert seet
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Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
P6 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 étrulega sart

Ad finna svona mikid fyrir ast

Pad hjalpar ekkert hvad pu ert saet

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
P6 vindar blas'a moti stend ég hér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
P6 vindar blas'a moti stend ég hér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Oft a tidum pa sé ég ekki ut
Stund og stadur binda & mig hnut

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
P6 vindar blas'a moti stend ég hér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
P6 vindar blas'a moti stend ég hér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér
Mig langar bar'ad vera einn med pér
P6 vindar blas'a moti stend ég hér

Eg er miklu meir'en spenntur fyrir pér

Stand by me

Song by: Ben E. King
Lyrics by: Ben E. King
ArtistsBen E. King

Capo a 2. bandi

When the night has come

And the land is dark

And the moon is the only light we'll see
No | won't be afraid, no | won't be afraid
Just as long as you stand, stand by me

And darlin', darlin', stand by me,
oh stand by me
oh stand, stand by me, stand by me.

If the sky that we look upon

Should tumble and fall

Or the mountains should crumble to the sea
| won't cry, | won't cry, no | won't shed a tear
Just as long as you stand, stand by me

And darlin', darlin', stand by me, oh stand by me
oh stand now, Stand by me, stand by me.

Solo

And darlin', darlin', stand by me, oh stand by me
oh stand now, Stand by me, stand by me.

Whenever you're in trouble won't you stand by me,
oh now now stand by me
Oh stand now, stand by me, stand by me

Stattu upp

Song by: Ingolfur borarinsson asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Axel Arnason asamt fleirum.
ArtistsBlar Opal

Capo a 4. bandi

00000 00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000

P parft ad segja mér

viltu gefa mér allt sem ég 6ska mér
€g sé pu varst einmana

eins og ég.

Loks hef ég tima, tima til ad segja allt eins og er
i stad pess ad pegja

bu pegir ef pu porir ekki ad segja miklu meira
pu eettir i raun baedi ad hlusta og heyra.

PU veist pad vinur pu parft ad fara ad tria a pig
mundu samt ad hlusta a mig

ef segi pér ad nu sé timi til ad snua vid og finna sidan innri

Gerdu allt sem pig langar til

ekki naestum pvi ekki hér um bil
ekki gefast upp og ekki haetta vid
pvi pa muntu vinna meira og minna.

00000 00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000

Stattu upp fyrir sjalfum pér ...
Stattu upp fyrir sjalfum pér ...
Stattu upp fyrir sjalfum pér ...
Stattu upp fyrir sjalfum pér ...

Nana, nana, nana nana, neil
Nana, nana, nana nana, neil
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Pu parft ad segja mer
viltu gefa mér allt sem ég 6ska mér

Peir sem ad sigra svo sérhverja keppni
purfa & miklu meira ad halda en heppni
flestir eru kaldir og lata bara vada

an pess ad vita hvert peir eetla ad fara.
Skitt med freegdina og skitt med framann
er ekki malid ad hafa bara gaman
njota lifsins vera godur vid adra

ekki ndéldra, bulla og pvadra.

Vertu réttur madur a réttum stad

pvi pad dugar ekkert minna en pad
vertu sterkur ef pad er eitthvad ad

lifdu lifinu lifandi & sérhverjum stad.

00000 00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000

Stattu upp fyrir sjalfum pér ...
Stattu upp fyrir sjalfum pér ...

Pu parft ad segja mer

viltu gefa mér allt sem ég 6ska mér
€g sé pu varst einmana

eins og ég.

00000 00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000 00000
00000 00000 00000

Stingum af

Song by: Mugison
Lyrics by: Mugison
ArtistsMugison

Pad er andvokubjart
himinn - kvoldsodlarskart,
finnum laek, litla laut,
tinum groés, sjédum graut
finnum laek, litla laut,
tinum groés, sjédum graut

Finnum goldréttan hval
og fyndinn sel i sma dal
leekjarnid, litinn foss,
skeinusar, mommukoss
leekjarnid, litinn foss,
skeinusar, mommukoss

stingum af -
i spegilsléttan fjord
stingum af -
sma fjolskylduhjord
senn fjuka barnaar
upp i loft, Ut a sjo

verdmeet gleditar,
- ellird, ellird

hoppum 0t i blainn,
kvedjum stress og skjainn,
syngjum lag, spilum spil,
pa er gott ad vera il
syngjum lag, spilum spil,
pa er gott ad vera il

tinum skeljar, fjallagrés,
latum pabba blasa ur nés,
vid grjétahal i feluleik,

a hledslu lambasteik,

vid grjétahal i feluleik,

a hledslu lambasteik,

stingum af -

i spegilsléttan fjord
stingum af -
sma fjolskylduhjord
senn fjuka barnaar
upp i loft, ut a sjo
verdmeet gleditar,

- ellird, ellird

Strax i dag

Song by: Valgeir Gugjonsson
Lyrics by: Jakob Frimann Magnusson
ArtistsStudmenn

Eg var med Badda a bjukkanum i geer.
Eg var med Lilla a lettanum i dag.

Og heitasta 6skin er su.

Ad hann Kalli komi kagganum i lag,
strax i dag.

i dag ég vona ad hann komi kagganum i lag.

| dag.
Ad kagginn verdi tilbuinn i dag.

Strax i dag.

i dag ég vona ad hann komi kagganum i lag.

| dag.
Ad kagginn verdi tilbuinn i dag.

Mig langar sjuklega ad skreppa a ball i kvold.
€g veit ad gledin verdur par vid vold.

Baddi, Stina, Lilli, Bjérn og Bimbé.

Eg vona bara ad ég hitti pau i kvold.

Strax i dag.

Strax i dag.

Ja ég vona bara ad han kom' onum i lag.
Strax i dag.

Eg vona bara ad hann kom' onum.
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O ég vona bara ad hann kom' onum.

Ja ég vona bara ad hann kom' onum i lag.

Sumarsyrpa

Song by: Ymsir
Lyrics by: Ymsir
ArtistsYmsir

Viltu med mér vaka i nott
Vaka medan humid hljott
leggst um I6nd og sz
lifnar fjér i bee

viltu med mér vaka i nott

Vina min keer,
vonglada meer,

2etid ann ég pér

ast pina veittu mér
adeins pessa einu nott

O, Josep, Josep, bagt 4 ég ad bida,

og bradum hvarma mina fylla tar,

pvi fyrr en varir aeskuarin lida

og ellin kemur med sin grau har,

Eg spyr pig Jésep, hvar er karimannslundin
og kjarkur sa er prydir hraustann mann.
Hveneaer ma &g klerkinn panta,

kjarkinn ma ei vanta

Josep, Josep, nefndu daginn pann
Hveneaer ma &g klerkinn panta,

kjarkinn ma ei vanta

Josep, Josep, nefndu daginn pann

Pytur i laufi, balid brennur.
Blaerinn hvislar sofdu rott.
hljédur i hafid rédull rennur,
rodnar og bidur géda nott.

Vaka p6 ennpa vinir saman
vardeldi hja i fogrum dal .

Lifid er songur, glaumur, gaman,
gledin, han byr i fjallasal.

Vegir liggja til allra atta,

enginn raedur for,

hugur leitar hljodra natta

er hlégu ord a vor,

og laufsins greena a gardsins trjam
og gledi pyts i bleenum.

Pa voru hjortun heit og or

og hamingja i okkar baenum.

Vegir liggja til allra atta,

a peim verda skil

margra er prautin pungra natta
ad pjast og finna til

og bida pess ad birti a ny

og bleikur morgunn risi.
Nu strykur bleerinn stafn og pil
stynjandi i gardsins hrisi.

Vertu til er vorid kallar & pig,

vertu til ad leggja hond & plog.
Komdu ut, pvi ad solskinid vill sja pig
sveifla haka, reekta nyjan skog.

Stolt siglir fleyi® mitt stérsjonum 3,
sterklegur skrokkurinn vaggar til og fra.
Lif okkar allra og limi pad ber

langt ut a sjo, hvert sem pad fer.

Stolt siglir fleyi® mitt stérsjonum 3,
stormar og sjéir pvi grandad ekki fa.
Vid allir pér unnum, og ast okkar att,
Island vid nalgumst nu bratt.

Ridum, ridum og rekum yfir sandinn,
rennur sol a bak vid Arnarfell,

hér a reiki er margur éhreinn andinn,
ur pvi ferd ad skyggja a jokulsvell;

Drottinn leidi drésulinn minn, drjugur verdur sidasti afanginn
Drottinn leidi drésulinn minn, drjugur verdur sidasti afanginn

Sunny afternoon

Song by: Ray Davies
Lyrics by: Ray Davies
ArtistsThe Kinks

The taxman’s taken all my dough,
and left me in my stately home,
lazin” on a sunny afternoon.

And | can’t sail my yacht,

he’s taken everything |'ve got.

All I've got’s thissunnyafternoon.

Save me, save me, save me from this squeeze,
I've got a big fat mama tryin"to break me.

And | love to live so pleasantly,

live this live of luxury,

lazin' on a sunny afternoon,

In the summertime

In the summertime

In the summertime

My girlfriend’s run off with my car,

and gone back to her ma and pa.
Telling tales ofdrunkennes and cruelty.
Now |I'm sittin” here,

sippin” at my ice cooled beer,

Lazyn' on a sunny afternoon.

Help me, help me, help me sail away,
or give me two good reasons why | oughtastay.
'Cos | love to live so pleasantly,
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live this live of luxury,
lazin'on a sunny afternoon,
In the summertime

In the summertime

In the summertime

Save me, save me, save me from this squeeze,
I've got a big fat mama tryin“to break me.

And | love to live so pleasantly,

live this live of luxury,

lazin' on a sunny afternoon,

In the summertime

In the summertime

In the summertime

In the summertime

Syrpa i moll
Song by: Ymsir
Lyrics by: Ymsir
ArtistsYmsir

O, Josep, Josep, bagt 4 ég ad bida

og bradum hvarma mina fylla tar,

Pvi fyrr en varir aeskuarin lida

og ellin kemur med sin grau har.

Eg spyr pig Jésep, hvar er karimannslundin
og kjarkur sa er prydir hraustan mann,
hvenaer ma ég klerkinn panta,

kKjarkinn ma ei vanta.

O, Josep, Josep, nefndu daginn pann.

Viltu med mér vaka i nott,
vaka medan humid rott
leggst um l16nd og see,
lifnar fjor i bee.

Viltu med mér vaka i nott.

Vina min keer,
vonglada meer,

2etid ann ég pér,

ast pina veittu mér
adeins pessa einu nott.

Maninn fullur fer um geiminn
fagrar langar naetur.
Er hann kannski ad haeda heiminn
hrjadan sér vid faetur?
Fullur oft hann er,
pbad er ekki fallegt, 6nei,
pad er ljott
ad flaekjast hér og flakka par
a fylleri um naetur.
Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a midri leid
Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a midri leid

Sidan Hittumst Vid Aftur

Song by: Helgi Bjornsson
Lyrics by: Helgi Bjérnsson
ArtistsSSSl

Eg stend hérna einn i rigningunni
€g hugsa til pin i 66ru landi

€g horfi til himins a stjornurnar
eru peer eins hja pér

Ef ég aetti prjar 6skir, pa ég 6skadi mér
ad ég geeti flogid, flogid til pin
yfir fjoll, yfir hof til pin

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Vid eigum heiminn

og allt sem i honum er

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Mig langar ad klifra upp a regnbogann.
Mig langar ad synda i tunglsljosi.

Mig langar ad sigra jokulinn,

eldfjollin, 6, med pér.

Eg get ekki sungid, ég get ekki gratid.
Eg get ekki fundid nordurljésin,
tilganginn, fullkomnun an pin.

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Vid eigum heiminn

og allt sem i honum er

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Vid eigum heiminn

og allt sem i honum er

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Vid eigum heiminn

og allt sem i honum er

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a miori leid

Vid eigum heiminn

og allt sem i honum er

Og sidan hittumst vid aftur
a midri leid...
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Sidan eru lidin morg ar

Song by: C. Taylor
Lyrics by: borsteinn Eggertsson
ArtistsBrimklo

Eg lzedist oft

upp a haaloft

til ad hnysast i gdmul bl6é.

Pegar sit ég einn

par koma' upp minningar

og atburdaras verdur hrod:

Allir strakar vor' i tamjoum ském

og stelpur med tuberad har.

Ja, og a sunnuddgum var restrasjon
- en sidan eru lidin morg ar.

Peir greidd' i pliku

a pessum doégum.

Menn greidd' i piku

undir Presleylogum.

Komdu med upp a loft.

Pu faerd séd margt sem gerdist pa
(harid smurt med Adrett).
Ef ég mér timavél aetti,

pa gaman mér peett' ad
fara aftur ein tolf, prettan ar.
pa fannst mér tidin g6d

en bratt vid veréum ellimbé.

pPad var kannsk' ekkert smart,

po var ansi margt

sem var skemmtilegra i ,den tid“.
Pegar Glaumbeer st6d

var hver helgi god;

allt a fullu ar og sid.

Pa var hljdmsveit i hverjum skola.
Pa voru sému vonir og prar

0g pa var runturinn
meldingapunkturinn

- en sidan eru lidin morg ar.

Peir greidd' i pliku
a pessum doégum.
Menn greidd' i piku
undir Presleylogum.
Komdu med upp a loft.
PuU faerd séd margt sem gerdist pa
(harid smurt med Adrett).
Ef ég mér timavél aetti,
pa gaman mér peett' ad
fara aftur ein tolf, prettan ar.
pa fannst mér tidin g6d
en bratt vid veréum elliméé.
Skuggar i skjoli neetur
skjéta rétum sinum hér.
Fardi og fjadrahamur,

Sodoma
Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson

Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

allt svo framandi er.

Fyrirheit enginn &,
adeins von eda pra.
Svo a morgun er allt li6id hja.

Sviti og saetur ilmur
saman renna hér i eitt.
Skyrta ar ledurliki
getur lifinu breytt.

Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins von eda pra.

Timinn fellur i gleymskunnar da.
Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins draumar og pra.

Svo a morgun er allt li6id hja.

Hérna er allt sem hugurinn geaeti girnst.
ja og edal gudaveigar

Noéttin er ung og hun idar i takt vid pig.
Allt getur gerst og eflaust gerist pad vist
bara bruggid ef pu teigar.

Svo er svifid pondum veengjum.
Svo er svifid pondum veengjum.
Sodomal
Yeah-yeah-yeah-yeah.
Sodomal
Yeah-yeah-yeah-yeah.

Holdid er hladid orku,

hafid yfir pina syn.

Drjupa af dimmum veggjum,
dreyri, vessar og vin.

Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins von eda pra.

Lifid fellur i gleymskunnar da.
Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins draumar og pra.

Svo a morgun er allt lidid hja.

Solstrandargzi

Song by: Sélstrandargaejarnir
Lyrics by: Sélstrandargaejarnir
ArtistsSélstrandargaejarnir

Immi byrjadu
Eg var ad moka steypu,
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alveg helvitishellings steypu

pa kom verkstjorinn til min, og sagdi
hei Kalli pad er komid kaffi,

alveg helvitishellingur af kaffi

ny brennt og malad beint fra Braseliu

pa sagdi ég

Kalli, ég heiti ekki Kalli,

€g heiti Gudmundur

0g €ég er 24, 24 over and out

sOlstrandargeeji
soOlstrandageeji

pad er i gbdu lagi,

ad vera sélstrandagag;ji.

Eg var ad byggja hus ar mykju,

alveg hellvitishellins mykju

pa kom héfdinginn til min, og sagdi

hei Apu af hverju byggirdu ekki reykhaf,
alveg helvitis hellings reykhaf

pu veist ad konur eru mikid fyrir menn
med stora reykhafa

pa sagdi ég

Apu, ég heiti ekki Apu,

ég heiti Hanglungli

0g €ég er 24, 24 over and out

soOlstrandageeji
soOlstrandageeji

pad er i gédu lagi,

ad vera sélstrandagag;ji.

pa sagdi ég

€g heiti ekki gabba gabba,

€g heiti gabba gabba gabba gabba
0g €ég er 24, 24 over and out

gabba gabba gabba gabba
gabba gabba gabba gabba gaeji
gabba gabba gabba gabba
gabba gabba gabba gabba gaeji
pad er i gééu lagi, ad vera
gabba gabba gabba gabba gaeji

Eg var ad slatra belju

alveg helvitishellings belju

pa kom galdramadur inn til min

og sagdi, hei pu verdur ad borga skattinn,
galdrakallaskattinn

pu veist ad maltaekid segir two for you

pa sagdi ég

€g heiti ekki Galdrakablungri,
€g heiti Gudmundur

0g €ég er 24, 24 over and out

sOlstrandageeji
sOlstrandageeji

pad er i gbdu lagi,

ad vera sélstrandagag;ji.

Take on me

Song by: Pal Waaktaar asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Pal Waaktaar asamt fleirum.
ArtistsA-HA

Talking away,

| don't know what I'm to say,

I'll say it anyway,

today's another day to find you,
shying away,

I'll be coming for your love O.K.

Take on me - Take me on
Take me on - Take on me
I'll be gone - In a day or two

So needless to say,

I'm odds and ends, but that's me,
stumbling away slowly

learning that life is O.K.,

say after me, it's no better

to be safe than sorry.

Take on me - Take me on
Take me on - Take on me
I'll be gone - In a day or two

The things that you say,

is it live or just to play,

my worries away,

you're all the things I've got to remember,
you shying away,

I'll be coming for you anyway

Take on me - Take me on
Take me on - Take on me
I'll be gone - In a day or two

Teenagers

Song by: Gerard Way
Lyrics by: Gerard Way
ArtistsMy chemical romance

they're gonna clean up your looks
with all the lies and the books

to make a citizen out of you
because they sleep with a gun
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and keep an eye on you son
so they can watch all the things you do

because the drugs never work

they gonna give you a smirk

cause they got methods

of keeping you clean

they're gonna rip out your heads

your aspirations to shreads

another caught in the murder machine

they say all teenagers scare the living shit out of me
they could care less as long as someone will bleed
so darken your clothes

or strike a violent pose

maybe they'll leave you alone

but not me

the boys and girls in the clique

the awful names that they stick

you're never gonna fit in much kid

but if you're troubled and hurt

what you got under your shirt

we'll make them pay for the things that they did

they say all teenagers scare the living shit out of me
they could care less as long as someone will bleed
so darken your clothes

or strike a violent pose

maybe they'll leave you alone

but not me

* oh yeah *

they say all teenagers scare the living shit out of me
they could care less as long as someone will bleed
so darken your clothes

or strike a violent pose

maybe they'll leave you alone

but not me

All together now,

teenagers scare the living shit out of me

they could care less as long as someone will bleed
so darken your clothes

or strike a violent pose

maybe they'll leave you alone

but not me

teenagers scare the living shit out of me

they could care less as long as someone will bleed
so darken your clothes

or strike a violent pose

maybe they'll leave you alone

but not me

| come from down in the valley,

The River

Song by: Bruce Springsteen
Lyrics by: Bruce Springsteen
ArtistsBruce Springsteen

where mister when you're young
They bring you up to do

like your daddy done

Me and Mary we met in high school,
when she was just seventeen

We'd ride out of that valley

down to where the fields were green

We'd go down to the river,
and into the river we'd dive
Oh down to the river we'd ride

Then | got Mary pregnant,

and man that was all she wrote

And for my nineteenth birthday

| got a union card and a wedding coat
We went down to the courthouse,

and the judge put it all to rest

No wedding day smiles

no walk down in the aisle,

no flowers no wedding dress

That night we went down to the river,
and into the river we'd dive
Oh down to the river we did ride

| got a job working construction

for the Johnstown Company

But lately there ain't been much work

on account of the economy

Now all them things that seemed so important
Well mister they vanished right into the air
Now | just act like | don't remember,

Mary acts like she don't care

But | remember us riding in my brother's car

Her body tan and wet down at the reservoir

At night on them banks I'd lie awake

And pull her close just to feel each breath she'd take
Now those memories come back to haunt me,

They haunt me like a curse

Is a dream a lie if it don't come true,

Or is it something worse

That sends me down to the river
though | know the river is dry,

That sends me down to the river tonight
Down to the river, My baby and I,

Oh down the river we'd ride

oh oh oh oh...........
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The Weight

Song by: Robbie Robertson
Lyrics by: Robbie Robertson
ArtistsThe Band

This love

Song by: maroon 5
Lyrics by: maroon 5
Artistsmaroon 5

| was so high | did not recognize

| pulled in to Nazareth, | was feeling about half past deadThe fire burning in her eyes

| just need some place where | can lay my head.

The chaos that controlled my mind

"Hey, Mister, can you tell me where a man might find a beditSpered goodbye as she got on a plane

He just grinned, shook my hand, "No" was all he said.

Take a load off, Fanny.

Take a load for free.

Take a load off, Fanny.

And... you put the load right on me.

| picked up my bag. | went looking for a place to hide.

Never to return again
But always in my heart

This love has taken its toll on me

She said Goodbye too many times before

And her heart is breaking in front of me

I have no choice cause | won't say goodbye anymore

When | saw Carmen and the devil walking side by side. | tried my best to feed her appetite

| said, "Hey, Carmen, come on. Let's go downtown."
She said, "l got to go, but my friend can stick around."

Take a load off, Fanny.

Take a load for free.

Take a load off, Fanny.

And... you put the load right on me.

Go down, Miss Moses, there's nothing you can say.

Keep her coming every night

So hard to keep her satisfied

Kept playing love like it was just a game
Pretending to feel the same

Then turn around and leave again (oh!)

This love has taken its toll on me
She said Goodbye too many times before
And her heart is breaking in front of me

It's just old Luke, and Luke's waiting on the judgement day.| have no choice cause | won't say goodbye anymore

"Well, Luke, my friend, what about young Anna Lee?"

He said, "Do me a favor, son, won't you stay and keep Afihdixdeeserbpakgn”things

Take a load off, Fanny.

Take a load for free.

Take a load off, Fanny.

And... you put the load right on me.

Repair your broken wings

And make sure everything's alright (it's alright)
My pressure on her hips

Sinking my fingertips

Into every inch of you

Cause | know that's what you want me to do

Crazy Chester followed me and he caught me in the fog.
He said, "l will fix your rack, if you'll take Jack my dog." This love has taken its toll on me
| said, "Wait a minute, Chester. You know I'm a peaceful m&he& said Goodbye too many times before
He said, "That's okay, boy. Won't you feed him when you cAn@"her heart is breaking in front of me
| have no choice cause | won't say goodbye anymore
Take a load off, Fanny.
Take a load for free.
Take a load off, Fanny.
And... you put the load right on me.

This love has taken its toll on me

She said Goodbye too many times before

And her heart is breaking in front of me

| have no choice cause | won't say goodbye anymore

Get your Canonball now, to take me down the line.
My bag is sinking low, and | do believe it's time

This love has taken its toll on me
She said Goodbye too many times before

To get back to Miss Fanny. You know she's the only onéAnd her heart is breaking in front of me

Who sent me here with her regards for everyone.

Take a load off, Fanny.

Take a load for free.

Take a load off, Fanny.

And... you put the load right on me.

| have no choice cause | won't say goodbye anymore
This love has taken its toll on me

She said Goodbye too many times before

And her heart is breaking in front of me

| have no choice cause | won't say goodbye anymore
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To Be With You

Song by: Eric Martin
Lyrics by: David Grahame
ArtistsMr. Big

Hold on little girl.

Show me what he's done to you.
Stand up little girl.

A broken heart can't be that bad.
When it's through, it's through.
Fate will twist the both of you.

So come on baby, come on over.
Let me be the one to show you.

Im the one who wants to be with you
Deep inside | hope you'll feel it too.
Waited on a line of greens and blues
just to be the next to be with you.

Build up your confidence

S0 you can be on top for once.

Wake up! Who cares about

little boys that talk to much?

I've seen it all go down.

Your game of love was all rained out.
So come on baby, come on over.

Let me be the one to hold you.

Im the one who wants to be with you
Deep inside | hope you'll feel it too.
Waited on a line of greens and blues
just to be the next to be with you.

Why be alone when

we can be together baby?

You can make my life worthwhile.
I can make you start to smile.
When it's through, it's through.
Fate will twist the both of you.

So come on baby, come on over.
Let me be the one to show you.

Im the one who wants to be with you.
Deep inside | hope you'll feel it too.
Waited on a line of greens and blues
just to be the next to be with you.

Im the one who wants to be with you
Deep inside | hope you'll feel it too.
Waited on a line of greens and blues
just to be the next to be with you.
just to be the next to be with you.

(Turn around)

Total Eclipse 0f The Heart

Song by: Jim Steinman
Lyrics by: Jim Steinman
ArtistsBonnie Tyler

Every now and then | get a little bit lonely
and you're never coming round.

(Turn around)

Every now and then | get a little bit tired

of list'ning to the sound of my tears.

(Turn around)

Every now and then | get a little bit nervous
that the best of all the years have gone by.
(Turn around)

Every now and then | get a little bit terrified
and then | see the look in your eyes.

(Turn around), bright eyes,
Every now and then | fall apart.
(Turn around), bright eyes,
Every now and then | fall apart.

(Turn around)

Every now and then | get a little bit restless
and | dream of something wild

(Turn around)

Every now and then | get a little helpless
and I'm lying like a child in your arms
(Turn around)

Every now and then | get a little bit angry
and | know I've got to get out and cry
(Turn around)

Every now and then | get a little bit terrified
and then | see the look in your eyes.

(Turn around), bright eyes,
Every now and then | fall apart.
(Turn around), bright eyes,
Every now and then | fall apart.

And | need you now tonight
and | need you more than ever
and if you only hold me tight
we'll be holding on forever.

And we'll only be making it right
'‘cause we'll never be wrong.

Together we can take it to the end of the line.

Your love is like a shadow on me all of the time.
| don't know what to do and I'm always in the dark.
We're living in a powder keg and giving off sparks.

| really need you tonight,
forever's gonna start tonight,
Forever's gonna start tonight.

Once upon a time | was falling in love
but now I'm only falling apart.
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There's nothing | can do,
a total eclipse of the heart.

Once upon a time there was light in my life
but now there's only love in the dark.
Nothing | can say,

a total eclipse of the heart.

(Turn around), bright eyes.
(Turn around), bright eyes.

(Turn around), every now and then | know
you'll never be the boy you always you wanted to be
(Turn around), every now and then | know

pegar fellur & niddimm nétt.

Ja sagt er ad, pegar af kdnnunni 6lid er
fliott pa vinurinn fer.

Pvi segi ég pad, ef pu att vin i raun
fyrir pina hond Gudi sé laun.

Pvi stundum verdur ménnum a
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
pegar lifid, allt i einu

synist einskisvert.

Gott er ad geta talad vid
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Traustur vinur getur gert

you'll always be the only boy who wanted me the way that lkaaftaverk.

(Turn around), every now and then | know

there's no one in the universe as magical and wonderoudVé& waud 4, og pungan doém ég hlaut

(Turn around), every now and then | know

ég villtist af réttri braut.

there's nothing any better and there's nothing | just wouldeMi degi ég pad, ef pu att vin i raun.

(Turn around), bright eyes,
Every now and then | fall apart.
(Turn around), bright eyes,
Every now and then | fall apart.

And | need you now tonight

and | need you more than ever

and if you only hold me tight

we'll be holding on forever.

And we'll only be making it right

‘cause we'll never be wrong.

Together we can take it to the end of the line.
Your love is like a shadow on me all of the time.

| don't know what to do and I'm always in the dark.
We're living in a powder keg and giving off sparks.

| really need you tonight,
forever's gonna start tonight,
Forever's gonna start tonight.

Once upon a time | was falling in love
but now I'm only falling apart.

There's nothing | can do,

a total eclipse of the heart.

Once upon a time there was light in my life
but now there's only love in the dark.
Nothing | can say,

a total eclipse of the heart.

Traustur vinur

Song by: Jéhann G. Jéhannsson
Lyrics by: J6hann G. Jéhannsson
ArtistsUpplyfting

Enginn veit fyrr en reynir a
hvort vini attu pa.
Fyrirheit gleymast pa furdu fljott

Fyrir pina hond Guéi sé laun.

Pvi stundum verdur ménnum a
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
pegar lifid, allt i einu

synist einskisvert.

Gott er ad geta talad vid
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Traustur vinur getur gert
kraftaverk.

Pvi stundum verdur ménnum a
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
pegar lifid, allt i einu

synist einskisvert.

Gott er ad geta talad vid
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Traustur vinur getur gert
kraftaverk.

Talenskur strakur

Song by: Einar Trubador
Lyrics by: Einar Trabador
ArtistsEinar Trabador

Eg hittann & roltinu

Teelenski Strakur

Nidri bae, wooooo

Teelenskur strakur woooo

Sem var tolf ara i geer, woooo

Eg baud honum heim til min, woooo
en ég fékk ekkert svar, woooo

svo ég spurdi hann aftur, woooo

og svarid var:

Chingdara
Ching lele popo
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Cha ari jokko

Ching lele rara

Le ari jokko

Ching lele rara

Le ari jokko

Ching lele

O Litli Teelenski strakur, woooo
O litli 6pekki fakur, woooo

Svo komum vid heim til min, woooo
Hann jakkanum for Ur, woooo

Eg opnadi iskapinn, wooo

Og lyktin var sur, wooo

Svo ég baud honum Lion Bar, wooo
En ég fékk ekkert svar, wooo

Svo ég spurdi hann aftur, woooo
Og svarid var.

Chingdara

Ching lele popo

Cha ari jokko

Ching lele rara

Le ari jokko

Ching lele rara

Le ari jokko

Ching lele

O Litli Teelenski strakur, woooo
O litli 6pekki fakur, woooo

Hann sagdi ching da ra,
Ching lele

Hann sagdi chind da rio
Ching dara

Hann sagdi chind daraa
Ching lele

Hann sagdi ching darid
Ching lele

litli teelenski strakur

Tatum og tryllum

Song by: Jakob Frimann Magnusson
Lyrics by: Jakob Frimann Magnusson
ArtistsStudmenn

Teetum og tryllum

og taekid nu penjum

i botni eitthvad lengst upp i sveit.
Tréllum og tjuttum

og tokum svo lagid

i lundi hvar enginn veit.

Allir eru i finu formi,
enginn nennir neinu dormi,
pvi noéttin er 16ng

b6 ad lifid sé stutt

og allir fara i sveitaferd.

Allt er i fina

0g enginn mun syna af sér
sut eda sorg i kvold.

Konrad og Reena,

hani og heena,

fatta ad hér er gledin vid vold.

Allir eru i finu formi,
enginn nennir neinu dormi,
pvi néttin er 16ng

po ad lifid sé stutt

og allir fara i sveitaferd.

Tynda kynslodin
Song by: Bjartmar Gudlaugsson

Lyrics by: Bjartmar Gudlaugsson
ArtistsBjartmar Gudlaugsson

Capo a 2. bandi (lagid er upphaflega i Bm)

Pabbi minn kallakokid sypur
hann er med eyrnalokk og stripur
og er ad fara a ball, hann er ad fara a ball.

Mamma beyglar alltaf munninn
pegar hun maskarar augun
og er ad fara a ball, hun er ad fara a ball.

Blandadu mér i glas segir hun
ut um nedra munnvikid.

Ekki mikid kok, ekki mikinn is,
réttu meér kveikjarann.
Barnapian er med blasié har
og pabbi yngist upp um

atjan ar a néinu.

Drifdu pig nu svo vid missum
ekki af Gunnari og sjéinu.

Pabbi minn setur Stones a foninn
feest ekki um gémlu partytjénin,

hann er ad fara a ball, hann er ad fara a ball.

NuU skal honki tonkid spilad
p6 svo ad monaoid sé bilad,

hann er ad fara a ball, hann er ad fara a ball.

Manstu eftir Jan og Kjell,

segir hann eftir gitarsoéloid.
Manstu eftir John,

manstu eftir Paul,

réttu mér albumid.

Pa var pabbi sko med hevi har
en sidan hafa li6id

hundrad ar a ndéinu.

Drifdu pig nu svo vid

missum ekki af matnum og sjoinu
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pad er alltaf sama stressid
su gamla er enn ad vikka dressid
og er ad fara a ball, hun er ad fara a ball.

Mamma beyglar alltaf munninn
Pegar hun maskarar augun
og er ad fara a ball, hun er ad fara a ball.

Blandadu mér i glas segir hun
Ut um nedra munnvikid.

Ekki mikid kok, ekki mikinn is,
réttu mér kveikjarann.
Barnapian er med blasid har
0g pabbi yngist upp um

atjan ar a noinu.

Hringdu & bil svo vié missum
ekki af bordinu og sjoinu.

Mamma beyglar alltaf munninn
Mamma beyglar alltaf munninn
Mamma beyglar alltaf munninn
Hun er ad fara a ball, hun er ad fara a ball.

Under the bridge

Song by: Red Hot Chili Peppers
Lyrics by: Red Hot Chili Peppers
ArtistsRed Hot Chili Peppers

Sometimes | feel

Like | don't have a partner
Sometimes | feel

Like my only friend

Is the city | live in

The city of angels

Lonely as | am

Together we cry

| drive on her streets

'‘Cause she's my com - panion
I walk through her hills

And she knows who | am

She sees my good deeds
And she kisses me windy

| never worry

Now that is a lie

||:l don't ever want to feel
Like | did that day

Take me to the place | love
Take me all the way:||

It's hard to believe

That there's nobody out there
It's hard to believe

That I'm all alone

At least | have her love

The city she loves me
Lonely as | am
Together we cry

[|:1 don't ever want to feel
Like | did that day

Take me to the place | love
Take me all the way:||

Under the bridge downtown
Is where | drew some blood
Under the bridge downtown
| could not get enough
Under the bridge downtown
Forgot about my love
Under the bridge downtown
| gave my life away

Vertu ekki ad plata mig

Song by: Bjoérgvin Halldérsson
Lyrics by: borhallur Sigurdsson asamt fleirum.
ArtistsHLH flokkurinn asamt fleirum.

Eg sa hana i horninu & Manabar
Huan minnti mig & Brendu Lee
Eg skellti kronu i djukboxid

Og hakkadi vel i pvi

Hun pagdi bara og lakkadi a sér neglurnar
Og pottist ekki taka eftir mer

| haegdum minum labbadi ad bordinu

Og sagdi hatt

Komdu med, ég bid pig

Komdu med, g bid pig

Eg vona ad pu segir ekki nei vid mig
Pvi trudu mér, ég dai pig

Pad eina sem skiptir mali, ert pu og ég
Vertu ekki ad plata mig,

Pu ert bara ad nota mig
Eg er ekki eins og allar stelpurnar

Sem hoppa upp i bila, med hverjum sem er.

O, trudu mér, ég er ekki ad plata pig
Keera vina viltu treysta mér,

Adeins stjornurnar a himnum

Vita hvad i minu hjarta byr,

Eg myndi gera allt i veréldinni, fyrir pig
Ef pu adeins vildir fylgja mér

A drekanum vid rennum nidri bee,

| fijorda gir

Komdu med, ég bid pig
Komdu med, g bid pig
Eg vona ad pu segir ekki nei vid mig
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Pvi trudu mér, ég dai pig
Pad eina sem skiptir mali, ert pu og ég

Vertu ekki ad plata mig,

Pu ert bara ad nota mig

Eg er ekki eins og allar stelpurnar

Sem hoppa upp i bila, med hverjum sem er.

Vertu pu sjalfur

Song by: SSSal
Lyrics by: Helgi Bjérnsson
ArtistsSSSél

Vertu pu sjalfur,
gerdu pad sem pu vilt.
Vertu pu sjalfur,

eins og pu ert.

Lattu pad flakka,
dansadu i vindinum.
Fadmadu heiminn,
elskadu.

Fardu alla leid
Va-bam-a-lu-ma-ba-ba-bei
Fardu alla leid.

Allt til enda, alla leid.

Vertu pu,

bu sjalfur.
Gerdu pad
sem pu vilt.
Jamm og jive
og sveifla.
Honky tonk og
hnykkurinn.

Fardu alla leid
Va-bam-a-lu-ma-ba-ba-bei
Fardu alla leid.

Allt til enda, alla leid.

Vinurinn

Song by: Ingolfur Pérarinsson
Lyrics by: Ingolfur bérarinsson
ArtistsIngé og Vedurgudirnir

Hlustid keeru vinir, ég skal segja ykkur sdgu,
um einn mann sem allir eettu ad kannast vid.
pid pekkid pennan bita og pid eettud oll ad vita,
ad hann er miklu, miklu, miklu betri en pid.

Eg sé hann oft 4 daginn

0g mig dreymir hann a néttunni

og er hann birtist hrekk ég bara i kut.

Eg veit um fullt af konum sem ad sofa svo hja honum
utaf peningum og frium feréum ut.

Hann var besti vinur minn,

en nu er hann farinn og ég finn,
engan annan eins og hann,
pennan mann.

Pid settud 6l ad pekkja hann og ég er ekki ad blekkja
er ég segi ad hann sé svalur eins og is.

Og p6 ad hann sé tregur og hreint ekki myndarlegur
pa er konan hans eitt heljarmega skvis.

Eg sé pau oft daginn, fara ganga nidri baeinn

og pau leidast eins og menntaskélapar.

Eg get ekki opnad blédin pvi pad er na meiri kvdlin
ad sja mynd af honum nanast allsstadar

Hann var besti vinur minn,

en nu er hann farinn og ég finn,
engan annan eins og hann,
pennan mann.

Ad lokum vil ég segja bara eitt um pennan peyja
hann er ekki sami madur og hann var.

A okkar skolagdngu fyrir langalangaléngu

vid 1ékum okkur nanast allstadar.

En ndna er hann svona og ég bid bara og vona
ad hann breytist en pad gerist ekki neitt
Hann byr vid freega g6tu hefur sungid inna plétu
fullt af Igum sem ad fjalla um ekki neitt

Hann var besti vinur minn

en nu er hann farinn og ég finn
engan annan eins og hann
pennan mann

Ja hann var besti vinur minn
en nu er hann farinn og ég finn
engan annan eins og hann
pennan mann

Vor i Vaglaskogi

Song by: Jénas Jonasson
Lyrics by: Kristjan fra Djupalaek
ArtistsHIjomsveit Ingimars Eydal

Kvdldid er okkar og vor um Vaglaskog.
Vid skulum tjalda i greenum berjamé .
Leiddu mig vinur i lundinn fra i geer.
Lindin par nidar og birkihrislan greer.

Leikur i ljdsum, lokkum og angandi résum
leikur i ljdsum, lokkum hinn vaggandi blze.

Daggperlur glitra um dalinn feerist r6
draumar pess reetast er gistir Vaglaskag .
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Kveldraudu skini a kraekilyngid sleer.
Kyrrdin er fridandi mild og angurveer.

Leikur i ljdsum, lokkum og angandi résum
leikur i [jdésum, lokkum hinn fagnandi bleer.

Vengjalaus

Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson
Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Komdu med mér til kanna heiminn,
kreistum appelsinur - finnum keiminn.
Tinum dddlur, tokum daginn snemm’i Rom.
Kljufum loftid eins og Concord-pota,
komum nidur, finnum téfrasprota.

Goldrum upp ur hatti alveg nyjan hljém.

Sidan syni ég pér sogubaekur og kver,
skyjaborgir og alfastein.

Vid getur flograd um og farid hvert a land sem er.

Fljugum i draumi veengjalaus.

Taktu utan um mig tveimur héndum,
teygum regnid yfir silfursondum.

Holdum striki - heyrum vindsins endurém.
Svifum upp a méti sélarbjarma,

stefnum afram uns vid finnum varma.
Leitum uppi fogur tré og I6tusblom.

Sidan syni ég pér sbégubeekur og kver,
skyjaborgir og alfastein.

Vid getur flograd um og farid hvert a land sem er.

Fljugum i draumi veengja laus.

Yfir regnbogann og undir aftur.
Engin takmork eru fyrir pvi hve lengi
eda hve langt petta flug getur ordid,
pvi petta er minn einkadraumur.

Sidan syni ég pér sbégubeekur og kver,
skyjaborgir og alfastein.

Vid getur flograd um og farid hvert a land sem er.

Fljugum i draumi veengja laus.

Vodvasteltur

Song by: Hreimur (")__rn Heimisson
Lyrics by: Hreimur Orn Heimisson
ArtistsLand og Synir

Fardu fra, €g sé pig nu i nyju ljosi

A annan stad ég vild'ég veeri allt annar madur
Eins og pu, fullkominn & alla stadi

en fardu fra ég eetla ad byggja mig upp med hradi

Vertu atrunadargodio mitt

Kaflaskiptur likami

Med sexappeal svo fullkominn

Ekki lengur letilif, ég setla eetla setla ad verda

Alveg eins og pu
og eiga ahorfendur sem ad bida i r6dum
a eftir pér, ég slefa og pumpa i svitab6dum.

Vertu atrunadargodio mitt

Kaflaskiptur likami

Med sexappeal svo fullkominn

Ekki lengur letilif, ég eetla aetla setla atla...

L6din hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin

L66in hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg aetla ad verda spegilmynd

Og alveg eins og pu

og eiga ahorfendur sem ad bida i r6dum

a eftir pér, ég slefa og pumpa i svitab6dum.

0g seinna meir pegar €g er ordinn vodvastaeltur
Imyndin af pér, hun styrkist pu ert Gtdrpaelda

Atranadargodid mitt

Kaflaskiptur likami

Med sexappeal svo fullkominn

Ekki lengur letilif, ég eetla aetla setla atla...

L6din hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin

L6din hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin

Sol6

L66in hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin

L66in hladast & mig

Og bradum verd ég alveg eins og pu
Kaflaskiptar linur

Eg eetla ad verda spegilmyndin pin
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Waka Waka (This time for Africa)

Song by: Shakira asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Shakira asamt fleirum.
ArtistsShakira asamt fleirum.

You're a good soldier
Choosing your battles
Pick yourself up

And dust yourself off
And back in the saddle

You're on the frontline
Everyone's watching
You know it's serious
We're getting closer
This isnt over

The pressure is on
You feel it
But you've got it all
Believe it

When you fall get up
Oh oh...
And if you fall get up
Eh eh...

Tsamina mina Zangalewa
Cuz this is Africa

Tsamina mina eh eh
Waka Waka eh eh
Tsamina mina zangalewa
This time for Africa

Listen to your god
This is our motto
Your time to shine
Don't wait in line
Y vamos por Todo

People are raising
Their Expectations
Go on and feed them
This is your moment
No hesitations

Today's your day

| feel it

You paved the way
Believe it

If you get down
Get up Oh oh...
When you get down
Get up eh eh...

Tsamina mina zangalewa
This time for Africa

Tsamina mina eh eh
Waka Waka eh eh
Tsamina mina zangalewa
This time for Africa

Tsamina mina eh eh
Waka Waka eh eh
Tsamina mina zangalewa
This time for Africa

Wavin’ Flag - HM lagid

Song by: K'naan
Lyrics by: K'naan
ArtistsK'naan

Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh
Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh

Give Me Freedom, Give Me Fire

Give Me Reason, Take Me Higher

See The Champions, Take The Field Now
Unify Us, Make Us Feel Proud

In The Streets Our, Hands Are Lifting
As We Lose Our, Inhibition
Celebration, Its Around Us

Every Nation, All Around Us

Singing Forever Young,

Singing Songs Underneath The Sun
Let's RedJoice In The Beautiful Game
And Together, Every End Of The Day

We All Say

When | Get Older, | Will Be Stronger

They’ll Call Me Freedom, Just Like A WavingFlag
And Then It Goes Back, And Then It Goes Back

And Then It Goes Back , And Then It Goes...

When | Get Older, | Will Be Stronger

They’ll Call Me Freedom, Just Like A Waving Flag
And Then It Goes Back, And Then It Goes Back
And Then It Goes Back , And Then It Goes...

Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh
Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh

Give You Freedom, Give You Fire

Give You Reason, Take You Higher

See The Champions, Take The Field Now
Unify Us, Make Us Feel Proud

In The Streets Our, Hands Are Lifting
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As We Lose Our, Inhibition
Celebration, Its Around Us
Every Nation, All Around Us

Singing Forever Young,

Singing Songs Underneath The Sun
Let's ReJoice In The Beautiful Game
And Together, Every End Of The Day

We All Say

When | Get Older, | Will Be Stronger

They’ll Call Me Freedom, Just Like A Waving Flag
And Then It Goes Back, And Then It Goes Back
And Then It Goes Back , And Then It Goes...

When | Get Older, | Will Be Stronger

They’ll Call Me Freedom, Just Like A Waving Flag
And Then It Goes Back, And Then It Goes Back
And Then It Goes Back , And Then It Goes...

Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh
Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh

We All Say

When | Get Older, | Will Be Stronger

They’ll Call Me Freedom, Just Like A Waving Flag
And Then It Goes Back, And Then It Goes Back
And Then It Goes Back , And Then It Goes...

When | Get Older, | Will Be Stronger

They’ll Call Me Freedom, Just Like A Waving Flag
And Then It Goes Back, And Then It Goes Back
And Then It Goes Back , And Then It Goes...

Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh

And EveryBody Will Be Singing It...
Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh

And We All Will Be Singing It...

Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh
Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh

We are the champions

Song by: Freddie Mercury
Lyrics by: Freddie Mercury
ArtistsQueen

I've paid my dues,

time after time.

I've done my sentence

but comitted no crime.

And bad mistakes,

I've made a few.

I've had my share of sand kicked in my face,
but I've come through

We are the champions, my friend.

And we'll keep on fighting till the end.

We are the champions,

we are the champions,

No time the losers,

'‘cause we are the champions of the world.

I've taken my bows

and my curtain calls,

you brought me fame,

and fortune and everything that goes with it.
| thank you all.

But it's been no bed of roses,

no pleasure cruise.

| consider it a challenge before the human race,
and ain't gonna loose

We are the champions, my friend.

And we'll keep on fighting till the end.

We are the champions,

we are the champions,

No time the losers,

'‘cause we are the champions of the world.

What's up

Song by: Linda Perry
Lyrics by: Linda Perry
Artists4 Non Blondes

Twenty Five years and my life is still
Trying to get up that great big hill of hope
For a destination

| realized quickly when | knew that | should

That the world was made of this brotherhood of man

For whatever that means

And So | cry sometimes when I'm lying in bed
Just to get it all out

whats in my head and |,

| am feeling a little peculiar.

So | wake in the morning and | step outside
and | take a deep breath and | get real high and
| Scream at the top of my lungs

What's going on?

And | said Hey hey hey hey hey
hey hey hey.

| said hey, what's going on?
And | saidhey hey hey hey

hey hey hey.

| said hey, what's going on?

And | try, oh my god do | try

| try all the time, in this institution
And | pray, oh my god do | pray
| pray every single day

For a revolution
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And So | cry sometimes when I'm lying in bed
Just to get it all out

whats in my head and |,

| am feeling a little peculiar.

So | wake in the morning and | step outside
and | take a deep breath and | get real high and
| Scream at the top of my lungs

What's going on?

And | said Hey hey hey hey hey
hey hey hey.
| said hey, what's going on?

Twenty-five years and my life is still
Trying to get up that great big hill of hope
For a destination

Where is my mind

Song by: Black Francis
Lyrics by: Black Francis
ArtistsPixies

With your feet in the air

and your head on the ground
Try this trickand spin it Yeah,
Your head will collapse

but there's nothing in it

And you'll ask yourself

Where is my mind?
Where is my mind?
Where is my mind?

Way out in the water see it swimmin

| was swimmin' in the Carribean
Animals were hiding behind the rock
Except the little fish

But they told me, he swears

Tryin' to talk to me to me to me

Where is my mind?
Where is my mind?
Where is my mind?

With your feet in the air

and your head on the ground
Try this trickand spin it Yeah,
Your head will collapse

but there's nothing in it

And you'll ask yourself

Where is my mind?
Where is my mind?
Where is my mind?

Whiskey in the jar

Song by: irskt pj¢slag
Lyrics by: Irskt pjodlag
ArtistsThin 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

I 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
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With Or Without You

Song by: U2
Lyrics by: U2
ArtistsU2

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

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

With or without you , with or without you

Through 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 to win
And nothing left to lose

And you give yourself away,

and you give yourself away

And you give, and you give

and you give yourself away

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

Ohh Ohh Ohh Ohh, Ohh Ohh Ohh Ohh

Ohh Ohh Ohh Ohh, Ohh Ohh

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

with or without you [

Yellow

Song by: Coldplay
Lyrics by: Coldplay
ArtistsColdplay

Look at the stars,

look how they shine for you
and everything you do,
yeah, they were all yellow.

| came along,
| wrote a song for you

and all the things you do,
and it was called yellow.

So then | took my turn
oh, what a thing to have done,
and it was all yellow.

Your skin. Oh yeah, your skin and bones
turn into something beautiful,

and you know, you know | love you so,
you know | love you so.

| swam across,

| jumped across for you.
Oh, what a thing to do,
'cos you were all yellow.

| drew a line,

| drew a line for you.
Oh, what a thing to do,
and it was all yellow.

And your skin. Oh yeah, your skin and bones
turn into something beautiful,

and you know, for you I'd bleed myself dry,
for you I'd bleed myself dry

It's true.

Look how they shine for you,
look how they shine for you,
look how they shine for.

Look how they shine for you,
look how they shine for you,
look how they shine.

Look at the stars,
look how they shine for you
and all the things that you do.

You say it best when you say nothing at all

Song by: Don Schlitz
Lyrics by: Don Schlitz
ArtistsRonan Keating

It's amazing how you

can speak right thru my heart

without saying a word

you can light up the dark

try as | may | can never explain

what | hear when you don’t say a thing

The smile on your face

lets me know that you need me

There’s a truth in your eyes

sayin’ you'll never leave me

The touch of your hand says you’ll catch me
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wherever | fall
You say it best when you say nothing at all

All day long | can hear people

talking out loud

But when you hold me near you

drown out the crowd

Try as they may they can never define

what’s been said between your heart and mine

The smile on your face

lets me know that you need me

There’s a truth in your eyes

sayin’ you'll never leave me

The touch of your hand says you’ll catch me
wherever | fall

You say it best when you say nothing at all

The smile on your face

lets me know that you need me

There’s a truth in your eyes

sayin’ you'll never leave me

The touch of your hand says you’ll catch me
wherever | fall

You say it best when you say nothing at all

A Sprengisandi

Song by: Sigvaldi Kaldalons
Lyrics by: Grimur Thomsen
Artistslslandica

Ridum, ridum, rekum yfir sandinn,
rennur sol a bak vid Arnarfell.

Hér a reiki' er margur 6hreinn andinn
ur pvi fer ad skyggja a jokulsvell.

Drottinn leidi drosulinn minn,
drjugur verdur sidasti afanginn.
Drottinn leidi drosulinn minn,
drjugur verdur sidasti afanginn.

Pei pei, pei pei. baut i holti t6fa,
purran vill han blédi veeta gom,
eda lika einhver var ad hoa
undarlega digrum karlarom.

Utilegumenn i Odadahraun
eru kannski' ad smala fé a laun.
Utilegumenn i Odadahraun
eru kannski' ad smala fé a laun.

Ridum, ridum, rekum yfir sandinn,
rokkrid er ad siga' a Herdubreid.
Alfadrotting er ad beisla gandinn,
ekki' er gott ad verda' a hennar leid.

Veensta klarinn vildi' ég gefa til

ad vera kominn ofan i Kidagil.
Veensta klarinn vildi' ég gefa til
ad vera kominn ofan i Kidagil.

A Spani
Song by: Valgeir Gudjonsson

Lyrics by: Valgeir Guéjénsson
ArtistsStudmenn

A Spani get ég skemmt mér fyrir liti® fé,
a Spani kostar sjussinn ekki neitt.
Grisaveisla, dexitrin og diskétek,
sélolia, bikini og bus.

A Spa-a-ani,
A Spa-a-ani,
Nautaatid heillar baedi hal og sprund.

Nautin hlaupa villt um Sprengisand.
Fronararnir fila sig a pollunum.

A, Stina, stokktu og nadu i meira bland.

Sjort'og fa pér kondara, dufa.
Sjort'og fa pér kondara, dufa.
Sjort'og fa pér kondara, dufa.
Eftir ballid i kvold.

Sjort'og fa pér kondara, dufa.
Sjort'og fa pér kondara, dufa.
Sjort'og fa pér kondara, dufa.
Eftir ballid i kvold.

A nyjum stad
Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson

Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Pegar allt er gengid niéur
og pankarykid sest a ny
heyrist kunnuglegur klidur
uti er fridur. Ro fyrir bi.

Pad er vist of fljétt ad fagna
fokid er i skjolin flest.

Hratt og vel ég reidi magna.
Pau munu pagna. Sdlin er sest.

Nu trui ég og treyst'a pad

ad takist einsog stefnt var ad;
Vid faum hugi sameinad

a nyjum stad.

Eg trai pvi ad nu sé lag,

pad komi tid med baettum hag,
og dagur eftir pennan dag

a nyjum stad.
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Nu treysti ég a pig
pu treysta matt & mig.

i flarskanum er felustadur;
forlaganna héfud bol.

pad veit ad visu enginn madur
hvers pad er hagur, hver par a skjol.

Allt i einu gerist undur,

a ogurstundu hetjudad.
Sannarlega nadar mundur.
En eftir sem adur dyr eru rad.

Nu trui ég og treyst'a pad

ad takist einsog stefnt var ag;
Vid faum hugi sameinad

a nyjum stad.

Eg trai pvi ad na sé lag,

pad komi tid med baettum hag,
og dagur eftir pennan dag

a nyjum stad.

Nu treysti ég a pig

pu treysta matt & mig.

A sama tima ad ari

Song by: Bjorn Jérundur Friébjérnsson
Lyrics by: Bjérn Jérundur Fridbjérnsson
ArtistsNy Donsk

Capo 1.bandi

Pu varst rennandi blaut i midjum pollinum.
Pegar loksins ég skaut upp kollinum.

En pu komst svo seint sumir purfa millilenda.
Samt var flogid beint velkomin a leidarenda.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu gast tekid a moti mér.
Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu vildir koma til min.

i, kvedju pinni stirnir af votu hvarmatari.
Eg sé pig nu samt 6rugglega a sama tima ad ari.
Eg sé pig nu samt drugglega a sama tima ad ari.

Hvad ég saknadi pess ad finna fyrir pér.
Sidan pu sagdir bless hefur enginn haft fyrir mér.
En pad er ekki svo langt sidan €g kom hér sidast.

Kannski finnst pér rangt af mér a gestrisninni ad nidast.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu gast tekid a moti mér.
Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu vildir koma til min.

i naesta skipti stirnir kannski af stéku grau hari.

Eg sé pig alveg 6rugglega & sama tima ad ari.
Eg sé pig alveg 6rugglega a sama tima ad ari.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu gast tekid & moéti mer.
Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu vildir koma til min.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu gast tekid & moéti mer.
Mikid var pad gott ad pu skyldir koma.

Mikid var pad gott ad pu vildir koma til min.

i’naesta skipti stirnir kannski af stoku grau hari.
Eg sé pig alveg Orugglega & sama tima ad ari.
Eg sé pig alveg 6rugglega a sama tima ad ari.

A tja og tundri
Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson

Lyrics by: Gudmundur Jonsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Allt er a tja og tundri get ekki fétin min fundid
Ei hissa p6 pig undri er svipur hja sjonu
Framlagur heldur er kappinn

floginn um hvippinn og hvappinn

Eg verd ad safna i sarpinn og sofa hja Jonu

Eg bid um fri®, s gef mér grid

€g vero ad hvilast stundarkorn

Q, ekki meir, ég er eins og leir.

Eg spyr: Faerdu aldrei n6g?

NU er ég farinn (nu er ég farinn)
meinilla farinn og buinn ad vera
Pverrandi por, ekkert haegt ad gera
nu er ég farinn.

Med hausgarminn undir hendi

€g henni toninn minn sendi

Veit ekki hvar ég lendi Eg er lodinn um narann

Nu finnst mér mal ad linni verd ekki lengur hér inni
Eg vona bara ad han finni mig ekki i fjéru

Eg bid um fri®, s gef mér grid

€g ver0 ad hvilast stundarkorn

Q, ekki meir, ég er eins og leir.

Eg spyr: Faerdu aldrei n6g?

NU er ég farinn (nu er ég farinn)
meinilla farinn og buinn ad vera
Pverrandi por, ekkert haegt ad gera
nu er ég farinn.
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A bjddhatid ég fer

Lyrics by: Heimir Eyvindarson
ArtistsA Moéti Sol

NU eetla ég ad fara ut til eyja,
ut til eyja, ut til eyja

NU eetla ég ad fara ut til eyja
viltu koma med?

A bj6dhatid ég fer, fer, fer
par feiknagaman er, er, er
Eg pangad fer med pér, pér, pér
ef pu kemur med mér, mér, mér

i Herjolfsdal er herra Arni Johnsen

ad hend’ut Pali Oskari og Bubba Morthens

Arni Johnsen meikar engan nonsens
Hann er pad pottpéttur

A bj6dhatid ég fer, fer, fer
par feiknagaman er, er, er
Eg pangad fer med pér, pér, pér
ef pu kemur med mér, mér, mér

Par er lika fullt af finum tjoldum

gulum, rauéum, greenum, blaum tjdldum
Samt er alltaf mest af hvitum tjéldum
sumt breytist ekki neitt

A bj6dhatid ég fer, fer, fer
par feiknagaman er, er, er
Eg pangad fer med pér, pér, pér
ef pu kemur med mér, mér, mér

Par er baedi brenn’og brekkusdngur
og brunalidid meaett med gular slongur
mér finnst alltaf best i brekkuséngnum
& viltu koma med?

A bj6dhatid ég fer, fer, fer
par feiknagaman er, er, er
Eg pangad fer med pér, pér, pér
ef pu kemur med mér, mér, mér

Um bjarta sumarnaétt ég hoppa sveittur
Uns solin kemur upp pa er ég preyttur
ég fer pa ad geispa pvi ég er preyttur
og ég vil sofna strax

A bjodhatid ég do, do, do
bvi mér fannst komid nég, ndég, ndg

Eg var syfjadur og sljér, sljor, sljér
diggiliggi, 16,16,16

Svo vakna ég og byrja strax ad djamma,

strax ad djamma, strax ad djamma
Svo vakna ég og byrja strax ad djamma
Viltu koma med?

A bjodhatid ég fer, fer, fer
par feiknagaman er, er, er
Eg pangad fer med pér, pér, pér
ef pu kemur med mér, mér, mér

Aislensku ma alltaf finna svar

Song by: Atli Heimir Sveinsson
Lyrics by: bérarinn Eldjarn
Artistspérarinn Eldjarn

A islensku ma alltaf finna svar

og orda stort og smatt sem er og var,
og hun a ord sem geyma gledi’og sorg,
um gamalt lif og nytt is veit og borg.

A vérum okkar verdur tungan bjal,
par vex og greer og dafnar okkar mal.
Ad geeta hennar gildir hér og nu,

pad gerir enginn — nema &g og pu.

Song by: Heimir Eyvindarson

Lyrics by: Heimir Eyvindarson
ArtistsA Méti Sol

Um leid og pu komst inn var ég viss um ad pu veerir
pessi eina sem ég vildi pu minntir mig & Hildi

Svo snerirdu pér vid og ég sa rassinn, €g sa laerin
€g sa vinstri, haegri ha ha vinstri, haegri ho

Eg reyndi ad hugsa upp eitthvad kul ad segja
Flotta linu, flottan frasa
en datt bar’ekkert merkilegt i hug

Eg fikradi mig nzer pér, fjaer pér, naer pér, nzer pér
og spurdi pig ad nafni.

PU hvisladir haettu, fardu, pegidu og sestu

og heett’ad abbast upp a mig

Eg gaf mig ekki strax

ég gat ekki hugsad mér ad labba burt med

badar hendur tdmar pad minnti mig & Omar

Svo sneri ég mér vid, ég settist upp og settist nidur
Eg hélt afram ad reyna og sneri mér ad pér

Eg reyndi ad hugsa upp eitthvad kul ad segja
Flotta linu flottan frasa

en datt bar’ekkert merkilegt i hug

000000... & mig langar upp a pig

0g pu veist ad pad er ekkert illa meint

P64 mig langi upp a pig
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Abyggilega

Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson
Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Einn! Tveir!

Eg veit um konu sem kemur a évart,
hun er i Krabbanum alveg eins og pu.
Hun hefur ahuga a indversku jéga

og Ollu pvi sem lytur ad tru.

Varst ekki alltaf ad kvarta og kveina?
- bu vildir konu med risandi ljon.

Pid eigid abyggilega vel saman

og verdid eflaust a endanum hjon.

Nu vek ég athygli pina a einu;

Pu hefur mest alla tid verid staur.
Pu geetir komist i sjuklegar alnir
og alltaf att i vasanum aur.

Ja, han a helling af silfri og sedlum
og hefur herbergispernur og pjon.
Pid eigid abyggilega vel saman

og verdid eflaust a endanum hjén.

na, na, na na na
na, na, na, na, na, na
na, na, na na na
na, na, na, na, na, na

pad er adeins eitt sem mér [adist ad nefna;
hun hefur utlitid ekki med sér.

Pvi hun er 6frid og allnokkud skeggjud

og ekki 6ldungis fénguleg ber.

En pad er sjalfsagt i stakasta lagi,
bvi ad pu sérd varla halfa sjon.
Pid eigid abyggilega vel saman
og verdid eflaust a endanum hjon.

.’na, na, na na na

na, na, na, na, na, na
na, na, na na na

na, na, na, na, na, na..

Pu varst alltaf ad kvarta og kveina
- bu vildir konu med risandi ljon.
Pid eigid abyggilega vel saman
og verdid eflaust a endanum hjon.

.’na, na, na na na
na, na, na, na, na, na
na, na, na na na
na, na, na, na, na, na..
Stéo ég uti' i tunglsljési, stdd ég ut vid skog,

Alfareidin
Song by: H. Heide

Lyrics by: Jonas Hallgrimsson
ArtistsLarus Palsson

stérir komu skarar, af alfum var par ndg,
blésu peir i sdngludra’ og bar pa ad mér fljott
og bjoéllurnar gullu a heidskirri nott,

og bjoéllurnar gullu a heidskirri nott.

Hleyptu peir a fannhvitum hestum yfir grund,
hornin jéa gullrodnu blika vid lund,

eins og pegar alftir af isa grarri spong

fljtga sudur heidi med fjadrapyt og séng,
flitga sudur heidi med fjadrapyt og séng.

Heilsadi' hun mér drottningin og hlé ad meér um leid,
hlé ad mér og hleypti hestinum a skeid.
Var pad ut af astinni ungu, sem ég ber?
Eda var pad feigdin, sem kallar ad mér?
Eda var pad feigdin, sem kallar ad mér?

Alfheidur Bjork

Song by: Eyjolfur Kristjansson
Lyrics by: Eyjolfur Kristjansson
ArtistsBjorn Jorundur Fridbjornsson asamt fleirum.

Altheidur Bjork, ég elska pig,
hvad sem pu kannt

ad segja Vvid pvi.

Eg veit annar sveinn

ast pina feer.

Hvad get ég gert?

Hvad get ég sagt?

Alfheiour Bjérk, vio erum eitt.
Ast okkar grandad

aldrei feer neitt.

Eg veit annar sveinn

hjarta pitt prair.

Hvad get ég gert?

Hvad get ég sagt?

PU matt ekki lata pennan déna,
pbennan fylliraft og réna, glepja pig.
PU matt ekki falla i hans hendur,
oft hann voltum fétum stendur.

O, hlustadu a mig

bvi ég elska pig, Alfheidur Bjork.

Altheidur Bjork, ég elska pig.
Lif mitt er einskis

virdi &n pin

Segd' ad ad pu sért
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min alla tid
Alfheidur Bjork,
ég eftir pér bid.

PU matt ekki lata pennan dona,
pennan fylliraft og rona, glepja pig.
Pu matt ekki falla i hans hendur,
oft hann voltum fotum stendur.

O, hlustadu a mig

pvi ég elska pig, Alfheidur Bjork.
Alfheidur Bjork,

bvi ég elska pig, Alfheidur Bjork.

An pin
Song by: Bon Jovi

Lyrics by: Audunn Bléndal
ArtistsSverrir Bergmann

Capo a 3. bandi

Astin er mér lifid og pvi feer enginn breytt

Eg hef elskad pig svo lengi og alltaf jafn heitt

En nuna ertu farin, ertu farin mér fra

Med harid mjukt sem silki, og augun skeerbla

En ég mun ekki grata, astartarunum til pin
Af pvi ég veit ad 6rlégin munu koma
pér aftur heim til min

Og ég vil ei vera hér einn, an pin
Og ég verd hér, bid eftir pér en sé,
€g sé ekkert

Eg verd par sem ad sélin ris,

par sem sdlin sest, par sem sdlin skin
Ja og ég er par, ég er alls stadar

Min ast til pin, endalaus

Og myndirnar sem pu sendir heim
eru minningar af okkur tveim
Pegar allt var gott, vid vorum eitt
en an pin, er ég ekki neitt

Og manstu pann dag er vid hittumst fyrst,
PU pradir pad ad vera kysst

Astin blomstradi innst i hjarta mér

Nu hef ég kludrad pvi, petta er bara ég

Pegar hann heldur pér fast i 6rmum sér
Og hann elskar pig likt og pu elskadir mig
Eg vildi ég veeri hann, pu i rmum mér
Vid finnum stad par sem astin er

Og ég vil ei vera hér einn, an pin
Og ég verd hér, bid eftir pér en sé,

€g sé ekkert

Eg skeeri mér hjartad ur, med skeid
Pvi ég geeti ekki elskad pig neitt meir
Pvi greet ég i nott,

O komdu nu fljétt,

af pvi ég sakna pin svo.

Ekki gleyma meér, ég er hér enn

Eg finn svo til, pvi innan i mér brenn
Allar minningarnar um mig og pig
Ekki gleyma pvi peer eru til

Og ég vil ei vera hér einn, an pin
Og ég verd hér, bid eftir pér en sé,
€g sé ekkert

Eg verd par sem ad solin ris,

par sem sdlin sest, par sem sdlin skin
Ja og ég er par, ég er alls stadar

Min &st til pin, endalaus.

endalau s
endalau s
endalaus

-

Ast

Song by: Magnus bér Sigmundsson
Lyrics by: Sigurdur Norddal
ArtistsRagnheidur Grondal

Salin brennir néttina

og néttin slokkvir dag;
bu ert athvarf mitt fyrir
og eftir sélarlag.

Pu ert yndi mitt adur

og eftir ad dagur ris,
svolun i sumarsins eldi
og solbrad a vetrarins is.

Svali &4 sumardégum

0g solskin um vetrarnott,
pogn i seidandi solli

og songur ef allt er hljétt.
Soéngur i poglum skégum

og pogn i borganna dyn,

bu gafst mér j6rdina og grasid
og Gud a himnum ad vin.

Pu gafst mér skyin og fjollin og Gud
til ad styrkja mig

ég fann ei hvad lifid var fagurt

fyrr en ég elskadi pig.

Eg feeddist til ljdssins og lifsins

er lerdi ég ad unna pér,

og ast min faer ekki félnad

fyrr en med sjalfri mér.
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Aldir og andartok hrynja

med undursamlegum nid;

pbad er ekkert i heiminum oAllum
nema eilifdin, Gud - og vid.

Pu gafst mér skyin og fjollin og Gud
til ad styrkja mig

ég fann ei hvad lifid var fagurt

fyrr en ég elskadi pig.

Eg feeddist til ljossins og lifsins

er lzerdi ég ad unna pér

og ast min faer ekki félnad

fyrr en med sjalfri mér.

Pu gafst mér skyin og fjollin og Gud
til ad styrkja mig

ég fann ei hvad lifid var fagurt

fyrr en ég elskadi pig.

Eg feeddist til ljossins og lifsins

er lzerdi ég ad unna pér

og ast min faer ekki félnad

fyrr en med sjalfri mér.

Astardiiett

Song by: Jakob Frimann Magnusson asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Jakob Frimann Magnusson asamt fleirum.
ArtistsStudmenn

Eg er dainn ur ast, pétt hjartad deeli blodi.
Eg heyri engan mun, a havada eda hlj6di.

Eg er gagntekinn, altekinn, heltekinn, tekinn i framan.
Eg er andvana, magnvana, mattvana pegar €g sé

Horpu Sjofn Hermundardéttur,
Horpu Sj6fn Hermundardoéttur
Horpu Sjéfn - Harpa Sjofn.

Sterkur og stér, stinnur eins og Sokki
sem Runki for &, ridandi & brokki.

Eg finn fyrir skjalfta i hnjanum,
fidringi i tanum med honum,

€g er andvana, magnvana, mattvana pegar ég sé

Kristinn stud Styrkarsson Proppé,
Kristinn stud Styrkarson Proppé
Kristinn stud - Stinni stud.

Samband peirra er fra llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar
Samband peirra er fra llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar

Hvar sem pu ert, til sjavar eda sveita,
bu efalaust ert, ad astinni ad leita.

Heett' ekki, gefst' ekki upp p6é moti pér blasi,
vid leitudum lengi uns fundum hvort annad.

Kristinn stud Styrkarsson Proppé,

Harpa Sj6fn Hermundardéttir
Kristinn stud, Harpa Sjofn.

Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar
Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar

Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar

Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint

Adan | iitvarpinu heyrdi lag

Song by: Bjoérgvin Halldérsson
Lyrics by: Jonas Fridrik Gudnason
ArtistsHLH flokkurinn

Adan, i Gtvarpinu heyrdi ég lag,

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

Pegar, hljémar petta litla lag

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

til min sendir réddin 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 a ny

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

Wish | may, Wish | might

make this wish come true tonight.

Svona glettid gamalt lag,

vard a gotu minni i dag

og gledi straumar féru um mig.
Svona litid skrytid lag.

petta lag €g heyrdi i dag

og langadi ad hitta pig.

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

Wish | may, Wish | might

make this wish come true tonight.
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Roi

Song by: Egill Qlafsson asamt fleirum.
Lyrics by: Egill Olafsson asamt fleirum.
ArtistsStudmenn

4/4

Viljid“ad ég taki aeoi

og rifi af mér faein klaedi,

kasti af mér 6llum bondum,

standi a hondum? (Ja, ja, ja.)
Seglum péndum (Ja, ja. ja.)

Standi @ hondum, standi & hondum
standi a hondum seglum péndum?

Viljid“ad ég verdi 6dur,
hamstola, i kinnum rjééur,

Iati eins og vitlaus madur,
Bandbrjaladur? (Ja, ja, ja.)
ladur bandrja (Ja, ja. ja.)

ladur bandbrja, ladur bandbrja
ladur bandbrja, bandbrjaladur?

Nu tek ég frikid! (Frikad™ ut, frikad™ ut)
Nu tek ég frikid! (Frikad™ ut, frikad™ ut)

Viljié pid med 6drum ordum,

ad dansleikurinn fari ur skordum,
ad fakleeddur ég dansi‘a bordum,
eins og fordbum? (Ja, ja, ja.)
Upp’a bordum? (Ja, ja. ja.)

Eins og fordum, eins og fordum,
eins og fordum upp’a bordum?

Eg er eins og 6g er
Song by: Jerry Herman

Lyrics by: Veturlidi Gudnason
ArtistsPall Oskar Hjalmtysson asamt fleirum.

€g er eins og ég er,

hvernig a ég ad vera eitthvad annad.
Hvad verdur um mig,

ef pad sem ég er, er bélvad og bannad.

Er pa lif mitt ad fela mig og vera feiminn

mitt lif var pad til pess sem ég kom i heiminn.

fatt finnst vera lif, ad fa ekki ad segja.
€g er eins og ég er.

Eg er eins og ég er,
Eg vil ekkert hros
Eg vil enga vorkunn
Mér likar mitt lag
jafnvel pétt 6&rum
pykir pad storkun.

En fyrir pad petta er lagid

mitt af lifsins morgni

hvernig veeri ad sja pad fra pvi sjonarhorni
folkid felur manns lif fyrr en hann hropar
€g er eins og ég er.

Eg er eins og ég er

og hvernig ég er,

er alveg a hreinu.

Eg er eins og €g er og

bydst ekki afskunar a neinu.

petta er eitt lif, petta er eina lifid sem vid eigum
eitt lif og pad verdur ekkert lif i neinum
Oft veréum vid pvi ad lata pad flakka.

€g er eins og ég er.
€g er eins og ég eeeeeeeeeeer.

€g er eins og ég er

hvernig & ég ad vera eitthvad annad
hvad veréur um mig

ef pad sem ég er er bolvad og bannad.

Er pa lif mitt ad fela mig og vera feiminn
mitt lif var pad til pess ad ég kom i heiminn
fatt finnst mér pad lif ad fa ekki ad segja
€g er eins og ég er.

€g er eins og ég eeeeeeeeeeer.

I am | am beautiful

€g er eins og ég eeeer

Eg er kominn

Song by: Jens Hansson
Lyrics by: Fridrik Sturluson
ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

Daemdur madur dreg ég mina
djofla fleir'en einn,

vidurkenni pad,

pad var ég sem rauk af stad.
Oldin verdur énnur bradum
og pa muntu sja

vandamalin leyst,

pvi ad ég hef breyst.

Eg er kominn, nu kved ég & dyr
ja, peer sbmu og kvaddi ég fyrr,
€g er kominn, pad kvedur ad mér i nott.

Eflaust gengur ill'ad gleyma,
en pu getur reynt,

gerdu grin ad pvi

sem er fyrir bi.

Einsemd pin er uti ef pu
opnar fyrir mér,

ekki vera pver,
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og tofraordiod er,

segdu: "kom-inn", nu kved ég a dyr

ja, peer sbmu og kvaddi ég fyrr,

€g er kominn, pad kvedur ad mer i nott.
Eg er kominn, nu kved ég a dyr

ja, peer sdbmu og kvaddi ég fyrr,

€g er kominn, pad kvedur ad mér i nott.

Ef ég nu hefd ekki farid burt
pa veeri ég ekki hér
ad koma til pin & ny.

Eg er kominn, nu kved ég & dyr
ja, peer sdbmu og kvaddi ég fyrr,

€g er kominn, pad kvedur ad mér i nott.

Daemdur madur dreg ég mina
djofla fleir'en einn,

vidurkenni pad,

pad var ég sem rauk af stad.
Nuna er ég hér

Hvernig svo sem fer.

Eg er kominn heim

Song by: Emerich Kalman
Lyrics by: Jon Sigurésson
ArtistsOdinn Valdimarsson

ATH**

haegt ad setja capd a 3 band og spila lagid i C

pba eru hljémarnir mun vidradanlegri.

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

Vid byggjum saman beze i sveit
sem brosir méti sol.

Par ungu lifi landid mitt

mun lja og veita skjol.

S4l sleer silfri a voga,

sjadu jokulinn loga.

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

Ad ferdalokum finn ég pig

sem mér fagnar hdndum tveim.
Eg er kominn heim,

ja, ég er kominn heim.

S4l sleer silfri a 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.

€g er kominn heim.

| Blaum Skugga

Song by: Sigurdur Bjdla Gardarsson
Lyrics by: Sigurdur Bjola Gardarsson
ArtistsStudmenn

i blaum skugga af broshyrum reyr.
Vid eigum pipu, kannski eilitid meir.

Vid eigum von og allt sem er deemt og deyr.

Uu Yy uu uy
00 00 U U0

Vid attum kaggann, pufur og pras
og kannski dreytil i timans glas.
En hvad er pad, a vid gott lyfjagras.

Uu Yy uu uy
00 00 U U0

Basunu solo:

Og begar vorid kemur a kreik,
ba tek ég flugid og fae mér reyk.
Hann er min trd og festa i lifsins leik.

Uu Yy Uy uy
00 00 U0 U0

Uu Yy Uy uy
00 00 U0 U0

Uy uu uu uu
VVRVR

Dixieland kafli:

| brekkunni

Song by: Jén Olafsson
Lyrics by: Bjartmar Gudlaugsson
ArtistsBraedurnir Brekkan

Pegar agustnoéttin nalgast,

nyt ég pess ad vera til.

Teeli i hugan forna huldumey.

Ad vera medi dalnum,

er pad eina sem ég vil.

Pa er gledin folskvalaus a heimaey.

Med rémantik og reyktan lunda,
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rolti eg til vina funda.

Astin enn i gémlum garpahjértum byr.
Par er mannsins mykt og geeska.

Par er undurfégur seska,

en i dag ad yrkja lifsins aevintyr.

i brekkunni er sungié datt

um hetjudad og hof.
Gullkornin sem Geir og Asi

faerdu oss ad gjof.

Um astir, vif og villta strengi

um stranga sokn og géda drengi
og hetjudad a ystu nof.

Um bjarta von hja bliGum meyjum
perlurnar hans Arna ur eyjum

og ofurmenni eins og Binna i grof.

Eg raula bjartar vonir vakna
Eg raula bjartar vonir vakna
vokva salina og sakna

einhvers sem &g veit, ad er hér eflaust enn.

Um dalinn prumukatur dansa
0g augun i pér glansa
Undir fijosakletti af ast ég innan brenn.

i brekkunni er sungié datt

um hetjudad og hof.
Gullkornin sem Geir og Asi

faerdu oss ad gjof.

Um astir, vif og villta strengi

um stranga sokn og géda drengi
og hetjudad a ystu nof.

Um bjarta von hja bliGum meyjum
perlurnar hans Arna ur eyjum

og ofurmenni eins og Binna i grof.

0, Maria mig langar heim

Song by: Tills Wilkins
Lyrics by: Olafur Gaukur Pérhallsson
ArtistsYmsir

Hann sigldi it um héfin bla i 17 ar
og sjémennsku kunni hann upp a har,
Hann saknadi alla ti6 stulkunnar

og mynd hennar stédugt i hjarta hann bar.

O, Maria mig langar heim.
O, Maria mig langar heim.
Pvi heima vil ég helst vera.
O, Maria hja pér.

i héfnum var hann hrékur mikils fagnadar
hann heilladi par allar stulkurnar

en aldrei hann meyjarnar augum leit

pad atti ekki vid hann ad rjufa sin heit.

O, Maria mig langar heim.
O, Maria mig langar heim.
Pvi heima vil ég helst vera.
O, Maria hja pér.

Loks kom ad pvi, hann vildi halda heim a leid
til hennar sem sat par og beid og beid

hann heetti til sjos, tok sinn hatt og staf

og heimleidis sigldi um élgandi haf.

O, Maria mig langar heim.
O, Maria mig langar heim.
Pvi heima vil ég helst vera.
O, Maria hja pér.

En fleyid bar hann aldrei heim ad fjardarstrond.

Hann siglir ei lengur um ékunn 16nd.
En Maria bidur og bidur enn
Hun bidur og vonar hann komi nu senn.

O, Maria mig langar heim.
O, Maria mig langar heim.
Pvi heima vil ég helst vera.
O, Maria hja pér.

Song by: Gylfi £gisson
Lyrics by: Gylfi A£gisson
ArtistsHermann Gunnarsson

Ut & golfid ekkert stress
Ja ut a golfid vertu hress
Ja nu er kominn timi til ad dansa

Ja pad var lagid lif og fjor
NU loksins gat ég ytt ar vor
Og etla ekki ad stoppa i alla nott

Er dansinn dunar ég yngri verd
Og ekkert munar um fulla ferd
Nei pa er ekki verid neitt ad stansa

Eg gaeti dansad endalaust
Allt fra vetri fram & haust
Ef ég bara musik fengi ndg

Dansa, hvad er betr'en ad dansa

| dansi gledst ég sérhverja stund
Dansa hvad er betr’'en ad dansa vid
Dému sem kat og Iétt er i lund

Eg 28 um golfid einsog ljén
Og er pad sjalfsagt ei fogur sjon
En mér er sam’'um pad ég verd ad dansa

Eg utras adra ei betri fae
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Eftir tuttugu daga a see
Og eetla pvi ad dansa i alla nott

Dansa, hvad er betr'en ad dansa

| dansi gledst ég sérhverja stund
Dansa hvad er betr'en ad dansa vid
DOmu sem kat og létt er i lund

Er dansinn dunar ég yngri verd
Og ekkert munar um fulla ferd
Nei pa er ekki verid neitt ad stansa

Eg gaeti dansad endalaust
Allt fra vetri fram a haust
Ef ég bara musik fengi ndg

Eg a8 um golfid einsog ljén
Og er pad sjalfsagt ei fogur sjén

En mér er sam’um pad ég verd ad dansa

Eg utras adra ei betri fa

Eftir tuttugu daga a see

Og eetla pvi ad dansa i alla nott
Og eetla pvi ad dansa i alla nott
| alla nott

| alla nott

| alla nétt.

Song by: Sveinbjorn Grétarsson asamt fleirum.

Lyrics by: Greifarnir
ArtistsGreifarnir

Pid sem komud hér i kvold
(vonandi skemmtid ykkur vel)

Eg veit pid h6fdud med ykkur tjold
(drekki®d ykkur ekki i hel)

Pid komud ekki til ad sofa

(i tjaldi verdid ekki ein)

fjori skal ég ykkur lofa
(daudur bak vid neesta stein).

Upp a palli, inn i tjaldi, ati fljoti
vonandi skemmtid ykkur vel.

Illa drukkin, inni skogi, hvar er tjaldid,
vonandi skemmtid ykkur vel.

petta er sdngur til pin og min
(pu matt alveg syngja med)
okkar sem drekkum eins og svin
(svo fljoti ut um eyru og nef).

Upp a palli, inn i tjaldi, ati fljoti
vonandi skemmtid ykkur vel.

Illa drukkin, inni skogi, hvar er tjaldid,
vonandi skemmtid ykkur vel.

bar sem hjartad sler

Song by: Halldér Gunnar Palsson
Lyrics by: Magnus P6r Sigmundsson
ArtistsFjallabreedur asamt fleirum.

Capo a 4. bandi

Kveikjum eldana
Par sem hjart ad sleer
Kvei kjum eldana
Par sem hjart ad sleer

Sja, Heimaey og Herjolfsdal
Par sem hjortun sla i takt vid allt
sem i a&@dunum rennur

sem a huganum brennur

hér i brekkunni

par kveikjum vid eld , eld

Tengjum huga hjart’og sal
par sem hjartad sleer
par sem hjartad sleer

Kveikjum eldana
Par sem hjartad sleer
Kveikjum eldana
Par sem hjartad slaer

Sja, Heimaey og Herjolfsdal
Par sem hjortun sla i takt vid allt
sem i a@dunum rennur

sem a huganum brennur

hér i brekkunni

par kveikjum vid eld ,eld

Tengjum huga hjarta’ og sal
par sem hjartad sleer
par sem hjartad sleer

Tengjum huga hjarta’ og sal
par sem hjartad sleer
par sem hjartad sleer

pei, pei

i Herjolfsdal
ho, hé

i fiallasal
hei, hei

i Herjolfsdal

bei, pei

i Herjolfsdal
ho, hé

i fiallasal
hei, hei

i Herjolfsdal




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

Bls. 112

Tengjum huga hjarta' og sal
par sem hjartad sleer
par sem hjartad sleer

Tengjum huga hjarta' og sal
par sem hjartad sleer
par sem hjartad sleer

Pad geta ekki allir verid gordjoss

Song by: Bragi Valdimar Skulason
Lyrics by: Bragi Valdimar Skulason
ArtistsPall Oskar Hjalmtysson asamt fleirum.

Likt og fuglinn Fonix ris
fogur litil diskodis

upp ur djupinu

gegnum diskoljosafoss.
Eg er flottur, ég er fraegur,
ég er kandis kandifloss.

U, 4, 4,0, 0.
U, 4, 4,004,400

Songroddin er silkimjuk
sjaid bara pennan buk
instant klassik

her er allt a réttum stad.
Eg er fagur, ég er fridur,
€g er glamur gummelad.

A, a, a4, a4a,a,a,a, a.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir verid toff.

pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
eins og ég.

A, ha, ha.
A a3, 4a,4a,4a,a,a,a.
U, a,a,q, 4, a, .

Hudinni i Dior drekkt,
dressid 6adfinnanlegt
hvilik fegurd

hvad get ég sagt?

Eg er dundur, ég er disko,
pad er mikid i mig lagt.

pPad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir verid toff.

pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
eins og ég.

a, ha.
a,
u

A
A
U

[y

, a.

,a,a,a,a,a,a
J,0,0,0,0,0,0

c

pPad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir verid hit.

Pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
pad geta' ekki allir verid hann.
Pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

pPad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir feikad' pad
eins og ég.

A, ha, ha.
A a, a, a4, a, a, a, a.

ba kemur pu

Song by: Jén Olafsson
Lyrics by: Bjorn Jérundur Fridbjoérnsson
ArtistsNy Donsk

Prystingurinn i loftinu er vedrid inni mér

P6 ég laekki um eitt millibar, get ég ekkert sagt a ekkert svar
Stormurinn a undan logninu er bidin eftir pér

NU spair roki og spair kvida, aframhaldandi kuldum vida
Hveneer get ég haett ad skrida og gengid

uppréttur

Pa kemur pu

Pa kemur pu

Pa rofar til & milli hrida

Pu ert fridurinn a milli strida
Svo kemur pu

Svo kemur pu

pér fylgir jafnan logn og blida
Sunnanatt og almenn pida

P6 ég bidji um nyja vedurspa er ekkert vist ad ur henni raetis
Er dhugasamur um eigin grédur en hef aldrei verid veturfr6d
Laegoirnar sem leggjast a mig koma i veg fyrir ad ég keetist
Pegar dagurinn verdur aldrei bjartur og

hugurinn ordinn bikarsvartur

Eins og ébotnadur fyrripartur, érimadur

Pa kemur pu
Pa kemur pu
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Pa rofar til a milli hrida

Pu ert fridurinn a milli strida
Svo kemur pu

Svo kemur pu

Pér fylgir jafnan logn og blida
Sunnanatt og almenn pida

Pa kemur pu

Pa kemur pu

Pa rofar til a milli hrida

Pu ert fridurinn a milli strida
Svo kemur pu

Svo kemur pu

Pér fylgir jafnan logn og blida
Sunnanatt og almenn pida

Pl veist hvad eg meina mar

Song by: Sigurjon Ingdlfsson
Lyrics by: Gudjon Weihe
ArtistsSkitamorall

Pu veist hvad ég meina maer
munarblossar ginna

Komdu par sem freisting faer
fylling vona sinna

HIjétt i vestri kvedur kvold
kvikna eldar neetur

Tap og keeti taka vold
titra hjartareetur

Dalsins lifi greidum gjold
gledin sanna lokkar
Prain vaknar pusundfoéld
pessi nott er okkar

Pu veist hvad ég meina maer
munarblossar ginna

Komdu par sem freisting faer
fylling vona sinna

Pu veist hvad ég meina maer
munarblossar ginna

Komdu par sem freisting faer
fylling vona sinna

Medan noéttin framhja fer
Fljooid astarblida

Inn i tjaldi tradu mér
teekifaerin bida

Vinnum astarheitid hér
hjortun latum maetast
Enginn veit og enginn sér
okkar drauma reetast

Pu veist hvad ég meina maer
munarblossar ginna
Komdu par sem freisting faer

fylling vona sinna

Pu veist hvad ég meina meer
munarblossar ginna

Komdu par sem freisting feer
fylling vona sinna

Dalsins lifi greidum gjold
gledin sanna lokkar
Prain vaknar pusundféld
pessi nott er okkar....

Pu veist hvad ég meina meer
munarblossar ginna

Komdu par sem freisting feer
fylling vona sinna

Pu veist hvad ég meina meer
munarblossar ginna

Komdu par sem freisting feer
fylling vona sinna

fylling vona sinna

fylling vona sinna

fylling vona sinna

fylling vona sinna

fylling vona sinna




