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All My Loving

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

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

I'll write home every day,

and I'll send all my loving to you.

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

I'll pretend that I'm kissing

the lips | am missing

and hope that my dreams will come true.
And then while I'm away

I'll write home every day,

and I'll send all my loving to you.

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

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

Song by: Ingdlfur bérarinsson Lyrics by: Ingélfur bérarinsson Artistsingé og Vedurgudirnir

Sidan pu férst hef ég verid med magakveisu.
Skildir ekkert eftir, nema pessa peysu.

Verst finnst mér p6 ad ndna ertu med honum.
Veistu hvad hann hefur verid med mérgum konum?

Svo fardu bara, mér er alveg sama.
Eg poli ekki svona barnaskdladrama.
Eg aetla ad pakka i téskurnar og flytja til

Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.

Allar stelpurnar hér eru i bikini

0g €g er buinn ad gleyma peysuflikinni.
Eg laga harid og syp af stut,

buinn ad gleyma hvernig pu litur ut.

i spilavitinu kasta ég teningum,

i fyrsta sinn a ég helling af peningum.
Borga med einhverju korti fra pér
sem ég tok alveg évart med mér

til Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.

Alla daga ég sit hér i sdlinni,
minnugur pess pegar ég var i olinni.
PU sagdir mér pa ad prifa og pvo,
medan i takinu hafdir tvo.

Nuna situr pu eftir i stpunni,

ofrisk og einmana, alveg a kupunni.
Og pbennan song hef ég sér til pin ort
0g ég vona ad ég fai kort

til Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
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Blakkur

Song by: Ameriskt pjédlag Lyrics by: Jénas Arnason ArtistsJénas Arnason

Eg vaknadi fyrir viku sidan

er vetrarnaéttin rikti hljod

og sa par standa Blakk minn bruna

i bleikri porra manans gléd.

Svo reyst'ann allt i einu héfud

med opinn flipann og hneggjadi hatt
og ték sidan stokk med strok i augum
og stefndi heim i nordur att.

Su leid er erfid gamli garpur.

PuU getur ei sigrad pau reginfjoll

b6 steelt sé pin bringa og faetur fimir
pin freegbar saga senn er Gll.

A gryttum mel par sem geisar stormur
med grimdar frost og hridarkof

€g sé hvar pu liggur klarinn kaski
med klakadar nasir og sprunginn hoéf

Pu skildir mig einan eftir Blakkur.
NU enginn vinur dvelst mér hja
og enginn hlustar & mitt elliraus
um geskustddvarnar nordurfra.
En i brjésti minu byr eirdarleysi,
eykur og magnar sina glod.

Mitt ulfgraa hofud hatt ég reisi
og held i nordur i pina sldd.
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Brown Eyed Girl

Song by: Van Morrison Lyrics by: Van Morrison ArtistsVan Morrison

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

Skippin' and a jumpin’

In the misty morning fog with our

Our hearts thumpin'

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

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

Hiding behind a rainbow's wall

Slippin' and a-slidin'

All along the waterfall

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

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

Latida

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

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

sometimes I'm overcome thinkin' bout it

Making love in the green grass

Behind the stadium.

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

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

Latida
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Dagny

Song by: Sigfts Halldérsson Lyrics by: Témas Gudmundsson ArtistsYmsir flytiendur

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 ungum,
hid ljufasta ur Il6gunum minum,
€g las pad ur augunum pinum.

P6tt humi um heidar og voga,

mun himinsins stjornudyré loga

um ast okkar, yndi og fognud

p6 andvarans séngroédd sé pognud.
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Ekkert breytir pvi

Song by: Jens Hansson Lyrics by: Stefan Hilmarsson ArtistsSalin hans J6ns 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 & tidum & 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.
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Fram a nott

Song by: Bjorn Jérundur Fridbjornsson Lyrics by: Bjérn Jorundur Fridbjornsson ArtistsNy Donsk

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

og atti erfitt med ad midla malum.

Pu vardst ad ganga rekinn i kut,

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 é€g inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.
Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma fram a nott.
Hvernig kemst é€g inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.
Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma.

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

er pad sér ur pessu vandraedi vid bokum.

Pu vardst ad ganga rekinn i kut,

til pess ad verda ei fyrir adkasti mannanna,
Og b6 ad pu litir alls ekki ut fyrir ad lifa
eftir lIdigum 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.
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Have you ever seen the rain

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

Someone told me long ago,

there's a calm before the storm,

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

| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
Coming down a sunny day

Yesterday and days before,

sun is cold and rain is hot

| know, been that way for all my time.

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

| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
Coming down a sunny day

| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
| want to know,

have you ever seen the rain
Coming down a sunny day
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Heyr mina bn

Song by: Nicola Salerno Lyrics by: Olafur Gaukur bérhallsson ArtistsElly Vilhjaims

Heyr mina baen, mildasti bleer.
Berdu kvedju mina’ yfir hof.
Syngdu honum saknadarljod.
Vanga hans blitt vermir pu sol
vorum mjukum, kysstu hans bra.
Astarord hvisla mér fra.

Syngid pid fuglar ykkar fegursta ljodalag
flytjid honum i indaelum 60i astarljéd mitt.

Heyr mina baen, bara vid strond.
Blitt pu vaggar honum vid barm,
par til svefninn sigur a bra.
Draumheimi i dveljum vid pa
daga langa saman tvo ein.

Heyr mina baenir og prar.

Syngid pid fuglar ykkar fegursta ljodalag
flytjid honum i indaelum 60i astarljéd mitt.

Heyr mina baen, bara vid strond.
Blitt pu vaggar honum vid barm,
par til svefninn sigur a bra.
Draumheimi i dveljum vid pa
daga langa saman tvo ein.

Heyr minar baenir og prar.
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Hjalpadu mer upp

Song by: Bjorn Jérundur Fridbjornsson Lyrics by: Bjérn Jorundur Fridbjornsson 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 skridid 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.

Pa! 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.
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House of the Rising Sun

Song by: Ameriskt pjédlag Lyrics by: Ameriskt pjédlag 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,

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.
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Hryssan min bla

Song by: Bjarni Hafpér Helgason Lyrics by: Bjarni Hafpér Helgason ArtistsSkridjoklarnir asamt fleirum.

Hryssan min bla, hryssa, hryssa bla
segdu peim okkar zevintyrum fra,
sjaldan vid vorum heimaslédum a
en verdum alltaf peim fra, ja.

Manstu min keera gresjurnar
Akrafjéllin, Esjurnar?

Ja, manstu’er vid ridum dalina
og alla fjallasalina?

Hryssan min bla, hryssa, hryssa bla
segdu peim okkar zevintyrum fra,
sjaldan vid vorum heimaslédum a
en verdum alltaf peim fra, ja.

Manstu’er vid hittum Raud a Stong
og pu heyrdir svanasong?

En folaldid hvita seinna vard

uti vid Svartaskard.

Hryssan min bla, hryssa, hryssa bla
segdu peim okkar zevintyrum fra,
sjaldan vid vorum heimaslédum a
en verdum alltaf peim fra, ja.

Pegar ég lit a farinn veg
heillar mig minningin,
pokkud er sambud yndisleg
og lika vidkynningin.

Hryssan min bla, hryssa, hryssa bla
segdu peim okkar zevintyrum fra,
sjaldan vid vorum heimaslédum a
en verdum alltaf peim fra, ja.
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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!

I 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.
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Kyrrlatt kvold

Song by: Bubbi Morthens Lyrics by: borlakur Kristinsson ArtistsUtangardsmenn

Pad er kyrrlatt kvold vid fjordinn,
rydgad liggur barujarn vid veginn.
Mavurinn, mukkinn og vargurinn
hvergi finna innyflin.

Medan pung vaka fjoll yfir hafi

i pdgn stendur verksmidjan ein,
svona langt fra hafi,

ekkert okkar snyr aftur heim.

pvi allir foru sudur i haust

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

pvi nam vart med 6dru en hnerra.

Pvi daudaddm sinn kvad hann upp og glotti,
porpsbua hann hafdi ad hadi og spotti.
Sildin farin, fer ég lika

sudur a bankanna val.
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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.
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Little talks

Song by: Brynjar Leifsson dsamt fleirum. Lyrics by: Nanna Bryndis Hilmarsdottir asamt fleirum. ArtistsOf Monsters and Men

Capo a 1. bandi the screams all sound the same hey!
though the truth may vary this

hey ship will carry our

hey bodies safe to shore

hey

| don't like walking round this old and empty house Though the truth may vary this

so hold my hand i'll walk with you my dear ship will carry our

The stairs creak as | sleep, it's keeping me awake bodies safe to shore

It's the house telling you to close your eyes though the truth may vary this

and some days | can't even trust myself ship will carry our

it's killing me to see you this way bodies safe to shore

Cause though the truth may vary this
ship will carry our
bodies safe to shore

hey

hey

hey

There's an old voice in my head that's holding me back

tell her that | miss our little talks

soon it will be over and buried with our past

we used to play outside when we were young and full of life and full of love
some days | think that I'm wrong when | am right

your mind is playing tricks on you my dear

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!
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Lukku Laki

Song by: Hallbjérn Hjartarson Lyrics by: Jén Vikingsson ArtistsHallbjérn Hjartarson

Eftir gresjunni kemur madur ridandi hesti a
Arizona er stadur sem hann hefur meetur a
Léttfeti er hans fakur dyggur og gédur pjonn
Lukku Laki er katur laganna vordur og pjonn

Med sexhleypunni er hann sneggri

en skugginn ad skjota i mark

Léttfeti hans med hrekki

gerir oft mikid hark

Lukku Laki er feti framar en adrir menn
Eg held bara ad enginn geti

sigrad hann Laka enn

i eldlinu badir standa og skiptast pa jafnan &
ad bjarga hvor 66rum ur vanda

sem herjar pa bada a

Reaeningja drasl og lydur Laka oft skjota a

en laki samt snoggur sem skugginn

ad klappa peim hausinn a

Med sexhleypunni er hann sneggri

en skugginn ad skjota i mark

Léttfeti hans med hrekki

gerir oft mikid hark

Lukku Laki er feti framar en adrir menn
Eg held bara ad enginn geti

sigrad hann Laka enn

Daltonar nokkrir gera Laka oft lifid leitt

fangelsin i sundur peir skera og komast pa jafnan i feitt
Laki pa jafnan finnur og feerir i his a ny

og jobbi litli dalton stynur: ég bratt af pér hausinn sny

Med sexhleypunni er hann sneggri

en skugginn ad skjota i mark

Léttfeti hans med hrekki

gerir oft mikid hark

Lukku Laki er feti framar en adrir menn
Eg held bara ad enginn geti

sigrad hann Laka enn

Svo rida peir badir brottu og blistra sitt gamla lag
og skrifarar allir glottu- ja petter ordid gott i dag
en vinirnir halda afram og fina sér annan stad
Leéttfeti og Lukku Laki koma sko skapinu i lag
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Lukkutroll

Song by: B.Ragnarsson Lyrics by: B.Ragnarsson asamt fleirum. ArtistsLjotu Halfvitarnir

Einn, tveir og priiir!
(s06lo)

NU aetlum vid sko ut sjo ad veida nokkrar ysur,
eda porska eda kola eda bara hnisur.

En ef ad illa gengur pad er

breel' og veidin virdist 6ll i mo-o-oll

vid notum lukkutroll.

Pakpappi og gummiskér og pingeyskir strokkar,
pett' og fleira faum vid i lukkutrollid okkar.

Pad bjargar alltaf méralnum a

sjonum er vid héfum fengid né-6-6g

af pvi ad vera & sjé.

Aa (- 44 - aa)

utstiminu gerum klart i gallana vid forum,

i gummistigvél sem ad Reynir seld' okkur i pérum.
En stundum slaknar Weberinn of

mikid og pad slithar einhver vi-i-ir

pba eru god rad dyr.

En peramin og krabbamein og ponokkrir sokkar,
petta og fleira faum vid i lukkutrollid okkar.

Pad bjargar alltaf méralnum a

sjonum er vid héfum fengid né-6-6g

af pvi ad vera & sjé.

Eé (- éé - ééq)

er ordinn sjéveikur med svakalega drullu,
selirnir og mukkarnir peir 2el' a mig a fullu.
Og pad er bara rok og stundum

rigning og svo brotnar eitthvad do-6-6t

€g er i krummafot.

En turtappar ur Litlu Ljot og teelenskir hnokkar,
og teletébbi faum vid i lukkutrollid okkar.

Pad bjargar alltaf méralnum a

sjonum er vid héfum fengid né-6-6g

af pvi ad vera & sjé.

S6 (- sO - s0)
16.
(x2)

Aa (- aa - aa)

Andskotinn hann maett' um bord og eydilagdi netid,
og af pvi vard nu heljartjon sem verdur ekki metid.
Og kokkurinn er pipari og

kann pess vegna ekk' ad elda nei-i-itt

og pad er pirrandi.

En naflakusk og kettlingar og notadir smokkar,

nog af 6llu faum vid i lukkutrollid okkar.
(Heegt mikid a og svo spilad hradar og hradar)

Pad bjargar alltaf méralnum og
hristir okkur strakana a
togaranum saman pegar

pad er allt i minus og vid

erum ordnir blautir og vid
nennum ekki ad horfa & sdmu
klammyndina einu sinni

enn og svo er skipstjérinn med
alzheimer og ratar ekki i

land sem veer' i lagi ef ad
kellingarnar veeru ekki i
talstddinni nétt og nytan

dag med veel og leidindi og
kjolsvinid er punglynt og

rytir allar naetur svo vid

getum ekki sofid og pad

er bar' allt i tdmu tjoni a
sjonum og vid héfum fengid
nog (- nég - nég)

Af pvi ad vera - a-a sjo-6-0.
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Mercedes Benz

Song by: Bob Neuwirth Lyrics by: Michael McClure ArtistsJanis Joplin

Oh Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz

My friends all drive Porsches, | must make amends
Worked hard all my life time, no help from my friends
So Lord won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz.

Oh Lord, won't you buy me a color TV
No dialing for dollars is trying to find me
I'll wait for delivery each day until three
So Lord won't you buy me a color TV.

Oh Lord, won't you buy me a night on the town
I’m counting on you Lord please don’t let me down
Prove that you love me and buy the next round
So Lord won't you buy me a night on the town.

Everybody !

Oh Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz

My friends all drive Porsches, | must make amends
Worked hard all my life time, no help from my friends
So Lord won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz.
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Minning um mann

Song by: Gylfi Z£gisson Lyrics by: Gylfi Agisson ArtistsLogar

Nu eetla ég ad syngja ykkur litid fallegt 1jod

um ljufan dreng sem fallinn er nu fra,

um dreng sem atti sorgir en avallt samt pé st6d
sperrtur p6 ad sitthvad gengi a.

| kofaskrifli bjé hann, sem litinn veitti yl,

svo andvaka a néttum oft hann |a.

Pa Portugal hann teygadi, pad gerdi ekkert til,
pad tokst med honum yl i sig ad fa.

Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.

Bornum var hann gédur, en sum p6 hreeddust hann,
pau haeddu hann og gerdu ad honum gys.

Pau pekktu ei, litlu greyin, pennan maeta mann,
margt er pad sem boérnin fara a mis.

Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.

Munid pid ad daema ei eftir utlitinu menn,

en ymsum yfir pessa hluti sést.

En til er pad ad flagd er undir fogru skinni enn,
fegurdin ad innan pykir best.

Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.

NU lj6did er & enda um pennan sémasvein,
sem ad pradi brennivin ur stee.

Hann liggur nu a kistubotni og Iuin hvilir bein
i 6skuhrugu i Vestmannaeyjabee.

Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.
Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.
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Maninn fullur

ArtistsYmsir

Maninn fullur fer um geiminn
fagrar langar neetur.

Er hann kannski ad haeda heiminn
hrjadan sér vid faetur?

Fullur oft hann er,

pbad er ekki fallegt,

onei pad er ljott

ad flaekjast hér og flakka par

a fylleryi um naetur.
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Song by: Bubbi Morthens Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens ArtistsEgo
Maoadir, hvar er barnid pitt,

svona seint um kvald.

Maoadir, hvar er yndid pitt,

pokan er svo kold.

Pokan synir hryllingsmynd,
pvol er stulkuhond.

Ut ar pokunni lidur kynjamynd
med egghvasst jarn.

Opid, inni pokunni,

til jardar féll par hljott.

Starandi augu, skeeldur munnur,
0 blddid rann svo hljott.

Litil stulka a heidinni

villst hefur af leid.

Hun hitti mann a leidinni

undan krumlum hans par sveid.

Maoadir, hvar er barnid pitt,
svona seint um kvold.
Maoadir, hvar er yndid pitt,
pokan er svo kold.

Pokan synir hryllingsmynd,
pvol er stulkuhond.

Ut ar pokunni lidur kynjamynd
med egghvasst jarn.

Opid, inni pokunni,

til jardar féll par hljott.

Starandi augu, skeeldur munnur,
0 blddid rann svo hljott.

Litil stulka a heidinni

villst hefur af leid.

Huan hitti mann a leidinni

undan krumlum hans par sveid.
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0g pa stundi Mundi

Song by: irskt pjédlag Lyrics by: Jonas Arnason ArtistsPapar asamt fleirum.

Hann Mundi a sjoinn i fyrsta sinn fér

a fjértanda arinu, litill og mjor.

Og pad sem hann dré hirti husbondi hans

og hét pvi ad koma’ honum pannig til manns.

Og pa stundi Mundi:

“Petta er nog! Petta er ndg!
Eg poli ekki lengur

ad pveelast a sj6.”

Hja Munda var litid um leik eda hvild.
Hann lenti eftir fermingu nordur a sild
og sidan a linu og sidan a net
og sidan a linu og aftur a net.

Og aska hans leid, og hann vann og hann vann,
pvi vinnan hun “géfgar og beetir hvern mann.”
En litid var pad sem ur bytum hann bar,

pvi blablonk ad jafnadi utgerdin var.

Hann vard af pvi hokinn, hann vard af pvi grar
ad velkjast a togurum prjatiu ar.

| storsjé og agjof hann stéd sina plikt

med sting fyrir brjosti og kréniska gigt.

i hifingu eitt sinn hann hentist a vir,

og hurfu par fingur hans tveir eda prir.

| annad sinn bobbing hann ona sig fékk,
og eftir pad haltur og skakkur hann gekk.

Til fimmtugs hann praukadi, en pa fékk hann slag,
og pad gerdist einmitt & sjdbmannadag.

Og sungid var pa eins og sungid er enn

um saerokna, vindbarda Hrafnistumenn.
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One More Cup of Coffee

Song by: Bob Dylan Lyrics by: Bob Dylan ArtistsBob Dylan

Your Breath is sweet, your eyes are like
Two jewels in the sky

Your back is straight your hair is smooth

On the pillow where you lie.

But | don't sense affection

No gratitude or love.

Your loyalty is not me but to the stars above

One more cup of coffee for the road.
One more cup of coffee for | go,
To the valley below.

Your daddy he's an outlaw

And a wanderer by trade.

He'll teach you how to pick an choose
And how to throw the blade.

And he oversees his kingdom

So no stranger does intrude.

His voice it trembles as he calls out
For another plate of food

One more cup of coffee for the road.
One more cup of coffee for | go,
To the valley below.

Your sister sees the future

Like your momma and yourself.
You've never learned to read or write
There's no books upon your shelf.
And your pleasure know no limits
Your voice is like a meadow larks.
But your heart is like an ocean
Mysterious and dark.

One more cup of coffee for the road.
One more cup of coffee for | go,
To the valley below.
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Ridum sem fjandinn

Song by: Sudur Afriskt pjédlag Lyrics by: Sigurdur bérarinsson ArtistsHelgi Bjornsson asamt fleirum.

Ridum, ridum, rekum yfir sandinn,
ridum sem fjandinn

skellum i gandinn

svona skemmtir sér landinn.

Hee!

Ridum, ridum, rekum yfir sandinn,
ridum sem fjandinn

stillum ei gandinn

petta er storkostlegt geim.

pad er fullt af bruggi i fléskunni
og flatbraudsneid i tdskunni

og gldd er enn i dskunni

vid komum 6skufullir heim.
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Stal og hnifur

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

Pegar ég vaknadi um morguninn,
er pu komst inn til min.

Horund pitt eins og silki,

andlitid eins og postulin

Vid bryggjuna batur vaggar hljétt

i nétt mun ég deyja.

Mig dreymdi daudinn sagdi: "Komdu fljétt,
pad er svo margt sem ég aetla pér ad segja."

Ef ég drukkna, drukkna i nétt,
ef peir mig finna.

Pu getur komid og mig sott,
pa vil ég a pad minna.

Stal og hnifur er merkid mitt,
merki farandverkamanna.

pitt var mitt og mitt var pitt
medan ég bjé 4 medal manna.
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Stori dagurinn

Song by: Baldur Ragnarsson Lyrics by: Snaebjorn Ragnarsson asamt fleirum. ArtistsLjétu Halfvitarnir

Capo 4. band

Eg mundi ekki eftir henni mOmmu svona katri,
meér leist ekki a pad pegar inn i bur hun gekk.
»Hérna faerdu, litli katur, haug af suru slatri

pvi, heillin min, i dag pu att ad byrja i fyrsta bekk.*
pvi, heillin min, i dag pu att ad byrja i fyrsta bekk"

Eg kunni ekki plis og minus, kunni ekki ad stafa,
kunni ekki litina og benti mémmu a pad.

Liklega pa vilja bérnin litid med mig hafa

og lemja mig i klessu eda taka'i nasabad.

Og lemja mig i klessu eda taka'i nasabad.

Mamma tok petta ekki gilt og mig i bilinn leiddi,
margoft sagdist ekki nenna ad hlusta a petta sud.
,Voda seetur”, sagdi hun og vandlega mér greiddi,
,0g vandraedi pu leysir med ad hlusta bara a Gud.”
,0g vandraedi pu leysir med ad hlusta bara a Gud.”

Lengst i burt hun keyrdi svo og leit ekki til baka,
Iét mig ekki einu sinni hafa nestid mitt.

par var einmitt rigbraudssneid og risa skuffukaka
og rusinur ja pegar ég er buinn med allt hitt.

Og rusinur ja pegar ég er buinn med allt hitt.

Feiminn gekk upp tréppurnar med fjolublaar laffur,
furdu erfitt lifid pegar allt a maéti blees.

Konan sagoi ad fotin eettu ad fara i merktar skuaffur,
ég fann bara aldrei mina enda ekki ordinn lzes.

Eg fann bara aldrei mina enda ekki ordinn lees.

Svo for ég inn i stofu nimer fimmhundrud og atta
med fidring baedi og 6gledi i litla mallanum.
Furdulegur baedi var og frekar utangatta,

peim fannst ég vera skritinn svona i utigallanum.
peim fannst ég vera skritinn svona i utigallanum.

Pau hlégu ad mér og allt i einu hafdi ég vist pissad
heilmikid i buxurnar og gratandi ut gekk.

Mamma, sko ég sagdi pér ad vel ég 6skop vissi'ad
€g veeri ekki tilbuinn ad kenna fyrsta bekk.

€g veeri ekki tilbuinn ad kenna fyrsta bekk.

Eg veeri ekki tilbdinn ad kenna fyrsta bekk.

La, la, Ia, la, la, la

La, la, la, la, la, Ia, la la, la
La, la, Ia, la, la, Ia, la, la, la
La, la, Ia, la, la, Ia, la la, la
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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 Josep, hvar er karimannslundin
og kjarkur sa er prydir hraustann mann.
Hvenaer ma ég klerkinn panta,

kjarkinn ma ei vanta

Josep, Josep, nefndu daginn pann
Hvenaer ma ég klerkinn panta,

kjarkinn ma ei vanta

Josep, Josep, nefndu daginn pann

Pytur i laufi, balid brennur.
Blzerinn hvislar sofdu rott.
hljédur i hafid rédull rennur,
rodnar og bidur géda nott.

Vaka pé ennpa vinir saman
vardeldi hja i fégrum dal .

Lifid er sdngur, 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 a pig,
vertu til ad leggja hond a plog.

Komdu at, pvi ad sélskinid vill sja pig
sveifla haka, raekta nyjan skog.

Stolt siglir fleyid mitt stoérsjénum a,
sterklegur skrokkurinn vaggar til og fra.
Lif okkar allra og limi pad ber

langt ut a sjo, hvert sem pad fer.

Stolt siglir fleyid mitt stoérsjénum a,
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 & bak vid Arnarfell,

hér a reiki er margur 6hreinn andinn,

ur pvi ferd ad skyggja a jokulsvell;

Drottinn leidi drésulinn minn, drjugur verdur sidasti afanginn
Drottinn leidi drésulinn minn, drjugur verdur sidasti afanginn
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Thank You

Song by: Dikta Lyrics by: Haukur Heidar Hauksson ArtistsDikta

(Capé a fyrsta bandi)

In a language learned when no-one was listening
| try my best to tell you how | feel.

Somehow | am sure and this | believe in

this is real.

From my heart | sing to you and I'm hoping
that you'll understand what I'm trying to say
You found a place inside of me and I'm grateful
for each day.

A broken wing can not stop me from flying

I leave no footprints when you're around.

Know yourself, you said, and you made me so proud of
what I've found.

Oh my god, I'm losing it
I'm finally going out of it
My senses tingle, | can hardly breathe

Oh my god, I'm losing it
I'm finally going out of it
| feel my heart, I'm suddenly alive

Thank you

Thank you for the world, the world, the world
Thank you for the life you're making me see
Inside of me

The book is open now and the pen keeps on writing
the story of my life; it starts right here.

Now | reach the stars, can grab them and hold them
with no fear.

| am captivated, completely spellbound
| have found my match.

And the black bird has flown away

the black bird has left me for good.

Oh my god, I'm losing it
I'm finally going out of it
My senses tingle, | can hardly breathe

Oh my god, I'm losing it
I'm finally going out of it
| feel my heart, I'm suddenly alive

Thank you

Thank you for the world, the world, the world
Thank you for the life you're making me see
Inside of me

Thank you

Thank you for the world, the world, the WOI’%
Thank you for the life you're making me see
Inside of me

Thank you

Thank you for the world, the world, the world
Thank you for the life you're making me see
Inside of me
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Undir Dalanna sol

Song by: Bjérgvin b. Valdimarsson Lyrics by: Hallgrimur Jonsson fra Ljarskégum ArtistsAlftagerdisbraedur

Undir Dalanna sél vid minn einfalda 69
hef ég unad vid kyrrlata for.

Undir Dalanna sol hef ég lifad min 1j6d
€g hef leitad og fundi® min svor.

Undir Dalanna sol hef ég geefuna gist
stundum gratid en oftast i fognudi kysst.
Undir Dalanna sél a ég bu mitt og bol
og minn bikar, minn arinn,

minn svefnstad og skjol.
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Vetrarnott

Song by: Agust Atlason Lyrics by: Agust Atlason ArtistsBitlavinafélagid asamt fleirum.

| 6rmum vetrarnaetur

litli baerinn sefur roétt

unga barnid greetur

en ma&dir pess pad huggar skjott.

i baksyn fjéllin ha
snaevipaktir tindar risa.
Fogur sjon ad sja

og nordurljosin allt upp lysa.

Fogrum skruda landid skrydist
slikum vetrarnottum a.
Flaekingsgrey eitt uti hirist,
vosbudin hann kvelur pa.

Er birta fer ad degi,

litli beerinn vaknar skjott.
Hvildar nytur eigi

lengur pessa vetrarnoott.
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Whiskey in the jar

Song by: irskt pjédlag 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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Eg sé um hestinn

Song by: Jerry House Lyrics by: Runar Juliusson ArtistsSkridjoklarnir

Eg sé um hestinn, pt sérd um hnakkinn.
Vid skulum hleypa a skeid.

Eg sé um hestinn, pu sérd um hnakkinn.
Vid skulum fara i utreid reid.

Ut i myrkri®, medfram anni,
fram hja hunangshlédunni
vid munum rida, en su blida,
par til rlar a dagsbirtunni.

Eg sé um hestinn, pt sérd um hnakkinn.
Vid skulum hleypa a skeid.

Eg sé um hestinn, pu sérd um hnakkinn.
Vid skulum fara i utreid reid.
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0, Maria mig langar heim

Song by: Tills Wilkins Lyrics by: Olafur Gaukur bérhallsson ArtistsYmsir

Hann sigldi it um héfin bla i 17 ar

og sjémennsku kunni hann upp a har,
Hann saknadi alla ti6é 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 & leid
til hennar sem sat par og beid og beid

hann haetti til sjés, 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 okunn 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.
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0, nema ég

Song by: Don Gibson Lyrics by: Jén Sigurdsson ArtistsSkapti Olafsson

Oft & vorin haldin eru héradsmot
i hépum pangad saekja baedi sveinn og snot.
og allir skemmta sér a einhvern veg, 6, nema ég.

Pad eiga allir keerustur, sem kyssa pa
og klappa peim i lautum svona til og fra.
Og brosin fra peim fa peir unads leg, 6, nema ég.

Meér alltaf illa gekk og aldrei neitt ég fékk,
sem odrum veittist, pad er alveg satt.

A grasi idar dans og oft i meyjafans

ég endilangur sndéggt um pufur datt.

En héradsmotin heaetta reynist hverjum peim,
sem hrifst af meyjarkinn og blaum augum tveim.
Peir anetjast a einn og annan veg, hae, nema ég.

hae, nema ég.
hae, nema ég.




