AfmadisListi

SO6ngbok buin til a www.guitar party.com



Sdéngbok buin til 8 www.guitarparty.com Bls. 2

Efnisyfirlit

Are you lonesome tonight . . . . . . . L L 4
Bad Moon Rising . . . . . . . L e e e e e e e e e e e 5
Blue Moon Of Kentucky . . . . . . . . . . e e e e e e e e e e e 6
Brimog bodafdll . . . . . . . e 7
Broken strings . . . . . . L L e e e e e e 8
Brown Eyed Girl . . . . . . . L e e e e e e 9
Biddu pabbi . . . . . 10
Canttake myeyesoffyou . . . . . . . . . e 11
Crazy . . e e 12
Downonthe Corner . . . . . . . . . L e 13
Farin . . . 14
Father And Son . . . . . . L 15
Fuck hergently . . . . . . 16
Have youeverseentherain . . . . . . . . . . . . . L 17
HeimiBudardal . . . . . . . . . . . e 18
Here I Go Again . . . . . . . 19
Hey brother . . . . . . . 20
Hey, Soul Sister . . . . . . . . . . 21
Hia Pér . . . . 22
Hjalpadu meérupp . . . . . . . . . . 23
Iwouldwalk 500 miles . . . . . . . . . . . 24
'maBeliever . . . . . . e 25
Jameson . . .. L e e 26
Killing Me Softly With hisSong . . . . . . . . . . . . e 27
Knockin' on heaven'sdoor . . . . . . . . . . e e 28
LastKiss . . . . . . . e 29
Lay backinthearms of someone . . . . . . . . . . .. e e e 30
Living nextdoorto Alice . . . . . . . . L e e 31
Lifid eryndislegt . . . . . . . L e 32
Mamma Mia . . . . . . . e e 33

Minningum mann . . . . . . L L L e e e e e e e 34




Sdéngbok buin til 8 www.guitarparty.com Bls. 3

Morning Has Broken . . . . . . . . . . L e e e e 35
Mrs. Robinson . . . . . . . e e e 36
Popplag i G-dUr . . . . . . . . e e 37
Proud Mary . . . . . . e e e e e 38
Rangur Madur . . . . . . . . e 39
Skjiottumig i nott . . . . . L L e 40
Somewhere over therainbow . . . . . . . L 41
Space Oddity . . . . . . L e e e 42
Standbyme . . . . e 43
Stalog hnifur . . . . . e e 44
Suspicious Minds . . . . . L e e e e 45
Sweet Child Of Mine . . . . . . . . . . . e 46
Traustur VINUr . . . . L L e 47
Who'll stoptherain . . . . . . . e 48
Wonderwall . . . . . . e e 49
AN DN . e e e e 50
Astarfar . . . . 51
bParsem hjartad slaer . . . . . . . L 52
Pykkvabagjarrokk . . . . . . e e e 53

Pakomstvid hjartadimér . . . . . . . . . 54




Sdéngbok buin til 8 www.guitarparty.com

Are you lonesome tonight

Hofundur lags: Lou Handman Héfundur texta: Roy Turk Flytjandi: Elvis Presley

Are You lonesome tonight?
Do You miss me tonight?
Are You sorry we

drifted apart?

Does Your memory stray
tobrighter summer day
when | kissed You and
called You sweetheart?

Do the chairs in Your parlour
seem empty and bare?

Do You gaze at Your doorstep
and picture me there?

Is Your heart filled with pain?
Shall | come back again?
Tell me, Deair,

are You lonesome tonight?
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Bad Moon Rising

Hofundur lags: John Fogherty Hofundur texta: John Fogherty Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival

| 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

| 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
Theres a bad moon on the rise

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
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Blue Moon Of Kentucky

Hoéfundur lags: Bill Monroe Hofundur texta: Bill Monroe Flytjandi: Elvis Presley

Blue moon, blue moon

Blue moon keep shining bright

Blue moon keep on shining bright

You gonna bring me back my baby tonight
Blue moon keep shining bright

| said blue moon of Kentucky keep on shining
shine on the one that's gone and left me blue
| said blue moon of Kentucky keep on shining
Shine on the one that's gone and left me blue

Well it was on one moonlight night

Stars shines bright

Whisper on high

Love said goodbye

Blue moon of Kentucky keep on shining
Shine on the one that's gone and left me blue

| said blue moon of Kentucky keep on shining
shine on the one that's gone and left me blue
| said blue moon of Kentucky keep on shining
Shine on the one that's gone and left me blue

Well it was on one moonlight night

Stars shines bright

Whisper on high

Love said goodbye

Blue moon of Kentucky keep on shining
Shine on the one that's gone and left me blue
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Brim og bodafoll

Héfundur lags: Hreimur Orn Heimisson Héfundur texta: Hreimur Orn Heimisson Flytjandi: Land og Synir

Sél, lystu mina leid,

svo logi sundin bla, a leidinni til pin.

Nott, leidin verdur greid

Meér liggur lifid a, 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,
pa innra med mér fann, ad eitthvad snerti mig.
P34, og eins vel nu &g 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.

NuU, néttin lzedist inn, og breidir Gt sinn fadm,
P 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.
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Broken strings

Hoéfundur lags: Nina Woodford asamt fleirum. Héfundur texta: Nina Woodford asamt fleirum. Flytjandi: Nelly Furtado asamt fleirum.

Capo 1.bandi

Let me hold you

For the last time

It's the last chance to feel again
But you broke me

Now | can’t feel anything

When | love you,

It's so untrue

| can’t even convince myself
When I’'m speaking

It's the voice of someone else

Oh it tears me up
| try to hold on but it hurts too much
| try to forgive but it's not enough to make it all okay

You can’t play on broken strings

you can’t feel anything

that your heart don’t want to feel

| can’t tell you something that ain’t real
Oh the truth hurts

And lies worse

How can | give any more

When | love you a little less than before

Oh what are we doing

We are turning into dust

Playing house in the ruins of us

Running back trough the fire

When there’s nothing left to save

It's like chasing the very last train when it’s too late

Oh it tears me up
| try to hold on but it hurts too much
| try to forgive but it's not enough to make it all okay

You can’t play on broken strings

you can’t feel anything

that your heart don’t want to feel

| can’t tell you something that ain’t real
Oh the truth hurts

And lies worse

How can | give anymore

When | love you a little less than before

But we’re running through the fire
When there’s nothing left to save
It's like chasing the very last train
When we both know it’s too late (too late)

You can’t play on broken strings
you can’t feel anything
that your heart don’t want to feel

| can’t tell you something that ain’t real

Well the truth hurts

And lies worse

How can | give anymore

When | love you a little less than before

Oh you know that | love you a little less than before

Let me hold you for the last time
It's the last chance to feel again
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Brown Eyed Girl

Hofundur lags: Van Morrison Hofundur texta: Van Morrison Flytjandi: Van 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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Biddu pabbi

Hofundur lags: Geoff Stevens asamt fleirum. Hofundur texta: Idunn Steinsdéttir Flytjandi: Vilhjalmur Vilhjaimsson

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 roémi kallad til min var, kallad:

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

Eg stadar nam og stardi &4 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.
AE, ég hljop 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

hun myndi hjalpa mér

Ad meeta vanda peim

sem heima beid. Hun sagdi:

Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
Biddu, pvi ég kem til pin.
AE, ég hljop svo hratt,
ad ég hrasadi og datt.
Biddu pabbi, biddu min.
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Can't take my eyes off you

Hofundur lags: B. Crewe Hofundur texta: B. Gaudio Flytjandi: Frankie Valli

You're just too good to be true
Can't take my eyes off of you
You'd be like heaven to touch
I wanna hold you so much

At long last love has arrived
And | thank God I'm alive
You're just too good to be true
Can't take my eyes of you

Pardon the way that | stare.
There's nothing else to compare.
The sight of you leaves me weak.
There are no words left to speak,
But if you feel like | feel,

Please let me know that it's real.
You're just too good to be true.
Can't take my eyes of you.

| love you baby and if it's quite all right

| need you baby to warm the lonely nights

| love you baby, trust in me when | say

Oh pretty baby, don't bring me down | pray
Oh pretty baby, now that I've found you stay
And let me love you baby, let me love you

You're just too good to be true
Can't take my eyes off of you
You'd be like heaven to touch
I wanna hold you so much

At long last love has arrived
And | thank God I'm alive
You're just too good to be true
Can't take my eyes off of you

| love you baby and if it's quite all right

| need you baby to warm the lonely nights

| love you baby, trust in me when | say

Oh pretty baby, don't bring me down | pray
Oh pretty baby, now that I've found you stay
And let me love you baby, let me love you
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Crazy

Hofundur lags: Danger Mouse Hofundur texta: Cee-Lo Flytjandi: Gnarls Barkley

Capo a 3. bandi

| remember when, | remember,

| remember when | lost my mind

There was something so pleasant about that phase.
Even your emotions had an echo

In so much space

And when you're out there, without care,

Yeah, | was out of touch

But it wasn't because | didn't know enough

| just knew too much

Does that make me crazy?
Does that make me crazy??
Does that make me crazy???
Probably

And | hope that you are having

the time of your life

But think twice, that's my only advice
Come on now, who do you,

who do you, who do you,

who do you think you are,

Ha ha ha bless your soul

You really think you're in control

Well, | think you're crazy!
| think you're crazy!

| think you're crazy,

Just like me.

My heroes had the heart to lose

their lives out on a limb

And all | remember is thinking,

| want to be like them

Ever since | was little,

ever since | was little it looked like fun
And it's no coincidence I've come
And | can die when I'm done

Maybe I'm crazy
Maybe you're crazy
Maybe we're crazy
Probably
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Down on the Corner

Hofundur lags: John Fogherty Hofundur texta: John Fogherty Flytjandi: Creedence 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.
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Farin

Hofundur lags: Einar Bardarson Hofundur texta: Einar Bardarson Flytjandi: Skitamérall

Ertu pa farin, hvort fari ég einn i nétt.
ertu pa farin fra mér?

Hvar ertu ndna, Ertu pa farin,

hvert liggur min leid? ertu pa farin fra mér?

Spyrjum hvort annad
hvort fari ég einn i nétt.

Pad er lidinn langur timi

og ég valdi pessi ord

Skritid 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 nuna,

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 nuna,

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 neaer

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 nuna,

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

Ertu pa farin,

ertu pa farin fra mér?
Hvar ertu nuna,

hvert liggur min leid?
Spyrjum hvort annad
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Father And Son

Hofundur lags: Cat Stevens (Yusuf Islam) Hofundur texta: Cat Stevens (Yusuf Islam) Flytjandi: Cat Stevens (Yusuf Islam)

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

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

Find a girl, settle down

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

but i'm happy.

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

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

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

How can | try to explain?

When | do he turns away again.

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

| was ordered to listen

now there's a way, and | know,

that | have to go away,

I know, | have to go.

It's not time to make a change,

just relax, take it slowly

you're still young, that's your fault,
there's so much you have to go through

Find a girl, settle down,

if you want, you can marry
Look at me, | am old,

but I'm happy

All the times that I've tried keeping

all the things | knew inside

It's hard but it's harder to ignore it

If they were right, I'd agree,

but it's them they know not me

now there's a way and | know that | have to go away.
I know | have to go
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Fuck her gently

Hofundur lags: Tenacious D Hofundur texta: Tenacious D Flytjandi: Tenacious D

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

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

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

And then you say, Hey | brought you flowers
And then you say, Wait a minute sally!

| think | got something in my teeth

could you get it out for me?

That's fuckin' Teamwork!

What's your favorite posish?

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

but I'll do it for you

What's your favorite dish?

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

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

I'm gonna fuck you haaaaaaaaaard
haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaard!!!
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Have you ever seen the rain

Hofundur lags: John Fogherty Hofundur texta: John Fogherty Flytjandi: Creedence 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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Heim i Budardal

Hoéfundur lags: Gunnar bérdarson Hofundur texta: borsteinn Eggertsson Flytjandi: Lonli Blu Bojs

Er ég kem heim i Budardal,
bidur min briudaval

0g ég veit par verdur svaka parti.
Bid ég ollum ur sveitinni;
langdmmu heillinni

pa mun verda veislunni margt i.

Eg er lukkunnar pamfill, svei mér pa,

Po ég hafi ekki vida farid.

Eg er umvafinn kvenfolki. bad get ég svarid.
Og minna gagn gera ma.

Pegar vann ég i Sigoldu,
meyjarnar mig voldu

til pess ad stjorna sinum draumum.
En na fer ég til Budardals;

beint heim til kerl' og karls

sem af gledi tarast i taumum.

Solo

Pvi nu graett hef ég meir' en mér finnst nég.
Heimaseetur gefa mér hyrt auga.

Og ég veit ad med mér peer vilja setj' upp bauga,
svo verdur mér um og o.

Er ég kem heim i Budardal,

bidur min brudaval

og ég veit pad verdur svaka parti.
Bid ég ollum ur sveitinni;
langdmmu heitinni

pa mun verda veislunni margt i.
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Here | Go Again

Hofundur lags: David Coverdale Hofundur texta: Bernie Marsden Flytjandi: Whitesnake

| don't know where I'm going,
but | sure know where I've been.
Hanging on the promises

in songs of yesterday.

And I've made up my mind.

| ain't wasting no more time,
here | go again.

Here | go again.

Though | keep searching for an answer,

| never seem to find what I'm looking for.
Oh Lord | pray you give me

strength to carry on,

'cause | know what it means,

to walk along, the lonely streets of dreams.

And here | go again on my own,

going down the only road I've ever known.
Like a drifter | was born to walk alone.
And I've made up my mind,

| ain't wasting no more time.

I'm just another heart in need of rescue,
waiting on love's sweet charity.

And I'm gonna hold on

for the rest of my days,

'cause | know what it means,

to walk alone, the lonely street of dreams.

And here | go again on my own,

going down the only road I've ever known.
Like a drifter | was born to walk alone.
And I've made up my mind,

| ain't wasting no more time.

but here | go again, here | go again.

Here | go again,here | go.

And here | go again on my own,

going down the only road I've ever known.
Like a drifter | was born to walk alone.
And I've made up my mind,

| ain't wasting no more t
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Hey brother

Hoéfundur lags: Vincent Pontare asamt fleirum. Hofundur texta: Vincent Pontare asamt fleirum. Flytjandi: Avicii

Capoon 3

Hey Brother, there's an endless road to re-discover.
Hey Sister, Know the water's sweet but blood is thicker.
Ooooh if the sky comes falling down, for you,

there's nothing in this world | wouldn't do.

Hey Brother, do you still believe in one another?
Hey Sister, do you still believe in love | wonder?
Ooooh if the sky comes falling down, for you,
there?s nothing in this world | wouldn't do.

Ahhhhh  What if Im far from home?

Oh Brother | will hear you call.

What if | lose it all?

Oh Sister | will help you out!

Ooooh if the sky comes falling down, for you,
there's nothing in this world | wouldn't do.

Hey Brother, there?s an endless road to re-discover.
Hey Sister, do you still believe in love | wonder?
Ooooh if the sky comes falling down, for you,
there?s nothing in this world | wouldn't do.

Aaaaaah, What if I'm far from home?

Oh Brother | will hear you call.

What if | lose it all?

Oh Sister | will help you out!

Ooooh if the sky comes falling down, for you,
there?s nothing in this world | wouldn't do.
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Hey, Soul Sister

Hofundur lags: Patrick Monahan asamt fleirum. Hofundur texta: Patrick Monahan asamt fleirum. Flytjandi: Train

Capo a 4.bandi

Hey-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay
Your lipstick stains

on the front lobe of my

left side brains

| knew | wouldn't forget you

and so | went and let you blow my mind

Your sweet moonbeam

the smell of you in every
single dream | dream

I knew when we collided
you're the one | have
decided who's one of my kind

Hey soul sister

ain't that mister, mister

on the radio stereo

The way you move ain't fair you know
Hey soul sister

| don't want to miss a single thing you do
Tonight

Hey-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay

Just in time

I'm so glad you have a

one track mind like me

You gave my love direction

a game show love connection
we can't denyy

I'm so obsessed my heart is bound

to beat right outta my untrimmed chest

| believe in you like a virgin you're Madonna
and I'm always gonna wanna

blow your mind

Hey soul sister

ain't that mister, mister

on the radio stereo

The way you move ain't fair you know
Hey soul sister

| don't want to miss a single thing you do
Tonight

The way you can't cut a rug

Watching you's the only drug | need

You're so gangster I'm so thug

You're the only one I'm dreaming of you see
| can be myself now finally

In fact there's nothing | can't be

| want the world to see you be with me

Hey soul sister

ain't that mister mister

on the radio stereo

The way you move aint fair you know
Hey soul sister

| don't want to miss a

single thing you do tonight

Hey soul sister

| don't want to miss a single thing you do
To-night

Hey-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay
To-night
Hey-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay, Hey-ay-AY-ay-ay
Tonight
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Hid pér

Hoéfundur lags: Gudmundur Jonsson Hofundur texta: Fridrik Sturluson Flytjandi: Salin hans J6ns mins

Pegar kviknar a deginum og i lifinu ljés,

begar myrkrid horfar fra mér,

ba er eitthvad sem hrifur mig likt og Utsprungin ros,
pa vil ég vera hja per.

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

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

Eg vil baedi 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 per.

Medan skuggarnir steekka og yta huminu ad
gamall maninn beerir & ser.

Pa vil ég eiga andartak inn & rolegum stad
pa vil ég vera hja per.

Eg vil baedi 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 peér.

Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
lika pegar illa fer,

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

Pegar slokknar a deginum yfirpyrmandi nott
stormar fyrir stjarnanna her.

En pad bitur mig ekkert a og ég sef vaert og roétt
ef pu vilt vera hja mér

pa vil ég vera hja pér.
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Hjalpadu mer upp

Hoéfundur lags: Bjorn Jorundur Fridbjérnsson Hofundur texta: Bjorn Jorundur Fridbjornsson Flytjandi: Ny 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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| would walk 500 miles

Hofundur lags: The Proclaimers Hofundur texta: The Proclaimers Flytjandi: The 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

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
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Bls. 25

I'm a Believer

Hofundur lags: Neil Diamond Hofundur texta: Neil Diamond Flytjandi: Neil Diamond

| thought love was only true in fairy tales
Meant for someone else but not for me.
Love was out to get me

That’s the way it seemed.
Disappointment haunted all my dreams.

Then | saw her face
Now I’'m a believer
Not a trace

Of doubt in my mind
I'm in love,

I'm a believer!

| couldn’t leave her
If | tried.

| thought love was more or less a given thing,
Seems the more | gave the less | got

What's the use in trying?

All you get is pain.

When | needed sunshine | got rain.

Then | saw her face
Now I’'m a believer
Not a trace

Of doubt in my mind
I'm in love,

I'm a believer!

| couldn’t leave her
If | tried.

%

=
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Jameson

Héfundur lags: Papar Héfundur texta: Georg Oskar Olafsson Flytjandi: Papar

Vid drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn ut og inn

Vid blasum ekki ur ndsum
af nokkrum viskiglésum

en vombin er pétt og tekur i.

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

hey! veggurinn hann hallar

komid og drekkid félagar.

Vid drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn ut og inn

Vid blasum ekki ur ndsum
af nokkrum viskiglésum

en vombin er pétt og tekur i.

Vid drekkum Jameson og kraekjum stulkur i
Vid drekkum Jameson og klaedum ur og i
pbaer eru mikid preyttar

og ansi mikid sveittar

en ekki er tekid mark a pvi

Vid drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn ut og inn

Vid blasum ekki ur ndsum
af nokkrum viskiglésum

en vombin er pétt og tekur i.

Vid drekkum Jameson og veifum hnefunum
Vid drekkum Jameson i fangaklefunum

en nu er gledi mikil

€g var ad smida lykil

og svakalegt fat a loggunum.

Vid drekkum Jameson

vid drekkum Jameson

Allan daginn ut og inn

Vid blasum ekki ur ndsum
af nokkrum viskiglésum

en vombin er pétt og tekur i.

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

oll pjodin er a hjdlum

svo forum vid heim og spaelum egg.
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Killing Me Softly With his Song

Hofundur lags: Charles Fox Hofundur texta: Norman Gimbel Flytjandi: Roberta Flack

| heard he sang a good song,

| heard he had a style

And so | came to see him,

to listen for a while

And there he was this young boy,
a stranger to my eyes

Strumming my pain with his fingers,
Singing my life with his words
Killing me softly with his song,
killing me softly with his song
Telling my whole life with his words,
killing me softly with his song

| felt all flushed with fever,
embarassed by the crowd

| felt he found my letters

and read each one out loud

| prayed that he would finish,
but he just kept right on

Strumming my pain with his fingers,
Singing my life with his words
Killing me softly with his song,
killing me softly with his song
Telling my whole life with his words,
killing me softly with his song

He sang as if he knew me,

in all my dark despair

And then he looked right through me
as if | wasn't there

But he was there this stranger,
singing clear and strong

Strumming my pain with his fingers,
Singing my life with his words
Killing me softly with his song,
killing me softly with his song
Telling my whole life with his words,
killing me softly with his song
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Knockin' on heaven’s door

Hoéfundur lags: Bob Dylan Héfundur texta: Bob Dylan Flytjandi: Guns N' Roses asamt fleirum.

Mama, take this badge off of me

| can't use it anymore.

It's gettin' dark, too dark for me to see

| feel like I'm knockin' on heaven's door.

Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door

Mama, put my guns in the ground

| can't shoot them anymore.

That long black cloud is comin' down

| feel like I'm knockin' on heaven's door.

Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
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Last kiss

Hoéfundur lags: Wayne Cochran Hofundur texta: Wayne Cochran Flytjandi: Pearl 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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Lay back in the arms of someone

Hofundur lags: Nicky Chinn dsamt fleirum. Hofundur texta: Nicky Chinn asamt fleirum. Flytjandi: Smokie

If you want my sympathy
Just open your heart to me
And you'll get whatever you'll ever need

You think that's too high for you
Oh baby, | would die for you
When there's nothing left

You know where I'll be

Lay back in the arms of someone
Givin' to the charms of someone
Lay back in the arms of someone you love darlin’

Lay back in the arms of someone
When you feel you're a part of someone
Lay back in the arms of someone you love

So baby just call on me
When you want all of me
And I'll be your lover
And I'll be your friend

There's nothing | won't do
'‘Cause baby | just live for you
With nothing to

No need to pretend

Lay back in the arms of someone
Givin' to the charms of someone
Lay back in the arms of someone you love darlin’

Lay back in the arms of someone
When you feel you're a part of someone
Lay back in the arms of someone you love

You think that's too high for you
Oh baby, | would die for you
When there's nothing left

I'll be with you

Lay back in the arms of someone
Givin' to the charms of someone
Lay back in the arms of someone you love darlin’

Lay back in the arms of someone
When you feel you're a part of someone
Lay back in the arms of someone you love
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Living next door to Alice

Hoéfundur lags: Nicky Chinn Héfundur texta: Mike Chapman Flytjandi: Smokie

Sally called and she got the word.

She said | suppose you've heard, about Alice. Oh, | dont know why she's leavin,
When | rushed to the window, and | looked outside or where she's gonna go
| could hardly believe my eyes. | guess she's got her reaons
And the big limosine pulled up, in Alices drive. but | just dont wanna know
cause for 24 years i've been
Oh, | dont know why she's leavin, living next door to Alice
or where she's gonna go 24 years just waiting for the chance
| guess she's got her reaons to tell her how | feel
but | just dont wanna know and maybe get a second glance
cause for 24 years i've been Now | gotta get used to not
living next door to Alice livin next door to Alice

24 years just waiting for the chance
to tell her how | feel

and maybe get a second glance
Now | gotta get used to not

livin next door to Alice

We walked together, two kids in the park

We inscribed our initials deep in the bark

me and Alice

As she walks to the door with her head held high
just for a moment | caught her eye

As the limosine pulls out, of Alices drive

Oh, | dont know why she's leavin,
or where she's gonna go

| guess she's got her reaons

but | just dont wanna know
cause for 24 years i've been
living next door to Alice

24 years just waiting for the chance
to tell her how | feel

and maybe get a second glance
Now | gotta get used to not

livin next door to Alice

And Sally called back and asked how i felt

And she said | know how to help, get over Alice
She said, now Alice is gone, but Im still here
you know I've been waiting for 24 years

And the big limosine dissapeared.

Oh, | dont know why she's leavin,
or where she's gonna go

| guess she's got her reaons

but | just dont wanna know
cause for 24 years i've been
living next door to Alice

24 years just waiting for the chance
to tell her how | feel

and maybe get a second glance
Now | gotta get used to not

livin next door to Alice
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Lifid er yndislegt

Héfundur lags: Hreimur Orn Heimisson Héfundur texta: Hreimur Orn Heimisson Flytjandi: Hreimur Orn Heimisson asamt fleirum.

A pessu ferdalagi fylgjumst vid ad.

Vid eigum &rlitinn vonarneista fyrir hvort annad.
| ljosu manaskini vel €g mér stund og segi:

Eg myndi klifa haestu hzedir fyrir pig.

Eg veeri ekkert an pin, myrkrid 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
og 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 ad...

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 faerist naer, hér vid eigum ad vera.
nuna ekkert okkur stodvad feer
undir stjérnusalnum, 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.
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Mamma Mia

Hoéfundur lags: Bjorn Ulvaeus asamt fleirum. Héfundur texta: Bjorn Ulvaeus asamt fleirum. Flytjandi: ABBA

I've been cheated by you since | don't know when.
So | made up my mind it must come to an end.
Look at me now, will | ever learn?

| don't know how but | suddenly lose control.
There's a fire within my soul.

Just one look and | can hear a bell ring,

One more look and | forget everything, oooh.

Mamma Mia, here | go again.
My my, how can | resist you?
Mamma Mia, does it show again?
My my, just how much I've missed you.
Yes, I've been brokenhearted.
Blue since the day we parted.
Why why did | ever let you go.
Mamma Mia, now I really know,
My my, | could never let you go.

I've been angry and sad about the things that you do.

I can't count all the times that I've told you we're through.
And when you go, when you slam the door,

I think you know that you won't be away too long,

You know that I'm not that strong.

Just one look and | can hear a bell ring,

One more look and | forget everything, oooh.

Mamma Mia, here | go again.

My my, how can | resist you?
Mamma Mia, does it show again?

My my, just how much I've missed you.
Yes, I've been brokenhearted.
Blue since the day we parted.

Why why did | ever let you go.
Mamma Mia, even if | say

bye bye, leave me now or never,
Mamma Mia, it's a game we play.

Bye bye doesn't mean forever.

Mamma Mia, here | go again.
My my, how can | resist you?
Mamma Mia, does it show again?
My my, just how much I've missed you.
Yes, I've been brokenhearted.
Blue since the day we parted.
Why why did | ever let you go.
Mamma Mia, now I really know,
My my, | could never let you go.
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Minning um mann

Hofundur lags: Gylfi Agisson Hofundur texta: Gylfi A£gisson Flytjandi: Logar

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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Morning Has Broken

Hofundur lags: Rick Wakeman Hofundur texta: Eleanor Farjeon Flytjandi: Cat Stevens (Yusuf Islam)

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

Sweet the rain's new fall, sunlit from heaven
Like the first dewfall, on the first grass
Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden
Sprung in completeness where his feet pass

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

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

Hoéfundur lags: Paul Simon Hoéfundur texta: Paul Simon Flytjandi: Simon and Garfunkel

And here’s to you Mrs. Robinson

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

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

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

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

And here’s to you Mrs. Robinson

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

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

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

It's a little secret just the Robinsons’ afair

Most of all you've got to hide it from the kids

Coo, coo, ca-choo, Mrs Robinson

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

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

Sitting on a sofa on a Sunday afternoon

Going to the candidates debate

Laugh about it shout about it when you've got to choose
Any way you look at it you lose

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

What's that you say Mrs. Robinson
Joltin’ Joe has left and gone away,
hey hey hey, hey hey hey
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Popplag i G-dur

Hofundur lags: Valgeir Gudjonsson Hofundur texta: Valgeir Gudjonsson Flytjandi: Studmenn

Eg er hér staddur & algjérum bémmer,
sé ekki ur augunum ut.

Allt fer i steik er pu ert ekki med mér,
hleypur i kekki og hnut.

Svo pegar pu birtist fer solin ad skina,
smafuglar kvaka vid raust.
| brjaleedishrifningu byd ég pér Tépas
og berjasaft skilyrdislaust.

Vid syngjum saman: Popplag i G-dur.

Vid syngjum: Popplag i G.

Vid syngjum: Popplag i G-dur.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta ad syngja svona
popplag i G-dur, popplag i G.

Vid forum a bio, vid forum a kostum

og forum a puttanum runt.

Braudmolum hendum i hausinn a 6ndunum
sem hjalmlausum fellur pad pungt.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta ad syngja svona
popplag i G-dur, popplag i G.

En af hverju parftu svo alltaf ad hverfa
augsjonum minum a burt?

Svo beygdur af harmi ég breytist ad nyju
i bélvadan déna og durt.

Eg er hér staddur & algjérum bémmer,
sé ekki ur augunum ut.

Allt fer i steik er pu ert ekki med mér,
hleypur i kekki og hnut.

Vid syngjum saman: Popplag i G-dur.

Vid syngjum: Popplag i G.

Vid syngjum: Popplag i G-dur.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta.

Pad er engin leid ad haetta ad syngja svona
popplag i G-dur, popplag i G.
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Proud Mary

Hofundur lags: John Fogherty Hofundur texta: John Fogherty Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival

Left a good job in the city,

workin for the man every night and day

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

Proud Mary keep on burnin’,

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

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

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

Proud Mary keep on burnin,

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

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

if you come down to the river,

bet you're gonna find some people who live,

you don't have to worry, cause you have no money,
people on the river are happy to give.

Big wheel keep on turnin,

Proud Mary keep on burnin,

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

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

Hofundur lags: Sélstrandargeejarnir Hofundur texta: Sélstrandargaejarnir Flytjandi: Sélstrandargaejarnir

Af hverju get ég ekki
lifad edlilegu lifi

Af hverju get ég ekKki
lifad business lifi
keypt mér husbil og ibud

Af hverju get ég ekKki
gengid menntaveginn
pangad til ad ég eeli

Af hverju get ég ekKki
gert neitt af viti
af hverju faeddist ég loser

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi
Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
i vitlausu husi

Af hverju er lifid svona émurlegt
eetli pad sé skarra i Zimbabwe

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

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

Af hverju get ég ekKki
verid jafn hamingjusamur
og Sigga og Grétar i Stjorninni

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi
Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
i vitlausu husi
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Skjottu mig i nott

Hofundur lags: Skitamérall Hofundur texta: Skitamérall Flytjandi: Skitamorall

Syndu mér i innsta fylgsni pitt,
pa skal ég svo syna pér i mitt.
finnum hvernig hjértu okkar sla.

Snertu mig og ég skal snerta pig,
leyfdu mér syna pér hvernig
€g 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?
Skjétum saman pa i pessa ferd.

Eg bid spenntur eftir naesta dag
bvi ég fila ad spila petta lag.
Pu ert hollin min og ég er pin.

Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Eg sagdi skjottu mig i nott.

aud... ba, ba, ba uud...
aud... ba, ba, ba uud...
aud... ba, ba, ba uud...
aud... ba, ba, ba uud...

Snertu mig og ég skal snerta pig,
leyfdu mér syna pér hvernig
€g get gert pig eilifa i nott.

Eg bid spenntur eftir naesta dag
bvi ég fila ad spila petta lag.
Pu ert hollin min og ég er pin.

Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Eg sagdi skjottu mig i nott.

Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nétt.
Skjottu mig i nott.
Eg sagdi skjottu mig i nott.
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Somewhere over the rainhow

Hofundur lags: Harold Arlen Hofundur texta: E.Y. Harburg Flytjandi: Bjorn Thoroddsen dsamt fleirum.

Somewhere over the rainbow way up high
And the dreams that you dream of

once in a lullaby

Somewhere over the rainbow blue birds fly
And the dreams that you dream of, dreams
really do come true

Someday I'll wish upon a star,

wake up where the clouds are far behind me
Where trouble melts like lemon drops

High above the chi-mn-ey tops that's

where, you'll find me

Somewhere over the rainbow bluebirds fly
And the dreams that you dare to, oh why,
oh why can't I?

Well | see trees of green and red roses too,

I'll watch them bloom for me and you

And | think to myself, what a wonderful world
Well | see skies of blue and | see clouds of white
and the brightness of day | like the dark

and | think to myself, what a wonderful world

The colors of the rainbow so pretty in the sky

are also on the faces of people passing by

| see friends shaking hands saying, "How do you do?"
They're really saying, "I, | love you"

| hear babies cry and | watch them grow,
they'll learn much more than we'll know
And | think to myself, what a wonderful world

Someday I'll wish upon a star,

wake up where the clouds are far behind me

Where trouble melts like lemon drops

High above the chimney tops is where you'll find me
Somewhere over the rainbow way up high

And the dreams that you dare to, oh why,

oh why can't I?
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Space Oddity

Hofundur lags: David Bowie Hofundur texta: David Bowie Flytjandi: David Bowie

Ground control to Major Tom
Ground control to Major Tom

Take your protein pills and

put your helmet on

Ground control to Major Tom
commencing countdown engines on
Check ignition and may

God's love be with you

This is ground control to Major Tom

you've really made the grade

And the papers want to know whose shirt you wear
Now it's time to leave the capsule if you dare

This is Major Tom to ground control

I'm stepping through the door

And I'm floating in a most peculiar way

And the stars look very different today

For here am | sitting in a tin can
far above the world

Planet earth is blue

and there's nothing | can do

Though I'm cross one hundred thousand miles,
I'm feeling very still

And | think my spaceship knows which way to go
Tell my wife | love her very much, she knows

Ground control to Major Tom, your circuits dead
there's something wrong

Can you hear me Major Tom?
Can you hear me Major Tom?
Can you hear me Major Tom?

For here am | sitting in a tin can
far above the world

Planet earth is blue

and there's nothing | can do
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Stand by me

Hofundur lags: Ben E. King Hofundur texta: Ben E. King Flytjandi: Ben 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
I 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
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Stal og hnifur

Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens Hoéfundur texta: Bubbi Morthens Flytjandi: Bubbi 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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Suspicious Minds

Hofundur lags: Mark James Hofundur texta: Mark James Flytjandi: Elvis Presley

We’'re caught in a trap, | can’t walk out
Because | love you too much, baby

Why can’t you see what you’re doing to me
When you don’t believe a word | say?

We can’t go on together

with suspicious minds

And we can’t build our dreams
on suspicious minds

Should an old friend | know stop me and say hello
Would | still see suspicion in your eyes?

Here we go again, asking where I've been

You can’t see the tears I'm crying

We can’t go on together

with suspicious minds

And we can’t build our dreams
on suspicious minds
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Sweet Child Of Mine

Hofundur lags: Slash Hofundur texta: Axl Rose dsamt fleirum. Flytjandi: Guns N' Roses

She's got a smile that it seems to me
Reminds me of childhood memories
Where everything was as fresh

as the bright blue sky

Now and then when | see her face

she takes me away to that special place
and if | stay too long

I'd probably break down and cry

Oh oh oh oh sweet child of mine
Oh oh oh oh sweet love of mine

She's got eyes of the bluest sky

as if they thought of rain

| hate to look into those eyes

and see an ounce of pain

Her hair reminds me of a warm safe place
where as a child I'd hide

and pray for the thunder

and the rain to quietly pass me by

Oh oh oh oh sweet child of mine
Oh oh oh oh sweet love of mine

Where do we go
Where do we go now
Where do we go
Sweet child of mine
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Traustur vinur

Hoéfundur lags: Jéhann G. Jéhannsson Hofundur texta: Jéhann G. Jéhannsson Flytjandi: Upplyfting

Enginn veit fyrr en reynir &
hvort vini attu pa.

Fyrirheit gleymast pa furdu fljott
begar fellur a niddimm nétt.

Ja sagt er ad, pegar af kdnnunni 6lid er
fljétt pa vinurinn fer.

Pvi segi ég pad, ef pu att vin i raun
fyrir pina hond Gudi sé laun.

Pvi stundum veréur monnum a
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
begar lifid, allt i einu

synist einskisvert.

Gott er ad geta talad vid
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Traustur vinur getur gert
kraftaverk.

Mér vard a, og pungan dom ég hlaut
ég villtist af réttri braut.

Pvi segi ég pad, ef pu att vin i raun.
Fyrir pina hond Gudi sé laun.

Ppvi stundum veréur monnum a
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
begar lifid, allt i einu

synist einskisvert.

Gott er ad geta talad vid
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Traustur vinur getur gert
kraftaverk.

pvi stundum veréur monnum a
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
begar lifid, allt i einu

synist einskisvert.

Gott er ad geta talad vid
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Traustur vinur getur gert
kraftaverk.
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Who'll stop the rain

Hofundur lags: John Fogherty Hofundur texta: John Fogherty Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival

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

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

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

| went down Virginia,

seeking shelter from the storm
Caught up in a fable

watched the tower grow.

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

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

Heard the singers' playing,
how we cheered for more

the crowd had rushed together,
just tryin to keep warm.

Still the rain kept fallin’,
fallin on my ears

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

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

Capo a 2. bandi. You're gonna be the one that saves me?

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

By now you should've somehow

realized what you gottado

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And after all

You're my wonder

wall

Today is gonna be the day but they'll
never throw it back to you

By now you should've somehow

realized what you're not todo

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

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

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

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

be the one that saves me?
You're gonna be the one that saves me?
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An pin

Hofundur lags: Bon Jovi H6fundur texta: Audunn Bldndal Flytjandi: Sverrir Bergmann

Capo a 3. bandi

Astin er mér lifid og pvi faer 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 solin ris,

par sem sdlin sest, par sem solin 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 Grmum meér
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 skaeri mér hjartad ur, med skeid
Pvi ég geeti ekki elskad pig neitt meir
Pvi greet ég i nott,

O komdu nu fljott,

af pvi ég sakna pin svo.

Ekki gleyma mér, 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 solin skin
Ja og ég er par, ég er alls stadar

Min ast til pin, endalaus.

endalau s
endalau s
endalaus
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Astarfar

Héfundur lags: Hreimur Orn Heimisson Héfundur texta: Jon Guéfinnsson Flytjandi: Land og Synir

Sjadu ég finn, likaminn

stendur einn og sar petta astarfar
er ad gera mig brjaladan

Eg og pu hljdmar pad ekki vel
meér er sama ég geeti elskad pig
a morgun verdur samt aldrei

eins og nu syndu mér

bvi ég vil ekki sja pig

hverfa fra mér

Ekki seera mig

€g veit ég vil pig

meér er sama po pu litir vid mér
leyféu sal pinni ad leika vid mig
og ad eilifu ég geng med pér

En i kvOld hvers vegna er sal pin kold
ertu horfin, ertu buin ad gleyma mér
en hvad afhverju segir pu mér er sama
€g geeti elskad pig

a morgun verdur samt aldrei

eins og nu syndu mér

bvi ég vil ekki sja pig

hverfa fra mér

Ekki seera mig

€g veit ég vil pig

mér er sama po pu litir vid mér
leyféu sal pinni ad leika vid mig
og ad eilifu ég geng med pér
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bar sem hjartad sler

Hoéfundur lags: Halldér Gunnar Palsson Hofundur texta: Magnus bér Sigmundsson Flytjandi: Fjallabreedur asamt fleirum.

Capo a 4. bandi par sem hjartad sleer
Kveikjum eldana Tengjum huga hjarta’ og sal
Par sem hjart ad sleer par sem hjartad sleer
Kvei kjum eldana par sem hjartad sleer

Par sem hjart ad sleer

Sja, Heimaey og Herjolfsdal
Par sem hjortun sla i takt vid allt
sem i adunum 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 sleer

Sja, Heimaey og Herjolfsdal
Par sem hjortun sla i takt vid allt
sem i adunum 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

bei, pei

i Herjolfsdal
ho, hé

i fiallasal
hei, hei

i Herjolfsdal

bei, pei

i Herjolfsdal
ho, hé

i fiallasal
hei, hei

i Herjolfsdal

Tengjum huga hjarta’ og sal
par sem hjartad sleer
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Pykkvabajarrokk

Héfundur lags: Leadbelly Héfundur texta: Arni Johnsen Flytjandi: Arni Johnsen

Pegar ég var pinulitill patti

var mamma von ad vagga mér i voggu

i peim gémlu, kartéflugérdunum heima.

Pad var i midjum bykkvabaenum

Svona einn komma sex kildmetra fra seenum
| peim gomlu kartéflugéréunum heima

Og begar kartoflurnar fara ad mygla

haetta paer ad fara i fyrsta flokk

i peim gémlu, kartéflugéréunum heima

Pad var i midjum bykkvabaenum

Svona einn komma sex kilémetra fra seenum
| peim gomlu kartéflugéréunum heima
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Pui komst vid hjartad i mer

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

Og pbegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mer.

Eg pori ad meeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

A diskébar,

€g dansadi fra sirka tolf til sjo.

Vié maettumst par,

med hjortun okkar brotin baedi tvo.

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

Og pbegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mer.

Eg pori ad meeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

pPad er munur a,

ad vera einn og vera einmana.
Eg gat ei meir,

var daudpreyttur a sal og likama.
Eg var ad leita ad ast!

€g var ad leita ad ast!

Og begar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mer.

Eg pori ad meeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér,

0 sem betur fer.

A diskébar,

€g dansadi fra sirka tolf til sjo.

Vié maettumst par,

med hjortun okkar brotin baedi tvo.

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

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

€g pori ad meeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér,

6 sem betur fer.

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