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(Sittin’ On) The Dock of the Bay

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

Sittin' in the morning sun

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

then | watch them roll away again, yeah

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

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

| left my home in Georgia

Headed for the Frisco bay

'‘Cause I've had nothing to live for

and look like nothing's gonna come my way

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

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

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

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

Sittin' here resting my bones

and this loneliness won't leave me alone
These two thousand miles | roamed
just to make this dock my home

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

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

Song by: Haraldur F. Gislason Lyrics by: Haraldur F. Gislason ArtistsPollapdnk

Pad var einu sinni smastrakur

sem ad hélt hann veeri einradur

og pad var i gédu lagi

ef hann myndi haetta pessu veeli (vid hringjum)

Viu vil viu viu viu via vi!

vill viu viu viu via viu vi!
Hundrad og prettan veelubillinn!
vill viu vil viu viu viu viu vi!

Eg pekki lika fjslda manns

sem ad greetur gengi dollarans

og fyrir allan skrilinn

€g hringi & veelubilinn! (vid hringjum)

Viu vil viu viu viu via vi!

vill viu viul viu via viu vi!
Hundrad og prettan veelubillinn!
vill viu vil viu viu viu viu vi!

Likt & hinu haa Alpingi
pau veela yfir samningi
og adur en ég el
heettid pessu veeli!

Viu vil viu viu viu via vi!

vill viu viul viu via viu vi!
Hundrad og prettan veelubillinn!
vill viu vil viu viu viu viu vi!

Viu vid viu viu viu via vi !

vill viu viul viu via viu vi!
Hundrad og prettan veelubillinn!
vill viu vil viu viu viu viu vi!

Hvad gerum vid vid vikinginn
utrasar veelu kettlinginn

vid sendum hann a sjoinn

ba lagast veelukjoinn ! (vid hringjum)

Viu vid viu viu viu via vi !

vill viu viu viu via viu vi!
Hundrad og prettan veelubillinn!
vill viu vil viu viu viu viu vi!

Viu vil viu viu viu via vi !

vill viu viu viu via viu vi!
Hundrad og prettan veelubillinn!
vill viu vil viu viu viu viu
viiiiaaa viiiiaaa viiiiaaa.....
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Afgan

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

Eg hlusta & Zeppelin

og ég ferdast aftur i timann

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

Svitinn perlar a brjéstum pinum

pu bitur i hndann

pu flygur a brott

med syndum minum, Svartur Afgan

Eg elska pig svo heitt

ad mig sundlar og verkjar

| fadmi pinum pu leetur mig

finna til sektar

Uti i horni liggur Kisi pinn og malar
inn & badherbergi

stendur vofan pin og talar

Uti hamast regnid

vid ad komast inn til pin

Eg skrid undir seengina

heyri hvernig stormurinn hvin
Drottningin med stridsfakana sina
bydur okkur inn til sin

Hun synir okkur inni sélina

segir ad solin sé sin

Lyftan var bilud

husvordurinn kalladi mig svin

sagdist hata alla poppara

€g helt hann veeri ad gera grin

Eg sagdi ad ég veeri heimsaekja stulku
hdn veeri unnusta min

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

Pegar ég bankadi a dyrnar
opnadi vofan pin

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

O, ég elska pig ég vil ekki vakna
Svartur Afgan

drauma minna ég sakna
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Aftur Heim

Song by: Sigurjon Brink Lyrics by: bPérunn Erna Clausen ArtistsVignir Sneer Vigfusson asamt fleirum.

Sagt er ad ég sé algjort flon

Eg hugsa med mér hvad pad var sem gerdist
En ekkert greenna grasio er

annar stadar en hja per

pad veit ég vel

En ¢, 6, 6, pa finn ég rd
nu kem ég, nu kem ég heim

pvi ad lifid, min bidur

Komdu med i ferdalag

vid saman sja munum bjartan dag
Pvi timinn, hann lidur hratt

Eg vil bara komast aftur heim

Sagt er ad ég sé daldid flon

Eg flyti mér til pin og prai ad heyra
Hlatraskollin pin a ny

er ég aftur til pin sny

pu ert mér allt

0, 0, 6, pa finn ég ré
nu kem ég, nu kem ég heim

pvi ad lifid, min bidur

Komdu med i ferdalag

vid saman sja munum bjartan dag
Pvi timinn, hann lidur hratt

Eg vil bara komast aftur heim

Ja, enginn, (enginn) veit hvad koma skal
en timinn, (timinn) stendur ekki i stad
Og vid getum enduruppgoétvad

Pa gbmlu pra

Lifid, min bidur

Komdu med i ferdalag

vid saman sja munum bjartan dag
Pvi timinn, hann lidur hratt

Eg vil bara komast aftur heim

pvi ad lifid, min bidur
Komdu med i ferdalag

vid saman sjaum bjartan dag
timinn, ja timinn lidur hratt
Eg vil bara komast aftur heim
Ja, aftur heim.

o
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Bad Moon Rising

Song by: John Fogherty Lyrics by: John Fogherty ArtistsCreedence 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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Blik pinna augna

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

Stundum pegar ég verd dapur
orlitid blar inni mér

Er brosid, blik pinna augna
eina ljosid sem logar hér.

Pegar allt virdist vonlaust
og vorid er allt of kallt

Pa er eitt sem bjargar 6llu
bros pitt sleer ljdma a allt.

=1
ert su eina astin min
o]0

ert su eina astin min.

Brosid pitt braedir hjartad
Dagsins grami allur er

Pa er gott ad geta dreyminn
fundid stund i fangi pér.

=11}

ert su eina astin min

=11}

ert su eina astin min.

=11}

ert su eina astin min

=11}

ert su eina astin min.

=11}

ert sU eina mmm, mmm, mmm.
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Cotton Fields

Song by: Leadbelly Lyrics by: Leadbelly ArtistsCreedence Clearwater Revival dsamt fleirum.

When | was a little bitty baby

My mama would rock me in the cradle
In them ole cotton fields back home

It was down in Louisiana

Just about a mile from Texarkana

In them ole cotton fields back home

When them cotton bolls get rotten
You can't pick very much cotton

In them ole cotton fields back home
It was down in Louisiana

Just about a mile from Texarkana
In them ole cotton fields back home

It may sound a little funny,

but you didn't make very much money
In them ole cotton fields back home

It may sound a little funny,

but you didn't make very much money
In them ole cotton fields back home

When them cotton bolls get rotten
You can't pick very much cotton

In them ole cotton fields back home
It was down in Louisiana

Just about a mile from Texarkana
In them ole cotton fields back home

It was home in Arkansas

people ask me what you come for
In them ole cotton fields back home
It was home in Arkansas

people ask me what you come for
In them ole cotton fields back home

When them cotton bolls get rotten
You can't pick very much cotton

In them ole cotton fields back home
It was down in Louisiana

Just about a mile from Texarkana
In them ole cotton fields back home

When them cotton bolls get rotten
You can't pick very much cotton

In them ole cotton fields back home
It was down in Louisiana

Just about a mile from Texarkana
In them ole cotton fields back home
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Don't Look Back In Anger

Song by: Noel Gallagher Lyrics by: Noel Gallagher ArtistsOasis

Slip inside the eye of your mind,
don't you know you might find.
A better place to play.

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

So | start a revolution from my bed.

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

Step outside the summertime's in bloom.

Stand up beside the fireplace,
take that look from off your face.
You ain't ever gonna burn my heart out.

So Sally can wait,

she knows it's too late

as we're walking on by

Her soul slides away,

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

Take me to the place where you go,
where nobody knows.
If it's night or day.

Please don't put your life in the hands,
of a Rock 'n Roll band.
Who'll throw it all away

So | start a revolution from my bed.

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

Step outside the summertime's in bloom.

Stand up beside the fireplace,
take that look from off your face.
You ain't ever gonna burn my heart out.

And So Sally can wait,

she knows it's too late

as she's walking on by.

My soul slides away,

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

So Sally can wait,

she knows it's too late

as we're walking on by.

Her soul slides away,

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

So Sally can wait,

she knows it's too late

as she's walking on by.

My soul slides away,

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

| heard you say.

At least not today.
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Down on the Corner

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

Early in the evenin'

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

four kids on the corner,
trying to bring you up,
Willy picks a tune out and
he blows it on the harp.

Down on the corner,

out in the street,

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

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

and solos for awhile.

Poor-boy twangs the rhythm out
on his Kalamazoo.

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

Down on the corner,

out in the street,

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

You don't need a penny

just to hang around,

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

Over on the corner,

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

Down on the corner,

out in the street,

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

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

Neeturkulid krafsar i mig
Keyrir allt i kaf.
Langur skuggi engu likur
lzedist Ut & haf.

Hvergi banginn keyri €g og
keetist yfir pvi

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

Mikid var ég feginn pvi ad

lifa pessa nott.

Furdulegt p6 hvernig fannst mér
timinn lida fljott.

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

Morgunbirtan bitur i mig,
bydur gédan dag.

Litil fluga fyrir utan
flautar litid lag.

Tolf minutur yfir og ég
undra mig a pvi

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

Mikid var ég feginn pvi ad

lifa pessa nott.

Furdulegt p6 hvernig fannst mér
timinn lida fljott.

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

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

Mikid var ég feginn pvi ad

lifa pessa nott.

Furdulegt p6 hvernig fannst mér
timinn lida fljott.

Mikid var vokvar minir

veettu pessa sal. 066
Eigdu vid mig erindi a ny.
Eltu mig uppi
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Hallelujah

Song by: Leonard Cohen Lyrics by: Leonard Cohen ArtistsJeff Buckley

| heard there was a secret chord

That David played and it pleased the Lord
But you don't really care for music, do you?
Well it goes like this the fourth, the fifth

The minor fall and the major lift

The baffled king composing hallelujah

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

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

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

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

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

Baby I've been here before

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

I've seen your flag on the marble arch

But love is not a victory march

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

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

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

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

And the holy dove was moving too

And every breath we drew was hallelujah

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

Well, maybe there's a God above

But all I've ever learned from love

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

It's not somebody who's seen the light

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

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

Hallelujah, hallelujah,
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah
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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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Hey Jude

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

Hey, Jude, don't make it bad,

Take a sad song and make it better.
Remember to let her into your heart,
Then you can start to make it better.

Hey, Jude, don't be afraid,

You were made to go out and get her.
The minute you let her under your sKkin,
Then you begin to make it better.

And anytime you feel the pain,

Hey, Jude, refrain,

Don't carry the world upon your shoulders.
For now you know that it's a fool

Who plays it cool

By making his world a little colder.

Na na na na na na na na na na.

Hey, Jude, don't let me down,

You have found her, now go and get her.
Remember to let her into your heart,
Then you can start to make it better.

So letit out and let it in

Hey, Jude, begin,

You're waiting for someone to perform with
And don't you know that it's just you

Hey Jude you'll do

The movement you need is on your shoulder.
Na na na na na na na na na Yeah.

Hey, Jude, don't make it bad,

Take a sad song and make it better.

Remember to let her under your skin,

Then you'll begin to make it better.

Better, better, better, better, better, Yeah,Yeah,Yeah

Na Na Na Na Na Na Na
Na Na Na Na, Hey Jude!
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Hit me baby one more time

Song by: Max Martin Lyrics by: Max Martin ArtistsTravis dsamt fleirum.

Oh baby, baby,
Oh baby, baby,

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

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

Show me how want it to be

Tell me baby 'cause | need to know now,

oh because

My loneliness is killing me (and I)

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

Hit me baby one more time

Oh baby, baby the reason | breathe is you

Boy you got me blinded

Oh pretty baby, there's nothing that | wouldn't do
It's not the way | planned it

Show me how want it to be

Tell me baby 'cause | need to know now,

oh because

My loneliness is killing me (and I)

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

Hit me baby one more time

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

| must confess,

that my loneliness is killing me now

Don't you know | still believe

That you will be here

And give me a sign

Hit me baby one more time

My loneliness is killing me (and I)

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

Hit me baby one more time

My loneliness is killing me (and I)

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

Hit me baby one more time
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Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson Lyrics by: Friérik Sturluson ArtistsSalin hans Jéns 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

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

Pa!- bu getur miklu betur en pa hefur gert.
Pu!- bu ert ekki sami madur og pu varst i geer.
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 meér upp,

mér finnst ég vera drukkna, ohh ohh. (ahh, ahh, ohh)
Hjalpadu meér upp,

mér finnst ég vera drukkna. (ahh, ahh, ohh)
Hjalpadu meér upp,

mér finnst ég vera drukkna, aahhh (ahh, ahh, ohh)
Hjalpadu meér upp,

mér finnst ég vera drukkna. (ahh, ahh, ohh)
Hjalpadu, hjalpadu, hjalpadu

Hjalpadu meér upp,

mér finnst ég vera drukkna, drukkna. (ahh, ahh, ohh)
ahh, hjalpadu mér ahh, ohh

ahh, ahh, ohh

ahh, ahh, ohh
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Hotel California

Song by: Glenn Frey asamt fleirum. Lyrics by: Glenn Frey asamt fleirum. ArtistsThe Eagles

On a dark desert highway, | was running for the door

cool wind in my hair | had to find the passage back
Warm smell of colitas to the place | was before

rising up through the air "Relax" said the nightman,

Up ahead in the distance, "We are programmed to receive"

| saw a shimmering light "You can check out anytime you like,
My head grew heavy and my sight grew dim but you can never leave"

| had to stop for the night

There she stood in the doorway;

| heard the mission bell

And | was thinking to myself

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

and she showed me the way

There were voices down the corridor,

| thought | heard them say

Welcome to the Hotel California.

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

Her mind is Tiffany twisted,

she got the Mercedes bends

She got a lot of pretty, pretty boys

that she calls friends

How they dance in the courtyard, sweet summer sweat
Some dance to remember,

some dance to forget

So | called up the captain;

"Please bring me my wine."

"We haven't had that spirit here

since nineteen sixty-nine"

And still those voices are calling from far away
Wake you up in the middle of the night,

just to hear them say

Welcome to the Hotel California.

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

Mirrors on the ceiling,

the pink champagne on ice

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

And in the master's chambers,

they gathered for the feast

They stab it with their steely knives,

but they just can't kill the beast

Last thing | remember,
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House of the Rising Sun

Song by: Ameriskt pjédlag Lyrics by: Ameriskt pjédlag ArtistsThe Animals asamt fleirum.

Guitar intro TAB

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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Hotel Jord

Song by: Heimir Sindrason Lyrics by: Témas Gudmundsson ArtistsPalmi Gunnarsson

Tilvera okkar er undarlegt ferdalag.

Vid erum gestir og hotel okkar er jordin.
Einir fara og adrir koma i dag,

bvi alltaf baetast nyjir hopar i skordin.

Og til eru ymsir, sem ferdalag petta pra,
en po eru margir, sem ferdalaginu kvida.
Og sumum liggur reidinnar 6skop a,

en adrir setjast vid hételgluggann og bida.

En pad er margt um manninn a svona stad

og medal gestanna er sifelldur pys og leeti.
Allt lendir i stédugri keppni um ad koma sér ad
og kreekja sér i nogu paegilegt seeti.

En pd eru sumir, sem lata sér lynda pad

ad lifa ati i horni, dareittir og spakir,

pvi pad er svo misjafnt, sem mennirnir leita ad,
og misjafn tilgangurinn, sem fyrir peim vakir.

En mérgum finnst hun dyr pessi hételdval,

b6 deilt sé um, hvort hotelid sjalft muni graeda
En vid, sem ferdumst, eigum ei annars val.
pad er ekki um fleiri gististadi ad raeda.

Ad visu eru flestir velkomnir pangad inn,

og vidbunadur, er gestirnir koma i baeinn.

og margir i allsnaegtum una par fyrst um sinn,

En ahyggjan vex, er menn nalgast burtferdardaginn.

Pa streymir su hugsun um oss sem iskaldur foss,
ad allt verdi loks upp i dvélina tekid fra oss,

er daudinn, sa mikli rukkari, réttir oss

reikninginn yfir pad, sem var skrifad hja oss.

Pa verdur oss ljost, ad framar ei frestur gefst
né faeri 4 ad radstafa nokkru betur.

pvi alls, sem lifid lanadi, daudinn krefst

i liku hlutfalli og Metusalem og Pétur.
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Jolene

Song by: Dolly Parton Lyrics by: Dolly Parton ArtistsLay Low dsamt fleirum.

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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Koss

Song by: Sumarlidi Hvanndal Lyrics by: Sumarlidi Hvanndal ArtistsHvanndalsbraedur

Einn, tveir, prir, fjorir, fimm,
segdu mér svo hvad pér finnst
um ad vera hér med mér.
Prir, fjérir, fimm, dimmalimm,
ekki hugsa' of lengi um
pvi a endanum ég fer.

Eg vil bara sina pér

hvernig ég er.

Koss er engin skuldbinding,
hann er bara litill leikur

allir geta verid med.

Koss er engin skuldbinding,
en hann getur verid blautur
allir fila'nn nokkué vel.

Hey, keeri vin komdu nzer mér
ekki vera svona fjarlaeg
férum 6kunnuga sléd.
Pu veist vel hvad ég meina
ekki vera eins og kleina
vid hofum pegar talad nog.
Eg vil bara sina pér
hversu magnadur ég er.

Koss er engin skuldbinding,
hann er bara litill leikur

allir geta verid med.

Koss er engin skuldbinding,
en hann getur verid blautur
allir fila'nn nokkud vel.

Eg vil bara sina pér
hversu magnadur ég er.

Koss er engin skuldbinding,
hann er bara litill leikur

allir geta verid med.

Koss er engin skuldbinding,
en hann getur verid blautur
allir fila'nn nokkud vel.
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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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Lengi skal manninn reyna

Song by: Megas Lyrics by: borvaldur borsteinsson ArtistsMegas asamt fleirum.

Margt hugar pins féstur svo firna ljott
pu felur, pvi illu skal leyna.

En mundu aéd lifid er léttasott.

Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

po fatt eitt pu megnir og flest sé tal
og fraekorn pin hrjéti um steina,

ba mundu ad lifid er leyndarmal.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef tregardu’ ad Kristur pitt traust og hald
i tétrum var praeddur a fleina.

Pa mundu ad lifid er lausnargjald.

Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

P06 besefinn virdist pér brunnid gjall
sem brotnar er neglirdu hreina.

Pa manstu ad lifid er lykkjufall.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef bagar pig hugsun um bérn og pras,
og botnha sem hond pin ma skeina.
Pa mundu ad lifid er lambagras.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef hjuskapinn eitrar pinn hrai still

vid ad hnyta 'uppi bandvana sveina.
Pa manstu ad lifid er leigubill.

Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef sundlar pig illa pa syra og bus
i sjbunda himin pér beina.

Pa mundu ad lifid er lyftuhus.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.
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Lengi skal manninn reyna

Song by: Megas Lyrics by: borvaldur borsteinsson ArtistsMegas asamt fleirum.

Margt hugar pins féstur svo firna ljott
pu felur, pvi illu skal leyna.

En mundu aéd lifid er léttasott.

Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

po fatt eitt pu megnir og flest sé tal
og fraekorn pin hrjéti um steina,

ba mundu ad lifid er leyndarmal.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef tregardu’ ad Kristur pitt traust og hald
i tétrum var praeddur a fleina.

Pa mundu ad lifid er lausnargjald.

Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

P06 besefinn virdist pér brunnid gjall
sem brotnar er neglirdu hreina.

Pa manstu ad lifid er lykkjufall.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef bagar pig hugsun um bérn og pras,
og botnha sem hond pin ma skeina.
Pa mundu ad lifid er lambagras.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef hjuskapinn eitrar pinn hrai still

vid ad hnyta 'uppi bandvana sveina.
Pa manstu ad lifid er leigubill.

Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.

Ef sundlar pig illa pa syra og bus
i sjbunda himin pér beina.

Pa mundu ad lifid er lyftuhus.
Lengi skal manninn,

lengi skal manninn reyna.
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Let it he

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

When | find myself in times of trouble,
Mother Mary comes to me,

Speaking words of wisdom,

let it be.

And in my hour of darkness,

She is standing right in front of me,
Speaking words of wisdom,

let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.

And when the broken hearted people
Living in the world agree,

There will be an answer,

let it be.

For though they may be parted,

There is still a chance that they will see,
There will be an answer,

let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

there will be an answer,
let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.

And when the night is cloudy,

There is still a light that shines on me,
Shine until tomorrow,

let it be.

| wake up to the sound of music,
Mother Mary comes to me,
speaking words of wisdom,

let it be.

Let it be, let it be,
let it be, let it be.

there will be an answer,
let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

there will be an answer,
let it be.

Let it be, let it be,

let it be, let it be.

Whisper words of wisdom,
let it be.
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Lightning Crashes

Song by: Live Lyrics by: Live ArtistsLive

Lightning crashes, a new mother crys.

Her placenta falls to the floor.

The angel opens her eyes.

The confusion sets in,

Before the doctor can even close the door.

Lightning crashes, an old mother dies.
Her intentions fall to the floor.

The angel closes her eyes.

The confusion that was hers,

Belongs now to the baby down the hall.

Oh now feel it coming back again.

Like a rolling thunder chasing the wind.

Forces pulling from the center of the earth again.
| can feel it.

Lightning crashes, a new mother crys.

This moment she's been waiting for.

The angel opens her eyes.

Pale blue colored iris.

Presents the circle and puts the glory out to hide, hide.

Oh now feel it coming back again.

Like a rolling thunder chasing the wind.

Forces pulling from the center of the earth again.
| can feel it.

Oh |
Oh Oh Oh |
Oh Oh Oh |

Oh now feel it coming back again.

Like a rolling thunder chasing the wind.

Forces pulling from the center of the earth again.
| can feel it.
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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 og see.

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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Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn

Song by: Bjorgvin Halldérsson Lyrics by: Sverrir Stormsker ArtistsSverrir Stormsker asamt fleirum.

Pu ert med rosalega flottan lodinn rass

ja, hann daleidir mann, ég vil pjappa i hann

Nu tred ég svininu i bilskarinn a pér

allt er vel smurt og flott, petta'er helviti gott
Eg nuna tek hann ut, og leet minn astargrut
a fullu vada yfir pig  jahajaaha

Nei nei, ekki a kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.
Nei nei ekki a kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.

Nei nei, ekki a kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.
Nei, nei, ekki & kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.

Nu fardu pa ur pessum bjanalega kjol
strakar ganga ekki i, kjolum vissirdu'af pvi?
Eg leet mér sama & standa po pu sért med njalg
€g tred dosinni a mér beint i fjésid a pér.
Taktu ofan kasketid og glentu ut rassgatid
ég er ad fa pad yfir pig jehejehey

Nei nei, ekki a kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.
Nei nei ekki a kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.

Nei nei, ekki a kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.
Nei, nei, ekki & kjolinn. Nei, nei, ekki a kjolinn.

hvad er hann limdur vid pig pessi fjarans kjoll?
petta er faranleg flik, pu ert furdulegt frik.
Nu dreg €g goltinn ut ur stiunni a pér
lzet hann gubba ut ar sér, yfir bakid a pér.
O, reyndu ad slappa af, ég laet mitt ballarhaf
a fullu fljéta yfir pig  jehehehe

ley, taktu ut télin, hann er steeltur drjdlinn.
Okey slettu a kjolinn pvi pad eru jolin.
ley, taktu ut télin, hann er steeltur drjdlinn.
Okey slettu a kjolinn pvi pad eru jolin.

ley, taktu ut télin, hann er steeltur drjdlinn.
Okey slettu a kjolinn pvi pad eru jolin.
ley, taktu ut télin, hann er steeltur drjdlinn.
Okey slettu a kjolinn pvi pad eru jolin.
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Proud Mary

Song by: John Fogherty Lyrics by: John Fogherty ArtistsTina Turner asamt fleirum.

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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Pipan (Astarljad)

Song by: Hafsteinn Gudfinnsson Lyrics by: Ragnar Ingi Adalsteinsson ArtistsSjéund

Eg sa hana fyrst 4 aeskuarum
osnortin var huan pa.

Hun fyllti loftid af angan og ilmi
esandi losta og pra.

Sidla a kvoldin vid forum i felur
mér fannst petta svolitid ljott.

En alltaf vard petta meiri og meiri
munadur hverja nétt

Eg setladi seinna ad haetta vid hana
ég hélt ad pad yrdi létt.

En ég vard andvaka naestu neetur
pvi nu voru takmork sett.
Endurminningar 6rvudu blédid

astin mér villti syn.

Innan skamms for ég aftur til hennar
og eftir pad vard hun min.

Hun fylgir mér ennpa svo trygg og tru
svo tagronn og hnakkakert.

Aldrei hefur han 68rum pjonad

né annarra varir snert.

Hvenaer sem gripur mig hugarangur
hun huggar mig raunum i.

Pa tred ég i hana tobaksmodi

og tendra svo eld i pvi.

Pa tred ég i hana tobaksmodi
og tendra svo eld i pvi.
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Rain

Song by: Jet Black Joe Lyrics by: Pall Résinkranz ArtistsJet Black Joe

You are the sun
you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough.

You are the sun
you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough.

You are saying
you are leaving, | don’t know why
you're coming in my arms.

You are saying
you are leaving, | don’t know why
you're running out on me.

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on something oh yeahh.
Don’t try to change me

dont try to change me now

yeahh ooh yeah oh yeah.

You are the sun
you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough.

You are the sun
you are the rain keep falling on me
never get enough.

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on nothing oh nooo.
Don’t try to change me

don't try to change me now

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on nothing oh nooo.
Don’t try to change me

don't try to change me now

yeahh ooh yeah | wanna do the right thing.

You don’t have to change me

I've already set my eye’s on something oh yeah

| really wouldn't blame you if you walked on out the door
because of me yeah.

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on something oh yeahh.
Don’t try to change me

don't try to change me now

Come on baby let’s forget about the truth
try to set my mind on something oh yeahh.
Don’t try to change me

don't try to change me now

yeahh ooh yeah | wanna do the right thing.
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Rangur Madur

Song by: Jénas Sigurdsson Lyrics by: Jonas Sigurdsson ArtistsSélstrandargaejarnir

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, jé,jé,jé.

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi.

Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
i vitlausu husi, jé,jé,jé.

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, jé,jé,jé.

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

Eg er rangur madur & réngum tima
i vitlausu husi.

Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
i vitlausu husi, jé,jé,jé.

Intré og millispil
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Ring of fire

Song by: Merle Kilgore Lyrics by: June Carter Cash ArtistsJohnny Cash

Love is a burning thing
and it makes a fiery ring
Bound by wild desire

| fell into a ring of fire

| fell in to a burning ring of fire
| went down, down, down
and the flames went higher
and it burns, burns burns

the ring of fire

the ring of fire

| fell in to a burning ring of fire
| went down, down, down
and the flames went higher
and it burns, burns burns

the ring of fire

the ring of fire

The taste of love is sweet
when hearts like our’'s meet
| fell for you like a child

oh, but the fire went wild

| fell in to a burning ring of fire
| went down, down, down
and the flames went higher
and it burns, burns burns

the ring of fire

the ring of fire

| fell in to a burning ring of fire
| went down, down, down
and the flames went higher
and it burns, burns burns

the ring of fire

the ring of fire

and it burns, burns burns
the ring of fire
the ring of fire
the ring of fire
the ring of fire
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Romeo og Julia

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

Uppi i risinu sérdu litid 1jés, Rdémeo - Julia,
heit hjértu, folnud ros Rémed - Julia.
Matarleifar, bogin skeid,

undan oddinum samviskan sveid.

Pau trudu a drauma, myrkrid svalt,
draumarnir tilbadu pau.

Fingurnir geeldu vid stalid kalt,
lifsvokvann daelan saug.

Draumarnir langir runnu i eitt,

dofin pau fylgdu me?.

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

Uppi i risinu lagu og 6fu sinn vef,
ottann praeddu upp a prad.

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

Hittust a laun, léku i fridi og ro,

i skugganum sat Talia.

Hvitir hestar drogu vagninn med Romed,
vid hlid hans sat Julia.

Tradu a drauma, myrkrid svalt,
draumarnir tilbadu pau.

Rémeod - Julia,
Rémeod - Julia.

Pegar kaldir vindar haustsins, blasa
naprir um goturnar,

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

Pvi Rémed villtist inn @ annad svid,
hans hlutverk gekk ekki par.

Of stor skammtur stytti pa bid,

inn a klosetti a 6pekktum bar.

Hittust a laun, léku i fridi og ro,

i skugganum sat Talia.

Hvitir hestar drogu vagninn med Romed,
vid hlid hans sat Julia.

Tradu a drauma, myrkrid svalt,
draumarnir tilbadu pau.

Rémeod - Julia,
Rémeod - Julia.

Rémeod - Julia,
Rémeod - Julia.
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Satisfaction

Song by: Mick Jagger asamt fleirum. Lyrics by: Mick Jagger asamt fleirum. ArtistsThe Rolling Stones

| can't get no satisfaction

| can't get no satisfaction

'‘cause I try and I try and | try and | try
| can't get no,

| can't get no

When I'm drivin' in my car

And that man comes on the radio
He's tellin' me more and more
About some useless information
Supposed to fire my imagination
| can't get no,

oh, no, no, no

Hey, hey, hey

that's what | say

| can't get no satisfaction

| can't get no satisfaction

'‘cause I try and I try and | try and | try
| can't get no,

| can't get no

When I'm watchin' my TV

And that man comes on to tell me

How white my shirts can be

But he can't be a man 'cause he doesn't smoke
The same cigarrettes as me

| can't get no,

oh, no, no, no

Hey, hey, hey

that's what | say

| can't get no satisfaction

| can't get no girly action

'‘cause I try and I try and | try and | try
| can't get no,

I can't get no

When I'm ridin' round the world

And I'm doin' this and I'm signing that

And I'm tryin' to make some girl

Who tells me baby better come back later next week
'‘cause you see i'm on losing streak

| can't get no,

oh, no, no, no

Hey, hey, hey

that's what | say

| can't get no,
I can't get no
No satisfaction
No satisfaction
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Seinna meir

Song by: Jéhann Helgason Lyrics by: Johann Helgason ArtistsStart

Pey, pey, pytur i mo,

hrein mey, seelleg og rj6d
Sei, sei, verdur hun min?
Heit, heit, astkaer og hyr.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla

og bradum verdur hun horfin mér fra
horfin Gt a sjoinn, eitthvad at i blainn
horfin inn i annan heim.

Hey, hey, heyréu mig nu,
sey, sey, segdu ekki nei
Pey, pey, hlustadu a
Hey, hey, vertu mér hja.

Allir eru'ad kalla ut um allt a alla

og bradum verdur hun farin mér fra
Eitthvad ut a saeinn, inn og Ut um baeinn
horfin inn i annan heim.

Seinna meir sé ég vid pér,
seinna meir trdirdu mér

PU matt ekki fela pig.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla,
endalaust um allan heim.

Allir eru'ad kalla ut um allt a alla

og bradum verdur hun farin mér fra
Eitthvad ut a saeinn, inn og Ut um baeinn
horfin inn i annan heim.

Pey, pey, pytur i mo,

hrein mey, seelleg og rj6d
Sey, sey, verdur hin min?
Heit, heit, astkaer og hyr.

Allir eru'ad tala hégnar eru'ad mala
i huga minum er astin svo heit.
Timinn er ad lida, fortidin ad svifa
Eitthvad inn i annan heim.

Seinna meir sé ég vid pér,
seinna meir trdirdu mér

PU matt ekki fela pig.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla,
endalaust um allan heim.

Seinna meir sé ég vid pér,
seinna meir trdirdu mér

PU matt ekki fela pig.

Allir eru ad kalla ut um allt a alla,
endalaust um allan heim.
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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 sagoi: ,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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Syneta

Song by: Martin Hoffman Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens ArtistsBubbi Morthens

Capo a 3. bandi
gitarlina i byrjun lags.

Milli jéla og nyars um nott vid komum,

i nistingskulda, slyddu og éli".

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

Vid austurstrondina stodum a dekki,
storéum i sortans kélgusky,

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

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

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

Pessa nott skipid a Skrudanum steytti,
skelfing og ¢tti toku Oll vold.

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

Pa nott vid doum, drottinn minn godur,
drukknudum bjarg'lausir einn og einn.
Himinn og haf syndust saman renna,
okkar sidasta tak var brimsorfinn steinn.

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

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

i pangi vid fundumst, en fimm ennpa vantar,
fiorunni aldan skiladi oss,

i hus a bérum vid bornir vorum

med blaa vor eftir 6ldunnar koss.

Ef pu siglir um sumar, vinur,

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

peim fimm sem aldrei skiludu sér.
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Sodoma

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

Skuggar i skjoli neetur
skjéta rétum sinum heér.
Fardi og fjadrahamur,
allt svo framandi er.

Fyrirheit enginn &,
adeins von eda pra.
Svo a morgun er allt lidid hja.

Sviti og saetur ilmur
saman renna hér i eitt.
Skyrta ur ledurliki
getur lifinu breytt.

Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins von eda pra.

Timinn fellur i gleymskunnar da.
Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins draumar og pra.

Svo a morgun er allt lidid hja.

Hérna er allt sem hugurinn geeti girnst.

ja og edal gudaveigar

Noéttin er ung og hun idar i takt vid pig. 6...
Allt getur gerst og eflaust gerist pad vist
bara bruggid ef pu teigar.

Svo er svifid pondum veengjum.
Svo er svifid pondum veengjum.
Soédomal
Yeah-yeah-yeah-yeah.
Soédomal
Yeah-yeah-yeah-yeah.

Ahhhh, ahhh
Ahhh, ahhh, ahh, ahh.
Ahhhh, ahhh
Ahhh, ahhh, ahh, ahh.

Holdid er hladid orku,

hafid yfir pina syn.

Drjupa af dimmum veggjum,
dreyri, vessar og vin.

Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins von eda pra.

Lifid fellur i gleymskunnar da.
Fyrirheit enginn &,

adeins draumar og pra.

Svo a morgun er allt lidid hja.
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Veghuinn

Song by: KK Lyrics by: KK ArtistsKK

Pu faerd aldrei'ad gleyma
begar ferd pu a stja.

Pu att hvergi heima
nema veginum a.

Med angur i hjarta
og dirfskunnar méo
pu ferd pina eigin,
otrodnu sléé.

Vegbui, sestu mér hja.
Segdu mér sogur,

ja, segdu mér fra.

pPu attir von,

nu er vonin farin & brott
flogin i veg.

Pu faerd aldrei'ad gleyma
begar ferd pu a stja.

Pu att hvergi heima
nema veginum a.

Med angur i hjarta
og dirfskunnar méo
pu ferd pina eigin,
otrodnu sléé.

Vegbui, sestu mér hja.
Segdu mér sogur,

ja, segdu mér fra.

pPu attir von,

nu er vonin farin & brott
flogin i veg.

Vegbui, sestu mér hja.
Segdu mér sogur,

ja, segdu mér fra.

pPu attir von,

nu er vonin farin & brott
flogin i veg.
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Vertu pu sjalfur

Song by: SSSl Lyrics by: Helgi Bjérnsson ArtistsSSSél

Vertu pu sjalfur,
gerdu pad sem pu vilt.
Vertu pu sjalfur,

eins og pu ert.

Lattu pad flakka,
dansadu i vindinum.
Fadmadu heiminn,
elskadu.

Fardu alla leid
Va-bam-a-lu-ma-ba-ba-bei
Fardu alla leid.

Allt til enda, alla leid.

Vertu pu, (vertu...)

bu sjalfur.

Gerdu pad (pad sem pu vilt)
sem pu vilt.

Jamm og jive

og sveifla.

Honky tonk og (honky tonk)
hnykkurinn.

Fardu alla leid
Va-bam-a-lu-ma-ba-ba-bei
Vid forum alla leid.

Tjutti fratti, alla leid.

Fardu alla leid
Va-bam-a-lu-ma-ba-ba-bei
Vid forum alla leid.

Allt til enda, alla leid.
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Who'll stop the rain

Song by: John Fogherty Lyrics by: John Fogherty ArtistsCreedence 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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Eg triii 4 betra lif

Song by: Hallgrimur Oskarsson Lyrics by: Eirikur Hauksson &samt fleirum. ArtistsMagni Asgeirsson

Vegalaus &g leitadi ad
geedum lifsins, lagdi undir allt
Gleymdi stund og stad

Til 6rlaganna bad

salin dofin, ishjarta kalt

Vorid kom med bodskap um grid
betri tima og breytt sjobnarmid
gera hlutum skKil

ad elska og finna til

Nuna veit__ ég, hvad ég vil

Eg flyg, & vonarvaengjum svif
pbvi ég trui a betra lif

Eg finn, allt lifnar vid a ny
lattu drauminn vekja pig

i tra & betra lif...

Hvernig get ég ordid ottalaus
Verid sterkur, reynt ad halda haus
Odlast nyja tra? - Leert ad finna til
Nuna veit__ ég, hvad ég vil

Eg flyg, & vonarvaengjum svif
pbvi ég trui a betra lif

Eg finn, allt lifnar vid a ny
lattu drauminn vekja pig

i tra & betra lif

Lidin er fortidin
dagar - neetur - ar
Okkar er framtidin
Vid sigrum heiminn

Eg flyg, & vonarvaengjum svif
pbvi ég trui a betra lif

Eg finn, allt lifnar vid a ny
lattu drauminn vekja pig

i tra & betra lif...
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bad geta ekki allir verid gordjoss

Song by: Bragi Valdimar Skulason Lyrics by: Bragi Valdimar Skulason ArtistsPall Oskar Hjalmtysson asamt fleirum.

Likt og fuglinn Fénix ris
fogur litil diskodis

upp ur djupinu

gegnum diskoljosafoss.
Eg er flottur, ég er fraegur,
ég er kandis kandifloss.

U,q,u,qu,da.
U,a,a, a4, .

Songroddin er silkimjuk
sjaid bara pennan buk
instant klassik

her er allt a réttum stad.
Eg er fagur, ég er fridur,
€g er glamur gummelad.

A, a, a4, a4a,a,a,a, a.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
pad geta' ekki allir verid toff.

pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
eins og ég.

A, ha, ha.
A a3, 4,4, 4a,a,a,a.
U, a, q,a, 4, .

Hudinni i Dior drekkt,
dressid dadfinnanlegt
hvilik fegurd

hvad get ég sagt?

Eg er dundur, &g er disko,
pad er mikid i mig lagt.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
pad geta' ekki allir verid toff.

pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
eins og ég.

a, ha.
a, a, a,a,a,a.
u,a,u, u,ud

Q0 I

cr>r

la’
u

[

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir verid hit.

pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
Pad geta' ekki allir verid hann.
pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
eins og ég.

Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
pad geta' ekki allir feikad' pad
eins og ég.

A, ha, ha.
A, a, a, 4a,a4a,a,a,a, a.
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bad parf folk eins og pig

Song by: Buck Owens Lyrics by: Runar Juliusson ArtistsRunar Juliusson

pad parf parf folk eins og pig
fyrir félk eins og mig

fra Blaa I6ns bodum

ad nyrstu sjavarstrond

Fra vel pekktum stédum
ut i 6kénnud I6nd

parf félk eins og pig
fyrir folk eins og mig

Ef dimmir i lifi minu um hrid
eru bros pin og hlyja svo blid
Og hvert sem pu ferd

og hvar sem ég verd

parf félk eins og pig

fyrir félk eins og mig

Pad parf parf folk eins og pig
fyrir folk eins og mig

fra hlidum Akureyrar

inn i greenan Herjolfsdal

Fra Hallormstadar skdgi
inn i fagran Skorradal
parf félk eins og pig
fyrir folk eins og mig

Ef dimmir i lifi minu um hrid
eru bros pin og hlyja svo blid
Og hvert sem pu ferd

og hvar sem ég verd

parf félk eins og pig

fyrir félk eins og mig

Solo

Ef dimmir i lifi minu um hrid
eru bros pin og hlyja svo blid
Og hvert sem pu ferd

og hvar sem ég verd

parf félk eins og pig

fyrir félk eins og mig
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Pusund sinnum segdu ja

Song by: Grafik Lyrics by: Helgi Bjornsson ArtistsGrafik

A hverjum morgni ég hugsa til pin,

pu varst heit og ilmandi.

Er pu lagdist vid hlidina a mer,

kitladir og kitladir mig svo mig svimadi.

Svo lengi elskudumst vid,
big ég vefja tok......

Pusund sinnum segdu ja,
pusund sinnum segdu 6.
Segdu hvad pér pykir gott,
segdu hvad peér pykir.
Pusund sinnum segdu ja,
pusund sinnum segdu 6.
Segdu hvad pér pykir gott,
segdu ja.

Allt petta er lif er buid spil,
pu ert farin pina leid.

O, hve lengi, lengi, lengi ég beid.

Pusund sinnum segdu ja,
pusund sinnum segdu 6.
Segdu hvad pér pykir gott,
segdu hvad per pykir.
Pusund sinnum segdu ja,
pusund sinnum segdu 6.
Segdu hvad pér pykir gott,
segdu ja.

Solo:

Pusund sinnum segdu ja,
pusund sinnum segdu 6.
Segdu hvad pér pykir gott,
segdu hvad peér pykir.
Pusund sinnum segdu ja,
pusund sinnum segdu 6.
Segdu hvad pér pykir gott,
segdu ja.




