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A Hard Day’s Night

Hofundur lags: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Hofundur texta: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: The Beatles

It's been A Hard Day's Night
and I've been working like a dog
It's been A Hard Day's Night

| should be sleeping like a log
But when | get home to you

| find the things that you do

will make me feel al---right

You know | work all day

to get you money to buy things

And It's worth it just to hear you say
you're gonna give me ev'rything

So why | love to come home
'‘Cause when | get you alone

you know I'll be O.K.

When | home

ev'rything seems to be alright

When I'm home

feeling you holding me tight, tight,yeah

It's been A Hard Day's Night
and I've been working like a dog
It's been A Hard Day's Night

| should be sleeping like a log
But when | get home to you

| find the things that you do will
make me feel al---right

So why | love to come home
'‘Cause when | get you alone
you know I'll be O.K.

When | home

ev'rything seems to be alright

When I'm home

feeling you holding me tight, tight,yeah

It's been A Hard Day's Night
and I've been working like a dog
It's been A Hard Day's Night

| should be sleeping like a log
But when | get home to you

| find the things that you do will
make me feel al---right

You know | feel al---right

Intré: munnharpa og kassagitar
Eg hlusta a Zeppelin

og ég ferdast aftur i timann

Pu spyrd mig, hvar er gimsteinninn

Afgan

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

i augum pinum ljufan?

Svitinn perlar a brjéostum pinum

pu bitur i hndann

Pu flygur a brott

med syndum minum, Svartur Afgan

Eg elska pig svo heitt

ad mig sundlar og verkjar

| fadmi pinum pu leetur mig

finna til sektar

Uti i horni liggur Kisi pinn og malar
inn & badherbergi

stendur vofan pin og talar

Uti hamast regnié

vid ad komast inn til pin

Eg skrid undir seengina

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

Hun synir okkur inni sélina

segir ad solin sé sin

Millispil- Munnharpa

Lyftan var bilud

husvordurinn kalladi mig svin

sagdist hata alla poppara

€g 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 sé&d pig i syn

O, ég elska pig ég vil ekki vakna
Svartur Afgan

drauma minna ég sakna

Millispil- Munnharpa

Aldrei for ég sudur

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

Forspil:
{start_of tab}
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Eg vakna oftast preyttur,
varla med sjalfum mér,

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

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

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

A fiskinum lifir porpi®,
porskurinn er félkinu allt,

pad preelar alla vikuna,
vadandi slor og salt.

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

Langa dimma vetur

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

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

Fadir minn atti drauma

sem dou fyrir litid fé.

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

Eg gleymdi seint peim augum,
ginandi botnlaust tém,

gamall madur fyrir aldur fram

med brostinn hrjufan rém.

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

ad saeta dukkan hans Bensa i Grof
veeri ordin kasolétt.

Neaeturnar urdu langar

og nagandi o6tti med

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

Langa dimma vetur

vindurinn smaug i gegnum allt.
Kannski var 6llum 63rum hiytt,
en mér var allavegana kalt

5-| Pad bidu allir eftir sumrinu

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

Aldrei for ég sudur,

alltaf skorti mig por.

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

0g ég peeli ekki neitt,

€g paekla minar tunnur,

fyrir pad ég fee vist greitt.

Eg hugsa oft um bérnin min,
bradum kemur ad pvi

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

Enn koma témir batarnir

og braedslan stendur aud.
Barattan er vonlaus,

pegar midin eru daud.

Langa dimma vetur

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

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

Blindsker

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

Skémmu adur en vindurinn sofnar uppi @ haedunum
eins og morgun doggin sprettur svitinn fram.
Andartaki adur en nyr dagur kemur med postinum
akvedur solin ad hylja sinn harm.

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

Eg sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie a foninn.
pitt uppahalds lag var "Wild is the wind".

Oll pessi ar sem gafu okkur pad
sem adrir 6skudu sér.
Elskendur i stormi

sem aldrei sau ad astin var
adeins blindsker.

Eg geng sému gétuna, hitti sama folkid,

geri somu hlutina og ég gerdi med pér.

P6 dagurinn sé sa sami, er pad ekki sama nottin,
pvi néttin var okkar timi til ad byrja med.
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Og ég veit ad eg parf ad leika sama leikinn,
veruleikinn er eins og gémul mynd.

Eg sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie a foninn.
pitt uppahalds lag var "Wild is the wind".

Oll pessi ar sem gafu okkur pad
sem adrir 6skudu sér.
Elskendur i stormi

sem aldrei sau ad astin var
adeins blindsker.

Can't buy Me Love

Hofundur lags: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Hofundur texta: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: The Beatles

Can't buy me love
love
Can't buy me love

I'll buy you a diamond ring my friend
if it makes you feel allright

I'll get you anything my friend

if it makes you feel allright

For | don't care too much for money
for money can't buy me love

I'll give you all I've got to give

if you say you love me too

I may not have a lot to give

but what I've got I'll give to you

For | don't care too much for money
for money can't buy me love

Can't by me love
Everybody tells me so
Can't by me love

No, no, no, no.

Say you don't need no diamond ring

and I'll be satisfied

Tell me that you want those kind of things
that money just can't buy

For | don't care too much for money

for money can't buy me love

Can't buy me love
love
Can't buy me love
ohh

Tonight I'm gonna have myself a real good time

| feel alive, and the world turning inside out
Yeah, and floating around in ecstasy

So don't stop me now

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

Don't stop me now

Hofundur lags: Freddie Mercury
Hoéfundur texta: Freddie Mercury
Flytiandi: Queen

I'm a shooting star leaping

through the sky like a tiger

Defying the laws of gravity

I'm a racing car, passing by like Lady Godiva
I'm gonna go, go, go, there's no stoppin' me

I'm burnin' through the sky, yeah

Two hundred degrees, that's why

they call me mister Fahrenheit

I'm travelling at the speed of light

| wanna make a supersonic man out of you

Don't stop me now

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

Don't stop me now

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

Don't stop me now

Don't stop me now

| don't want to stop at all

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

| am a satellite, I'm out of control

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

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

I'm burnin' through the sky, yeah

Two hundred degrees, that's why

they call me mister Fahrenheit

I'm travelling at the speed of light

| wanna make a supersonic man out of you

Don't stop me now

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

Don't stop me now

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

Don't stop me now

Don't stop me now

| don't want to stop at all

Don't stop me

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

Hofundur lags: Journey
Hoéfundur texta: Journey
Flytjandi: Journey

Capo a 2. bandi

Just a small town girl,
living in a lonely world

She took the midnight train
going anywhere

Just a city boy,

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

A singer in a smoky room,
a smell of wine and cheap perfume

For a smile they can share the night,

it goes on and on and on and on

Strangers waiting

up and down the boulevard
Their shadows searching

in the night

Streetlight, people,

living just to find emotion
Hiding, somewhere in the night

Working hard to get my fill,
everybody wants a thrill

Paying anything to roll the dice,
just one more time

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

it goes on and on and on and on

Strangers waiting

up and down the boulevard
Their shadows searching

in the night

Streetlight, people,

living just to find emotion
Hiding, somewhere in the night

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

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

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

Fuck You

Hofundur lags: Bruno Mars asamt fleirum.
Hoéfundur texta: Bruno Mars asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: Cee Lo Green

| see you driving round town with the girl | love

And I'm like "Fuck you!" Ooo 000 000

| guess the change in my pocket wasn't enough

And I'm like "Fuck you, and fuck her too."

If | was richer, I'd still be with ya

Now ain't that some shit (Ain't that some shit)

And though there's pain in my chest | still wish you the be
With a "Fuck you"

| said I'm sorry...I can't afford a Ferrari
But that don't mean | can't get you there
| guess he's an X-box and I'm more Atari
But the way you play your game ain't fair

| pity the foooooool who falls in love with you

Oh shit she's a gold digger, just thought you should know ni
000000000, | got some news for you

You can go run and tell your boyfriend

| see you driving round town with the girl | love

And I'm like "Fuck you!" Ooo 000 000

I guess the change in my pocket wasn't enough

And I'm like "Fuck you, and fuck her too."

If | was richer, I'd still be with ya

Now ain't that some shit (Ain't that some shit)

And though there's pain in my chest | still wish you the be
With a "Fuck you"

Now | know | had to borrow,

beg and steal and lie and cheat

Tryin to keep ya, tryin' to please ya

Cause being in love with your ass ain't cheap

| pity the foooooool who falls in love with you

Oh shit she's a gold digger, just thought you should know ni
000000000, | got some news for you

Ooh, I really hate your ass right now

| see you driving round town with the girl | love

And I'm like "Fuck you!" Ooo 000 000

I guess the change in my pocket wasn't enough

And I'm like "Fuck you, and fuck her too."

If | was richer, I'd still be with ya

Now ain't that some shit (Ain't that some shit)

And though there's pain in my chest | still wish you the be
With a "Fuck you"
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Now, baby, baby, baby, why'd you wanna, wanna hurt meleg, hadight,

(so, bad, so bad, so bad)

Gonna be tonight,

I'd try to tell my momma but she told me this one from yoDatadyou know Im flyin

(your dad, your dad) yes she did
Why, why, why, Lady
I love you, | still love you! Aaaaaaal!

| see you driving round town with the girl | love
And I'm like "Fuck you!" Ooo 000 000

I guess the change in my pocket wasn't enough
And I'm like "Fuck you, and fuck her too."

If | was richer, I'd still be with ya

Now ain't that some shit (Ain't that some shit)

Tonight, tonight.

Hey, cmon,
Gonna chase tomorrow
Tonight, tonight.

Gonna get it to the rafters,
Watch me now.

Jodys gonna get religion
All night long.

And though there's pain in my chest | still wish you the best

With a "Fuck you"

Have you ever seen the rain

Ho6fundur lags: John Fogherty
Hoéfundur 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

Hey Tonight

Hoéfundur lags: John Fogherty
Ho6fundur texta: John Fogherty
Flytjandi: Creedence Clearwater Revival

Hey, cmon,
Gonna hear the sun
Tonight, tonight.

Gonna get it to the rafters,
Watch me now.

Jodys gonna get religion
All night long.

Aaaah!

Hey, tonight,

Gonna be tonight,
Dont you know Im flyin
Tonight, tonight.
Tonight, tonight.

Hjalpadu mer upp
Hofundur lags: Bjorn Jorundur Fridbjornsson

Hofundur texta: Bjérn Jérundur Fridbjérnsson
Flytjandi: Ny Dénsk

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

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

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

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

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.
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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.

Hotel California

Hofundur lags: Glenn Frey asamt fleirum.
Hofundur texta: Glenn Frey asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: The Eagles

On a dark desert highway,

cool wind in my hair

Warm smell of colitas

rising up through the air

Up ahead in the distance,

| saw a shimmering light

My head grew heavy and my sight grew dim
| had to stop for the night

There she stood in the doorway;

| heard the mission bell

And | was thinking to myself

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

and she showed me the way

There were voices down the corridor,

| thought | heard them say

Welcome to the Hotel California.

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

Her mind is Tiffany twisted,

she got the Mercedes bends

She got a lot of pretty, pretty boys
that she calls friends

How they dance in the courtyard, sweet summer sweat

Some dance to remember,
some dance to forget

So | called up the captain;

"Please bring me my wine."

"We haven't had that spirit here

since nineteen sixty-nine"

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

just to hear them say

Welcome to the Hotel California.
Such a lovely place, such a lovely face
They livin' it up at the Hotel California

What a nice surprise bring your alibis

Mirrors on the ceiling,

the pink champagne on ice

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

And in the master's chambers,

they gathered for the feast

They stab it with their steely knives,

but they just can't kill the beast

Last thing | remember,

| was running for the door

I had to find the passage back

to the place | was before

"Relax" said the nightman,

"We are programmed to receive"
"You can check out anytime you like,
but you can never leave"

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens

Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Hvitir vada dagar
votlendi hjartans

og vekja pig.

Fra yfirbordi hugans
€g horfi nidur i dypid
a sjalfan mig.

rokkri ottans

hvislar salin:

"Eg elska pig.

Medan édmur pess lidna
garar vatnid

og leggursig.

Sveimar pu a gleerum vaengjum
pad er kalt parna inni.

Pad er hafléd

ur augum pinum rennur,
bad er haflod

0g enni pitt brennur,

bad er haflod

pad skin i manans tennur.
ja, by, pa,

pu ein getur vakid mig,

ja, by, pa,

pu ein getur vakid mig,

ja, by, pa,

pu ein getur vakid mig.
Og aldar gémul sorg vaknar.

pad er haflod




Sdéngbok buin til 8 www.guitarparty.com

Bls. 10

ur augum pinum rennur,
pbad er haflod

og enni pitt brennur,

pad er haflod

pad skin i manans tennur.
ja, pu, pu,

pu ein getur vakié mig,

ja, pu, pu,

pu ein getur vakié mig,

ja, pu, pu,

pu ein getur vakié mig.
Og aldar gébmul sorg vaknar.

Hvitir vada dagar
votlendi hjartans

og vekja pig.

Fra yfirbordi hugans
ég horfi nidur i dypid
a sjalfan mig.

rokkri ottans

hvislar salin:

"Eg elska pig.

Medan émur pess lidna
garar vatnid

og leggursig.

Sveimar pu & gleerum veengjum
pad er kalt parna inni.

Pad er haflod

ur augum pinum rennur,
pbad er haflod

og enni pitt brennur,

pbad er haflod

pad skin i manans tennur.
ja, pu, pu,

pu ein getur vakid mig,

ja, pu, pu,

pu ein getur vakid mig,

ja, pu, pu,

pu ein getur vakid mig.
Og aldar gébmul sorg vaknar.

Hvitir vada dagar
votlendi hjartans

og vekja pig.

Fra yfirbordi hugans
ég horfi nidur i dypid
a sjalfan mig.

Pad er haflod

ur augum pinum rennur,
pbad er haflod

og enni pitt brennur,

pbad er haflod

pad skin i manans tennur.

ja, bu, pu,

pu ein getur vakid mig,

ja, bu, pu,

pu ein getur vakid mig,

ja, pu, pu,

pu ein getur vakié mig.

Og aldar gébmul sorg vaknar.

| Want To Break Free

Hofundur lags: John Deacon
Hoéfundur texta: John Deacon
Flytiandi: Queen

| want to break free

| want to break free

| want to break free from your lies

You're so self satisfied | don't need you
I've got to break free

God knows God knows | want to break free

I've fallen in love

I've fallen in love for the first time

And this time | know it's for real

I've fallen in love yeah

God knows God knows I've fallen in love

It's strange but it's true

| can't get over the way you love me like you do
But | have to be sure

When | walk out that door

Oh how | want to be free baby

Oh how | want to be free

Oh how | want to break free

But life still goes on

| can't get used to living without living without
Living without you by my side

| don't want to live alone hey

God knows | got to make it on my own

So baby can't you see

I've got to break free

I've got to break free

| want to break free yeah

| want | want | want | want to break free....

| Want To Hold Your Hand

Hoéfundur lags: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Hofundur texta: John Lennon asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: The Beatles

Oh, yeah, I'll tell you something,
| think you'll understand,

Then | say that something:

| want to hold your hand!

| want to hold your hand!

| want to hold your hand!
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Oh, please, say to me,
you'll let me be your man,
And please, say to me,
you'll let me hold your hand.
Now let me hold your hand,
I want to hold your hand!

And when | touch you | feel happy inside,
It's such a feeling that my love | cant hide,
| can't hide, | can't hide.

Yeah you, got that something,
| think you'll understand,
When [ feel that something,

I want to hold your hand!

I want to hold your hand!

I want to hold your hand!

And when | touch you | feel happy inside,
It's such a feeling that my love | cant hide,
I can't hide, | can't hide.

Yeah you, got that something,
| think you'll understand,
When [ feel that something,

I want to hold your hand!

I want to hold your hand!

I want to hold your hand!

I want to hold your hand!

| Will Follow You into the Dark

Hofundur lags: Ben Gibbard
Hoéfundur texta: Ben Gibbard
Flytjandi: Death Cab for Cutie

Capo a 5. bandi

Love of mine

someday you will die,

but I'll be close behind;

I'll follow you into the dark.

No blinding light

or tunnels to gates of white,
just our hands clasped so tight
waiting for the hint of a spark.

If heaven and hell decide
that they both are satisfied,

illuminate the noes on their vacancy signs.

If there's no one beside you
when your soul embarks
then I'll follow you into the dark.

In Catholic school,
as vicious as Roman rule,

| got my knuckles bruised
by a lady in black.

And | held my tongue
as she told me "Son,
fear is the heart of love".
So | never went back.

If heaven and hell decide

that they both are satisfied,

illuminate the noes on their vacancy signs.
If there's no one beside you

when your soul embarks

then I'll follow you into the dark.

You and me

have seen everything to see
from Bangkok to Calgary,
and the soles of your shoes

are all worn down.

The time for sleep is now

but it's nothing to cry about
'‘cause we'll hold each other soon
in the blackest of rooms.

If heaven and hell decide

that they both are satisfied,

illuminate the noes on their vacancy signs.
If there's no one beside you

when your soul embarks

then I'll follow you into the dark.

| would walk 500 miles

Hofundur lags: The Proclaimers
Hoéfundur 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
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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

’
I'm yours
Hofundur lags: Jason Mraz

Hoéfundur texta: Jason Mraz
Flytjandi: Jason Mraz

Capo a 4. bandi.

Well you done done me and you bet | felt it

| tried to be chill but you're so hot that | melted

| fell right through the cracks

Now I'm trying to get back

Before the cool done run out I'll be giving it my bestest
And nothing's going to stop me but divine intervention
| reckon it's again my turn to win some or learn some

But | won't hesitate no more,
no more It cannot wait I'm yours
mmmmmooooo mmmmhey hey hey hey eyey

Well open up your mind and see like me
Open up your plans and damn you're free
Look into your heart and you'll find love love love love

So | won't hesitate no more,
no more It cannot wait I'm sure
There's no need to complicate
Our time is short

This is our fate, I'm yours

Dubudbudu Dubudbudu Dubud but do you want to comon

Scooch on over closer dear And i will nibble your ear

sudubaba ooohh ooohh ooohh
ooohh ooohh aahha mmmhhh

I've been spending way too long checking my tongue in the

And bending over backwards just to try to see it clearer
But my breath fogged up the glass

And so | drew a new face and laughed

| guess what I'm be saying is there ain't no better reason
To rid yourself of vanity and just go with the seasons
It's what we aim to do Our name is our virtue

So | won't hesitate no more,
no more It cannot wait I'm sure
There's no need to complicate
Our time is short

This is our fate, I'm yours

Well open up your mind and see like me

Open up your plans and damn you're free

Look into your heart and you'll find that the sky is yours
Please don't, please don't, please don't

There's no need to complicate

Cause our time is short

This oh this this is out fate, I'm yours!

Kindin Einar

Ho6fundur lags: Pluto Shervington
Hofundur texta: Sigurdur Gudmundsson
Flytjandi: Hjalmar

Morgunn einn €g hoppa upp i rutuna
med vasa fulla af banana.

Graenum gedpekkum fasana

haféi ég i bitid eelt.

Upp i sveit ég eetladi ad halda hana

i svaka parti med piuna.

En sidan hraktist ég leidina,

pad var klarlega sem vid manninn meelt.

Kindin Einar var pa vid vegabrunina

buinn ad bita upp alla tunina.

Fyrir hann var og ég keyrdi hann i spad.

Hann sagdi dada, en meinti bada, verst var pad.

Listen to the music of the moment people dance and sing

We're just one big family

Pad var komid langt fram ad hadegi

And It's our God-forsaken right to be loved love loved loveddéetropadi einn farpegi

ad feeri ekki lengra ef hann fengi eigi
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greyid Einar rud og skreelt.

Nu ég kvad vid, hvi ekki & peim degi
barasta ad buta hann strax.

Svo hreinlega velta honum ar deigi,
grilla hann og egg med jafnvel speelt.

Kindin Einar var pa vid vegabrunina
buinn ad bita upp alla tunina.
Fyrir hann var og ég keyrdi hann i spad.

Hann sagdi dada, en meinti bada, verst var pad.

i pvi bar ad bondann & nzesta bee,
hann kom til vor og sagdi hee.

Nei hvad sé ég, er petta kindarhrae?
Baetti hann vid og aefur vard.

Eina kindi atti hér heima a bae

sem ad eetladi nidrad see.

En ndna sposkur ég spranga og hlae

pvi nina skuldardu meir en nokkurn spard®.

Kindin Einar var pa vid vegabrunina
buinn ad bita upp alla tunina.
Fyrir hann var og ég keyrdi hann i spad.

Hann sagdi dada, en meinti bada, verst var pad.

Einar var pa vié vegabrunina
buinn ad bita upp alla tunina.
Fyrir hann stokk og ég speeldi hann i spad.

Hann sagdi dada, en meinti bada, verst var pad.

Einar var pa vié vegabrunina
buinn ad bita upp alla tunina.
Fyrir hann stokk og ég speeldi hann i spad.

Hann sagdi dada, en meinti bada, verst var pad.

Knockin’ on heaven’s door

Ho6fundur lags: Bob Dylan
Hoéfundur 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

Kyrrlatt kvold

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
Hoéfundur texta: Porlakur Kristinsson
Flytjandi: Utangarsmenn

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

sudur a bankanna val.

Last kiss

Hoéfundur lags: Wayne Cochran
Ho6fundur 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.
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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.
I 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.

Lukku Laki

Hofundur lags: Hallbjérn Hjartarson
Hoéfundur texta: Jon Vikingsson
Flytjandi: Hallbjérn Hjartarson

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

Med sexhleypunni er hann sneggri

en skugginn ad skjota i mark

Léttfeti hans med hrekki

gerir oft mikid hark

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

sigrad hann Laka enn

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

sem herjar pa bada a

Reaeningja drasl og lydur Laka oft skjota a

en laki samt sndéggur sem skugginn

ad klappa peim hausinn a

Med sexhleypunni er hann sneggri

en skugginn ad skjota i mark

Léttfeti hans med hrekki

gerir oft mikid hark

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

sigrad hann Laka enn

Daltonar nokkrir gera Laka oft lifid leitt

fangelsin i sundur peir skera og komast pa jafnan i feitt

Laki pa jafnan finnur og feerir i his a ny

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

Med sexhleypunni er hann sneggri
en skugginn ad skjota i mark
Léttfeti hans med hrekki

gerir oft mikid hark

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

sigrad hann Laka enn

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

Log og regla
Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens

Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Bubbi Morthens

Hvers vegna eru 16g og regla

til ad fela hitt og petta?

Bl6dug spor og handjarn smella

skyrslur segja: ,Hann var alltaf ad detta.”

Bordu hann i bilnum med kylfum og hntum
haedd’ann og svivirtu med tungum hrjifum
Ekkert sast nema litid mar

petta var slys vid vorum ekki par.

Vidé heyrdum hann kalla, bidja um vatn,
kvartadi lika um honum veeri kalt.
Seinna um néttina taladi at i blainn.
pbad var ekki fyrr i morgun

ad vid saum ad hann veeri dainn.

Ekki benda a mig, segir vardstjérinn.
petta kvold var ég ad aefa logreglukorinn,
Spyrjid pa sem voru a vakt.

Eg abyrgist peir munu segja satt.

Madir
Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens

Hofundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Flytjandi: Ego

Mo&dir, hvar er barnid pitt,
svona seint um kvold.
Moair, hvar er yndid pitt,
pokan er svo kdld.

Pokan synir hryllingsmynd,
pval er stulkuhond.

Ut ur pokunni lidur kynjamynd
med egghvasst jarn.

Opid, inni pokunni,

til jardar féll par hljott.

Starandi augu, skeeldur munnur,
6 bl6did rann svo hljott.
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Litil stulka & heidinni

villst hefur af leid.

Hun hitti mann a leidinni

undan krumlum hans par sveid.

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

Pokan synir hryllingsmynd,
pvol er stulkuhond.

Ut ur pokunni lidur kynjamynd
med egghvasst jarn.

Opid, inni pokunni,

til jardar féll par hljott.

Starandi augu, skeeldur munnur,
0 bl6did rann svo hljott.

Litil stulka & heidinni

villst hefur af leid.

Hun hitti mann a leidinni

undan krumlum hans par sveid.

Myrdalssandur

Hofundur lags: Bubbi Morthens asamt fleirum.
Hoéfundur texta: Bubbi Morthens asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: GCD

Pad er rigning og myrkur og meinlegir skuggar
a Myrdalssandi og hvergi skjol ad fa.

Pad er yfirgefinn bill Gt i vegarkanti og

hvergi hraedu neinstadar ad sja.

Pin versta mara, hun laedist og leitar
lif pitt hremmir med varir blédheitar.
Pu getur hlaupid en pu felur pig ekki,
hann fangar pig 6ttinn med sina

iskéldu hlekki,
iskoldu hlekki,
iskoldu hlekki,
0g pu sleppur ekki.

Med taugarnar pandar,
titrandi andar,
kjokrandi skridur,
skjalfandi bidur

og timinn lidur.

Proud Mary

Hoéfundur lags: John Fogherty
Ho6fundur 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.

Riddari gotunnar

Ho6fundur lags: Bjorgvin Halldérsson
Hoéfundur texta: Porhallur Sigurdsson
Flytjandi: HLH flokkurinn

Rennur af stad ungi riddarinn
rykid pad pyrlast um sléé.
Hondan hans nyja er fakurinn
hjalmurinn glitrar sem glod.

Tryllir og teetir upp malbikid,
titrar og skelfur allt hér.
Reykmettad loftid pa vitid pid
er riddari gétunnar fer.

Eg hef alltaf veri® veik fyrir svona strak
sem geysist um a motorfak
og hreedist ekki neitt.

Aftan a hjoli hans situr snot,
su sem hann elskar i dag.
Syna pau hvort 68ru bliduhot
og svifa inn i kvoldsolarlag.

Eg hef alltaf veri® veik fyrir svona strak
sem geysist um a motorfak
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og hraedist ekki neitt.

Storir strakar fa raflost

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

Peir hringdu i morgun ségdu

Ad Lilla veeri ordin 69

Ad hun biti félk i halsinn

Drykki ar pvi allt blod

Hun haféi sagt, hun geeti ekki dottid
Hun hefdi engan stad til ad detta a
Hun sagdist breytast i ledurbloku
Ad han flygi um loftin bla

Laeknirinn var midaldra

augun i honum voru gra

Hann djonkadi sig med morfini
Sagdist hafa unnid héri 15 ar
Pa orélegu geymdu a deild

Pa orélegu geymdu a deild
Sem var sérhonnud fyrir pa
pad atti ad setja Lillu i raflost
Hann baud mér ad horfa a

Storir strakar fa raflost
Storir strakar fa raflost
Storir strakar fa raflost

Gangastulkurnar hvaestu og
Syndu i sér tennurnar

Paer skipudu mér ad fara i raimid
S06gdu timi kominn a pillurnar

Eg sagdi ad ég veeri gestur

Ad ég veeri leidinni heim,

pbaer skelltu mér med latum i golfid
s6gdu svo pu ert einn af peim

A kvéldin kemur laeknirinn

Og segist vera vinur minn

Hann segir ?pu verdur ad vera rolegur
PU aesir upp 6ll hin?

Hann segir ad ég sé tveggja ara medferd
Hann bydur mig velkominn

Segir a morgun fai ég raflost

Svo ég verdi eins og 6ll hin

Storir strakar fa raflost
Storir strakar fa raflost
Storir strakar fa raflost

| got my first real six-string
Bought it at a five-and-dime
Played it til my fingers bled
It was the summer of 69

Me and some guys from school

Summer of '69

Hofundur lags: Bryan Adams
Hoéfundur texta: Jim Vallance
Flytjandi: Bryan Adams

had a band and we tried real hard
Jimmy quit and Jody got married
| shoulda known we'd never get far

Oh when | look back now

that summer seemed to last forever
Oh and if | had a choice

Yeah I'd always wanna be there
Those were the best days of my life

Ain't no use in complainin’

when you got a job to do

Spent my evenings down at the drive-in
and that's where | met you

Oh when | look back now

that summer seemed to last forever
Oh and if | had a choice

Yeah I'd always wanna be there
Those were the best days of my life

Standin on your mama's porch
you told me that you'd wait forever
Oh and when you held my hand

| knew that it was now or never

Those were the best days of my life

back in the summer of '69

Man we were Killing time
we were young and restless we needed to unwind
| guess nothin' can last forever- forever; no

And now the times are changing

look at everything thats come and gone
Sometimes when | play that old six-string
| think about you wonder what went wrong

Oh when | look back now

that summer seemed to last forever
Oh and if | had a choice

Yeah I'd always wanna be there
Those were the best days of my life

Back in the summer of 69
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Take It Easy

Hofundur lags: Jackson Browne
Hofundur texta: Glen Frey
Flytjandi: The Eagles

Well I'm a runnin' down the road
try'n to loosen my load

I've got seven women on my mind
Four that wanna own me,

two that wanna stone me

One says she's a friend of mine
Take it easy, take it easy

Don't let the sound of your

own wheels drive you crazy
Lighten up while you still can
Don't even try to understand

Just find a place to make your stand,
and take it easy

Well, I'm a standin' on a corner in Winslow, Arizona
Such a fine sight to see

It's a girl my lord in a flat-bed Ford

Slowin' down to take a look at me

Come on, baby, don't say maybe

| gotta know if your sweet love is gonna save me
We may lose and we may win,

though we may never be here again

So open up I'm climbin' in, so take it easy

Well, I'm a runnin' down the road tryin' to loosen my load

Got a world of trouble on my mind

Lookin' for a lover who won't blow my cover,
she's so hard to find

Take it easy, take it easy

Don't let the sound of your

own wheels make you crazy

Come on baby, don't say maybe

| gotta know of your sweet love

is gonna save me

Tynda kynslodin
Hoéfundur lags: Bjartmar Gudlaugsson

Ho6fundur texta: Bjartmar Gudlaugsson
Flytjandi: Bjartmar Gudlaugsson

Pabbi minn kallakékid sypur
hann er med eyrnalokk og stripur
og er ad fara a ball, hann er ad fara a ball.

Mamma beyglar alltaf munninn
pegar hun maskarar augun
og er ad fara a ball, hun er ad fara a ball.

Blandadu mér i glas segir hun
ut um nedra munnvikid.

Ekki miki®d kok, ekki mikinn is,
réttu mér kveikjarann.
Barnapian er med blasid har
0g pabbi yngist upp um

atjan ar a noinu.

Driféu pig nu svo vid missum
ekki af Gunna og sjéinu.

Pabbi minn setur Stones a féninn
feest ekki um gomlu partytjonin,

hann er ad fara a ball, hann er ad fara a ball.

NU skal honki tonkid spilad
b6 svo ad monaoid sé bilad,

hann er ad fara a ball, hann er ad fara a ball.

Manstu eftir Jan og Kjell,

segir hann eftir gitarsol6id.
Manstu eftir John,

manstu eftir Paul,

réttu mér albumid.

Pa var pabbi sko med hevi har
en sidan hafa lidid

hundrad ar a ndéinu.

Driféu pig nu svo vid

missum ekki af matnum og sjoinu

pad er alltaf sama stressid
su gamla er enn ad vikka dressid
og er ad fara a ball, hun er ad fara a ball.

Blandadu mér i glas segir hun
Ut um nedra munnvikid.

Ekki mikid kok, ekki mikinn is,
réttu mér kveikjarann.
Barnapian er med blasid har
0g pabbi yngist upp um

atjan ar a noinu.

Hringdu & bil svo vié missum
ekki af bordinu og sjoinu.

Mamma beyglar alltaf munninn
Pegar hun maskarar augun
og er ad fara a ball, hun er ad fara a ball.

Use somehody

Ho6fundur lags: Kings of Leon
Hoéfundur texta: Kings of Leon
Flytjandi: Kings of Leon

I've been roaming around
Always looking down at all | see
Painted faces, fill the places | cant reach

You know that | could use somebody
You know that | could use somebody
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Someone like you,

and all you know,

and how you speak

Countless lovers under cover of the street

You know that | could use somebody
You know that | could use somebody
Someone like you

Off in the night, while you live it up, I'm off to sleep
Waging wars to shape the poet and the beat

I hope it's gonna make you notice

I hope it's gonna make you notice

Someone like me
Someone like me
Someone like me, somebody

Someone like you, somebody
Someone like you, somebody
Someone like you, somebody

I've been roaming around,
Always looking down at all | see

We are the champions

Hofundur lags: Freddie Mercury
Hoéfundur texta: Freddie Mercury
Flytiandi: Queen

I've paid my dues,

time after time.

I've done my sentence

but comitted no crime.

And bad mistakes,

I've made a few.

I've had my share of sand kicked in my face,
but I've come through

We are the champions, my friend.

And we'll keep on fighting till the end.

We are the champions,

we are the champions,

No time the losers,

'‘cause we are the champions of the world.

I've taken my bows

and my curtain calls,

you brought me fame,

and fortune and everything that goes with it.
| thank you all.

But it's been no bed of roses,

no pleasure cruise.

| consider it a challenge before the human race,
and ain't gonna loose

We are the champions, my friend.
And we'll keep on fighting till the end.
We are the champions,

we are the champions,

No time the losers,

'‘cause we are the champions of the world.

When you're around

Hofundur lags: Jon Ragnar Jénsson
Hoéfundur texta: Jon Ragnar Jonsson
Flytjandi: Jon Ragnar Jénsson

| feel lost and alone

the moment you're gone

Empty heart, empty soul

the feeling takes toll

When you leave, | feel so hollow
and don't know

what to do when you're not here
right by my side

As if the sun goes away

it starts raining every day
And outside there's no light
Every day becomes a night
Maybe I'm exaggerating

but I'm stating here:

with you, my dear my worries
washed away

When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around

Yeah, with you by my side
Everything is right

Feel this thing when you come
| feel you're the only one
Somehow you fill up my senses
how intense is

this good love that | can feel
When you're around

When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around

Hey, what do you say
you spend every day
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with me and you will see

that you and | match perfectly
And |, | just wanna lie here
With you by my side

When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around
Every day gets way way better
When you're around
Every day gets way way better

Girl wish we could stay together
you're around

Just you and me forever

you're around

Every day

you're around

Gets way, gets way, gets way better
you're around

E-e-e-e-every day

you're around

Way, way, way, way, better
you're around

Every day gets better

When you're around

When you're around

Astardiiett

Ho6fundur lags: Jakob Frimann Magnisson asamt fleirum.
Hoéfundur texta: Jakob Frimann Magnusson asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: Studmenn

Eg er dainn ur ast, pétt hjartad deeli blodi.
Eg heyri engan mun, a havada eda hlj6di.

Eg er gagntekinn, altekinn, heltekinn, tekinn i framan.

Eg er andvana, magnvana, mattvana pegar €g sé
Horpu Sjofn Hermundardéttur,

Horpu Sj6fn Hermundardoéttur

Horpu Sjéfn - Harpa Sjofn.

Sterkur og stér, stinnur eins og Sokki

sem Runki for &, ridandi & brokki.

Eg finn fyrir skjalfta i hnjanum,

fidringi i tanum med honum,

€g er andvana, magnvana, mattvana pegar ég sé
Kristinn stud Styrkarsson Proppé,

Kristinn stud Styrkarson Proppé

Kristinn stud - Stinni stud.

Samband peirra er fra llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar
Samband peirra er fra llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar

Hvar sem pu ert, til sjavar eda sveita,

pbu efalaust ert, ad astinni ad leita.

Heett' ekki, gefst' ekki upp pé moti pér blasi,
vid leitudum lengi uns fundum hvort annad.
Kristinn stud Styrkarsson Proppé,

Harpa Sj6fn Hermundardéttir

Kristinn stud, Harpa Sjofn.

Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar
Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar

Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint alveg til fyrirmyndar

Samband peirra er - fra 6llum hlidum séd
storfint

| Blaum Skugga

Hofundur lags: Sigurdur Bjola Gardarsson
Hofundur texta: Sigurdur Bjéla Gardarsson
Flytjandi: Studmenn

i blaum skugga af broshyrum reyr.
Vid eigum pipu, kannski eilitid meir.

Vid eigum von og allt sem er deemt og deyr.

Uy Uy Uy oy
Uu UU UU uUu
Vid attum kaggann, pufur og pras
og kannski dreytil i timans glas.
En hvad er pad, a vid gott lyfjagras.
Uy Uy Uy oy
Uu UU UU uUu
Basunu solo:
Og begar vorid kemur a kreik,
ba tek ég flugid og fae mér reyk.
Hann er min trd og festa i lifsins leik.
Uy Uy vy oy
Uu UU UuU uUu
Uy Uy vy oy
Uu UU UuU uUu
Uy Uu uu uu
Uuuu UuU uu

Dixieland kafli:
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Ishjarnarhlis

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

Vid vélina hefur hun stadid sinan i gaer,
blédugir fingur, illa lyktandi teer.
Pusund porskar a feeribandinu pokast naer.

A skrifstofunni ardraeninginn situr og hlaer

pvi linuritid synir ad afkostin eru meiri i dag en i geer.

Pusund porskar a feeribandinu pokast naer.

Sigga a bordi nimer 22, han hzetti i geer.
Eg er ad spekulera ad heaetta lika, ha ha, hae hee.
Pusund porskar a feeribandinu pokast naer.

Herbergid mitt er uppi'a verbudum,

par sem lifa lys og fleer,

b6 a ég litasjéonvarp og frystikistu sem hleer.
Pusund porskar a feeribandinu pokast naer.

Pad er enginn fiskur i dag,

bid getid farid heim og slappad af,

tekid ykkur sturtu og farid i bad.

Pusund porskar a feeribandinu pokast naer.

Eg eetla aldrei, aldrei, aldrei ad vinna i Isbirinum.
Eg aetla med kil af hassi ut i nattdruna
og fila grasid par sem pad greer.




