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A Hard Day’s Night

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

G Cadd9G
It's been A Hard Day's Night
F G

and I've been working like a dog
Cadd9 G
It's been A Hard Day's Night
F G

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

D
| find the things that you do
G Cadd9 G
will make me feel al---right

G Cadd9G

You know | work all day

F G
to get you money to buy things

Cadd9 G
And It's worth it just to hear you say
F G
you're gonna give me ev'rything
C

So why | love to come home

D
'‘Cause when | get you alone
G Cadd9 G
you know I'll be O.K.
Bm
When | home
Em Bm

ev'rything seems to be alright

When I'm home
Em C D
feeling you holding me tight, tight,yeah

G Cadd9G
It's been A Hard Day's Night
F G

and I've been working like a dog
Cadd9 G

It's been A Hard Day's Night

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

D

| find the things that you do will

G Cadd9 G
make me feel al---right

C
So why | love to come home
D
'‘Cause when | get you alone
G Cadd9 G
you know I'll be O.K.

Bm
When | home
Em Bm
ev'rything seems to be alright
G

When I'm home
Em C D
feeling you holding me tight, tight,yeah

G Cadd9 G
It's been A Hard Day's Night
F G

and I've been working like a dog
Cadd9 G
It's been A Hard Day's Night
F G

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

D

| find the things that you do will
G Cadd9 G

make me feel al---right

G Cadd9G
You know | feel al---right

Afgan

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

Intré: munnharpa og kassagitar
A C#m F#m F#m A C#m F#m F#m

BmAE E BmAE E

A

Eg hlusta & Zeppelin

C#m/G# F#m
og ég ferdast aftur i timann

A C#m/G#
PuU spyrd mig, hvar er gimsteinninn
F#m

i augum pinum ljufan?

Bm
Svitinn perlar & brjéstum pinum

E

pu bitur i hndann
Bm
Pu flygur a brott
A E
med syndum minum, Svartur Afgan
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C#m F#m
A opnadi vofan pin
Eg elska pig svo heitt D
C#Hm/G# F#m Hun sagdi: bu varst bara draumur
ad mig sundlar og verkjar C#m _ ~ F#m
A C#m/G# ég hefd’ adeins séd pig i syn
| fadmi pinum pu leetur mig . Bm A E
F#m O, ég elska pig ég vil ekki vakna
finna til sektar Bm
. Bm A E Svartur Afgan
Uti i horni liggur kisi pinn og malar A _ E
Bm drauma minna ég sakna
inn a badherbergi
A E
stendur vofan pin og talar Millispil- Munnharpa
A C#m/G# F#m F#m A C#m/G# F#m F#m
D
Uti hamast regnid BmAE E BmAE E
C#m F#m
vid ad komast inn til pin A C#m/G# F#m F#m A C#m/G# F#m F#m
D
Eg skrid undir seengina BmAE E BmAE E
C#m F#m
heyri hvernig stormurinn hvin D C#m F#m F#m D C#m F#m F#m
Bm
Drottningin med stridsfakana sina BmAE E BmAE E
A E
byd&ur okkur inn til sin
Bm .
Hun synir okkur innf solina Another Brick In the Wall part 2
A . o . E, Héfundur lags: Roger Waters
seqgir ad solin sé sin Hofundur texta: Roger Waters
Flytjandi: Dundurfréttir asamt fleirum.
Millispil- Munnharpa Dm
A C#m/G# F#m F#m A C#m/G# F#m F#m We don't need no education
Dm
BmAE E BmAE E We don't need no thought control
Dm
D C#m F#m F#m D C#m F#m F#m No dark sarcasms in the classroom
Dm G
BmAE E BmAE E Teacher leave us kids alone
A G Dm
Lyftan var bilud Hey teacher leave us kids alone
C#m/G# F#m CDMDmMmGF
husvordurinn kalladi mig svin
A F Cc Dm
sagdist hata alla poppara All'in all you're just another brick in the wall
CH#m/G# F#m F C Dm
€g hélt hann veeri ad gera grin All in all you're just another brick in the wall
Bm
Eg sagdi ad ég vaeri heimsaekja stulku .
I E Blindsker
un vaeri unnusta mBIr:n Hoéfundur lags: Bubbi Morthens
. , , Ho6fundur texta: Bubbi Morthens
Hann sagdi: Mér er nakveemlega Flytiandi: Das Kapital
A E
sama po hun sé ekki stulkan pin D A G
Skdmmu adur en vindurinn sofnar uppi a haeadunum
D D A G

Pegar ég bankadi a dyrnar

eins og morgun doggin sprettur svitinn fram.
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D A G

Andartaki adur en nyr dagur kemur med postinum
G

D A
akvedur solin ad hylja sinn harm.

gg €g veit ad ég parf ad leika sama Ie:?(inn,
Ceruleikinn er eins og gémul m)?nd.

cE;g sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie a f(’)?]inn.
pitt uppahalds lag varéWiId is the I\?vind“.

G
Oll pessi ar sem gafu okkur pad
D
sem adrir 6skudu sér.
G
Elskendur i stormi
D
sem aldrei sau ad astin var
A G

adeins blindsker.
D A G
Eg geng sOmu goétuna, hitti sama folkid,
D A G
geri somu hlutina og ég gerdi med pér.
D A G
P06 dagurinn sé sa sami, er pad ekki sama néttin,

D A G
pvi néttin var okkar timi til ad byrja me®.
A D
Og ég veit ad ég parf ad leika sama leikinn,
A D
veruleikinn er eins og gémul mynd.
G D
Eg sest nidur med kaffi, set Bowie a foninn.

A D

pitt uppahalds lag var "Wild is the wind".

G
Oll pessi &r sem gafu okkur pad
D

sem aorir 0skudu sér.
G
Elskendur i stormi
D
sem aldrei sau ad astin var
A G
adeins blindsker.

Blue Suede Shoes

Hofundur lags: Carl Perkins
Hofundur texta: Carl Perkins
Flytjandi: Elvis Presley

A
Well it's a one for the money, two for the show

A7
Three to get ready, now go cat go
D
but don't you step on my blue suede shoes
E
You can do anything
D

but lay off of my blue suede shoes

A
Well you can knock me down, step in my face

Slander my name all over the place
and do anything that you want to do
A7

But ah ah honey lay off of my shoes
D A
and don't you step on my blue suede shoes
E

You can do anything
D A
but lay off of my blue suede shoes

A
Well you can burn my house, steal my car

Drink my liquor from an old fruit jar

and do anything that you want to do

But 2; ah honey lay off of my shoes

and I?ion't you step on my blue suede Qhoes
You cag IEjo anything

but lay off of my blue suede shoes

A
Well it's a one for the money, two for the show
A7
Three to get ready, now go cat go
D
but don't you step on my blue suede shoes
E
You can do anything
D A
but lay off of my blue suede shoes

A
Blue blue blue suede shoes
A
Blue blue blue suede shoes
D
Blue blue blue suede shoes
A
Blue blue blue suede shoes
E

You can do anything

D A
but lay off of my blue suede shoes
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Biddu pahbi

Hofundur lags: Geoff Stevens asamt fleirum.
Hofundur texta: 16unn Steinsdéttir
Flytjandi: Vilhjalmur Vilhjalmsson

Cc Dm
| hinsta sinn ad heiman lagu spor min,
Em Dm
Pvi ég hamingjuna fann ei lengur par.
C Cc7 F

Og hratt ég gekk i fyrstu, uns ég heyrdi fotatak
C G CcC G

Og haum rémi kallad til min var, kallad:

C Cmaj7

Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
F

Biddu, pvi ég kem til pin.
C E7

/E, ég hljép svo hratt,
Am D7

ad ég hrasadi og datt.

C G C

Biddu pabbi, biddu min.

o Dm
Eg stadar nam og staréi & déttur mina,
Em Dm
Er par stautadi til min svo hyr a bra,
C C7
Og mig skorti kjark til ad segja henni,
F D C

ad billin bidi min ad bera mig
G c G
um langveg henni fra. Hun sagdi:

C Cmaj7

Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
F

Biddu, pvi ég kem til pin.
C E7

A, ég hljop svo hratt,
Am D7

ad ég hrasadi og datt.
Cc G c
Biddu pabbi, biddu min.

C Dm
Radvilltur ég stéd um stund og pagdi,
Em Dm

En af stad svo lagdi aftur heim a leid.
. C Cc7
Eg vissi ad litla déttir min
F D
hdn myndi hjalpa mér
C G

Ad meeta vanda peim
(o G
sem heima beid. Hun sagdi:

C Cmaj7
Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
F

Biddu, pvi ég kem til pin.
Cc E7

A, ég hljoép svo hratt,
Am D7

ad ég hrasadi og datt.

Cc G c

Biddu pabbi, biddu min.

Crazy Little Thing Called Love

Ho6fundur lags: Freddie Mercury
Hofundur texta: Freddie Mercury
Flytjandi: Queen

D Dsus4aDDDDsus4DD

D Dsus4aDDDDsus4DD

D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D
This thing, called love,
G C G
| just can't handle it,
D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D
this, thing, called love,
G Cc G
I must, get round to it,
D
| ain't ready,
Bb C D
Crazy little thing called love.

D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D

This thing, called love,

G C G
it cries, in the cradle at night,

D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D
it swings, it jives,

G C G
it shakes, all over like a jelly-fish,

D
| kinda like it,

Bb C D
Crazy little thing called love.

G
There goes my baby,
C

she knows how to rock and roll,

Bb
She drives me crazy,
E A
she gives me hot and cold fever,

F

then she leaves me in a cool, cool sweat.

DC#C
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A G# G
E A
D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D
| gotta be cool, relax,
G C G
get hip, get on my tracks,
D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D
take a back seat, hitch-hike
G C G
And take a long ride on my motorbike
D
until I'm ready,
Bb C D
Crazy little thing called love.
Solo:
BbDG D
BbEA F
DC#C
A G# G
E A
D
| gotta be cool, relax,
G C G
get hip, get on my tracks,
D
take a back seat, hitch-hike
G C G
And take a long ride on my motorbike
D
until I'm ready,
Bb C D
Crazy little thing called love.
D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D
This thing, called love,
G C G
| just can't handle it,
D Dsus4 D Dsus4 D
this, thing, called love,
G c G
I must, get round to it,
D
| ain't ready,
Bb C D
Crazy little thing called love.
Bb Cc D
Crazy little thing called love.
Bb C D
Crazy little thing called love.
DAGD
D A

Well when you're sittin there,

Dead Flowers

Ho6fundur lags: Mick Jagger asamt fleirum.
Hoéfundur texta: Mick Jagger asamt fleirum.
Flytjandi: The Rolling Stones

G D

in your silk upholstered chair
D A G D
Talkin to some rich folk that you know
D A
Well | hope you wont see me,

G D
in my ragged company
D G D

cause you know | could never be alone

A
Take me down little Suzie,
D
take me down
A
| know you think you're
D
the queen of the underground

G D

You can send me dead flowers every morning
G D
Send me dead flowers by the mail
G D
Send me dead flowers at my wedding

D A G D
And | wont forget to put roses on your grave

D A
Well when you're sittin back

G D
in your rose pink cadillac
D A G D
Makin bets on Kentucky Derby day
D A
Well I'll be in my basement room

G D
with a needle and a spoon

D A GD

And another girl to take my pain away

A
Take me down little Suzie,
D
take me down
A
| know you think you're
D
the queen of the underground

G D
You can send me dead flowers every morning
G D
Send me dead flowers by the mail
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G D
Send me dead flowers at my wedding

D A G D
And | wont forget to put roses on your grave

DAGD
DAGD
DAGD
DAGD

A
Take me down little Suzie,
D
take me down
A
| know you think you're
D
the queen of the underground

G D

You can send me dead flowers every morning
G D
send me dead flowers by the U.S. mail
G D
Say it with dead flowers at my wedding

D A G
And | wont forget to put roses on your grave

D A G D
No | wont forget to put roses on your grave

Fat hottomed girls

Ho6fundur lags: Brian May
Hoéfundur texta: Brian May
Flytiandi: Queen

D G
Are you gonna take me home tonight?
D G
Ah, down beside that red firelight.
D G
Are you gonna let it all hang out?
D

Fat bottomed girls
A D
you make the rocking world go round.

D
| was just a skinny lad,
D
never knew no good from bad.
A
But | knew love before I left my nursery.

D

Left alone with big fat Fanny,
G D

she was such a naughty nanny.

A D
Heap big woman, you made a bad boy out of me

D
I've been singing with my band,
G D

across the wire, across the land
A
I've seen every blue eyed floozy on the way.
D

But their beauty and their style,
G D
went kind of smooth after a while,
A D
take me to them lovely ladies every time.

D G

Oh! Won't you take me home tonight.

D G A

Oh, down beside your red firelight.

D G

Oh! And you give it all you got.
D

Fat bottomed girls
A D

you make the rocking world go round.
D

Fat bottomed girls
A D
you make the rocking world go round

D
Now your mortgages and new homes,
G D
and the stiffness in your bones,
A
ain't no beauty queens in this locality.
D

Oh, but I still get my pleasure,
G D
still get my greatest treasure,
A D
heap big woman, you made a bad boy out of me.
D G

Oh! Won't you take me home tonight.

I'm a Believer

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

G D G
| thought love was only true in fairy tales
G D G

Meant for someone else but not for me.
C G
Love was out to get me

C G
That’s the way it seemed.
C G D

Disappointment haunted all my dreams.
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G C
Then | saw her face
G C
Now I'm a believer
G C
Not a trace
G C
Of doubt in my mind
G C
I'm in love,
G
I'm a believer!
F
| couldn’t leave her

D
If | tried.

G D G

| thought love was more or less a given thing,

G D G
Seems the more | gave the less | got
Cc G

What's the use in trying?

Cc G

All you get is pain.

C G D
When | needed sunshine | got rain.

G C
Then | saw her face
G C
Now I’'m a believer
G C
Not a trace
G C
Of doubt in my mind
G C
I'min love,
G
I'm a believer!
F
| couldn’t leave her
D
If | tried.

Lala

Ho6fundur lags: Sumarlidi Helgason
Hofundur texta: Sumarlidi Helgason
Flytjandi: Hvanndalsbreedur.

CGFCG

] c G

Eg get svo svarid, ég sa vedurspana
og pad veréurI;eggJaé vedur i dagG

Og pad veréur solskln pad verdur hltabylgja

pad verdur veéur sem kemur Ollu i Iag.

Og pa syngdu med
C

Lala - Lallalalallalala laala
F C G
lallalalala lararei lallalalala leeehei

CGFCG

c G
Pad verda engar leegdir, pad verda engin prumusky
F c

engan stinningskalda verdur hér heegt ad sja
C G
Og solin mun skina og lysa upp umhverfid
F G
og pad mun bara hlyna ekkert okkur mun hrja

C G
Lala - Lallalalallalala laala
F C G
lallalalala lararei lallalalala leeehei
C G
Lala - Lallalalallalala laala
F C G
lallalalala lararei lallalalala leeehei
CGFCG
C

Ala monjava, the reggea reggae reggae bom
G

ola esses caras que acham que isso é pop reggae
F

nao e reggae nao, mas posso dizer que isto esta bom
Cc G

e toda essa galera que curtiu levante mao mao

C G
Lala - Lallalalallalala laala

F C G
lallalalala lararei lallalalala leeehei
C G
Lala - Lallalalallalala laala

F C G
lallalalala lararei lallalalala leeehei
C G
Lala - Lallalalallalala laala

F C G
lallalalala lararei lallalalala leeehei
C G
Lala - Lallalalallalala laala

F C G

lallalalala lararei lallalalala leeehei
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Love is all around

Hofundur lags: Reg Presley
Hofundur texta: Reg Presley
Flytjandi: Wet Wet Wet

D Em
| feel it in my fingers,

G A D EmGA
| feel it in my toes
D Em
Love is all a round me
G A D EmGA
and so the feeling grows
D Em
It's written on the wind,

G A D EmGA

it's every where | go
D Em
So if you really love me
G A D EmGA
come on and let it show

G Em

You know | lofe you | always will

G D

My mind's made up by the way that | feel

G Em

There's no beginning there'll be no end
A

'‘Cause on my love you can depend

D Em

| see your face before me

G A D EmGA
as | lay on my bed

D Em

| kind a get to thinking of

G A D EmGA
all the things yousaid
D Em
You gave your promise to me
G A D EmGA
and | gave mine to you

D Em

| need somone be side me

G A D EmGA

in every thing | do

G Em

You know | love you | always will

G D

My mind's made up by the way that | feel

G Em

There's no beginning there'll be no end
A

'‘Cause on my love you can depend
E7ADGCAmME7D

D7 G Em
And here’s to you Mrs. Robinson

Mrs. Robinson

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

G Em C

Jesus loves you more than you will know,

Am D

WO WO WO

D7 G Em

God bless you please Mrs. Robinson

G Em C

Heaven holds a place for those who pray,
Am E7

hey hey hey, hey hey hey

E7

We'd like to know a little bit about you for our files
A

We'd like to help you learn to help yourself

D G C A7
Look around you all you see are sympathetic eyes
E7 D

Stroll around the grounds until you feel at home

D7 G Em
And here’s to you Mrs. Robinson
G Em C

Jesus loves you more than you will know,

Am D

WO WO WO

D7 G Em

God bless you please Mrs. Robinson

G Em C

Heaven holds a place for those who pray,
Am E7

hey hey hey, hey hey hey

E7

Hide it in a hiding place where no one ever goes
A

Put it in your pantry with your cupcakes

D G C A7

It's a little secret just the Robinsons’ afair

E7 D

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

D7 G Em

Coo, coo, ca-choo, Mrs Robinson

G Em C

Jesus loves you more than you will know,

Am D

WO WO WO

D7 G Em

}God bless you please, Mrs. Robinson

G Em C

Heaven holds a place for those who pray
Am E7

hey hey hey, hey hey hey
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E7

Sitting on a sofa on a Sunday afternoon
A

Going to the candidates debate

D G C

B7
I'm gonna be wipin' those weepin' eyes

B7
| bought you a vintage Mustang, a 1965

Laugh about it shout about it when you’ve got to choose B7

E7 D
Any way you look at it you lose

D7 G Em

Where have you gone Joe DiMaggio
G Em C

A nation turns its lonely eyes to you,

Am D

WOO WOO WOO

D7 G Em

What’s that you say Mrs. Robinson

G Em C

Joltin’ Joe has left and gone away,

Am E7

hey hey hey, hey hey hey

Mustang Sally

Hoéfundur lags: Mack Rice
Hofundur texta: Mack Rice
Flytjandi: Wilson Pickett

B7
Mustang Sally,

guess you better slow that Mustang down
E7
Mustang Sally,

guess you better slow that Mustang down
F# F#F E7
You been runnin' all over town now

Guess I'll have to put your flat feet

F#7 F E7 B7
back on the ground.

B7
All you wanna do is ride around Sally

(ride Sally ride)

B7

All you wanna do is ride around Sally
(ride Sally ride)

E7

All you wanna do is ride around Sally
(ride Sally ride)

B7

All you wanna do is ride around Sally
(ride Sally ride)

F# F#F E7
One of these early mornings

Now your comin' 'round, signifyin' woman
B7
You don't wanna let me ride
E7
Mustang Sally,
B7
guess you better slow that Mustang down
F# F# F E7
You been runnin' all over town now

Guess I'll have to put your flat feet

F#7 F E7 B7
back on the ground.

B7
All you wanna do is ride around Sally

(ride Sally ride)

B7

All you wanna do is ride around Sally
(ride Sally ride)

E7

All you wanna do is ride around Sally
(ride Sally ride)

B7

All you wanna do is ride around Sally
(ride Sally ride)

F# F# F E7
One of these early mornings

B7
I'm gonna be wipin' those weepin' eyes

Myrdalssandur

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

F# C#
Pad er rigning og myrkur og meinlegir skuggar
B F#

a Myrdalssandi og hvergi skjol ad fa.
C#
Pad er yfirgefinn bill ut i vegarkanti og
B F#
hvergi hraedu neinstadar ad sja.

F# C#

Pin versta mara, hun laedist og leitar

B F#

lif pitt hremmir med varir bl6dheitar.
C# C#

Pu getur hlaupid en pu felur pig ekki,
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F#
hann fangar pig 6ttinn med sina

BF# C#  C#sus4 C#
Iskdldu hlekki,
BF# C# C#sus4 C#
iskoldu hlekki,
BF# C#
iskdldu hlekki,
F#
0g pu sleppur ekki.

C#

Med taugarnar pandar,
F# B
titrandi andar,
F# C#
kjokrandi skridur,
F# B
skjalfandi bidur

F#
og timinn lidur.

No woman, no cry

Hoéfundur lags: Vincent Ford
Ho6fundur texta: Vincent Ford
Flytjandi: Bob Marley

GCGBAM7FCFCG

C G/B AmF
No woman, no cry.
CF cC G
No woman, no cry.

C G/B Am F
No woman, no cry.
CF C G
No woman, no cry.

G
Said, said,
C G/B Am F
Said | remember when we used to sit
C G/B Am F
In the government yard in Trenchtown.
C G/B Am F
Oba, Observing the hypocrites
C G/B
As they would mingle with
Am F

the good people we meet,
C G/B
Good friends we had

Am F
oh good friends we've lost
CG/B AmF
along the way.

C G/B
In this bright future

Am F

you can't forget your past
C G/B Am F
So dry your tears | say And

C G/B AmF

No woman, no cry.

C F C G

No woman, no cry.

C G/B Am F

Oh my Little darlin', don't shed no tears.

CF C G

No woman, no cry.

G

Said, said,
C G/B Am F
Said | remember when we used to sit
C G/B Am F
In the government yard in Trenchtown.
C G/B Am F
And then Georgie would make a fire light
C G/B Am F
As it was log wood burnin' through the  night.
C G/B Am F
Then we would cook corn meal porridge
C G/B Am F
of which I'll share with you.
C G/B Am F
My feet is my only carriage,
C G/B Am

So, I've got to push on through,
F
but while I'm gone | mean...

Cc G/B
Ev'ry thing's gonna be alright.
Am F G
Ev'ry thing's gonna be alright.
C G/B

Ev'ry thing's gonna be alright.
Am F G
Ev'ry thing's gonna be alright.
Am F
Ev'ry thing's gonna be alrigh so,

C G/B Am F
woman, no cry.

Cc F C C G

No, no woman, no woman, no cry.
Cc G/B
Oh, my little sister don't shed no tears.
CF C G
No woman no cry.

CGBAmFCFC G

C GB Am F
No woman, no cry.
CF C G

No woman, no cry.
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C G/B Am F

Oh, my little darlin’, | say don't shed no tears.
CF C G

No woman, no cry.

C GB Am F

Yeah little darlin', don't shed no tears.

C F C G

No woman, no cry.

CGBAmFCFC

Pahbi parf ad vinna

Ho6fundur lags: Baggalutur
Hofundur texta: Baggalutur
Flytjandi: Baggalutur

GC DG

GC DG

G cC D G

Ekki fara ad grata vinur minn.
C D G

Ekki fara ad grata litla skinn.
C

P06 pabbi purfi ad vinna,
A7 D7
pa getur pu sofid rott.

G cC D G
Ekki fara ad vola vina min.
C D G

Ekki skeela eins og mamma pin

C
b6 pabbi purfi ad vinna,
A7 D7
pabbi purfi ad vinna i nott.

Cc
Hann parf ad hitta mennina.
A7
Hann parf ad hitta mennina
G F E
og fara adeins med peim nidur i bae.
A7 D7 G
Pabbi parf ad vinna i nétt.

GC DG
GC DG

G C D G

Heettu nu ad kjokra i koddann pinn.
C D G

Ja, fardu nu ad sofa i hausinn pinn.

C

P6 mamma skelli hurdum,

A7 D7

ba getur pu sofid rott.

G C D G
P6 mamma ykkar sé sem prumusky,
c D G
er 6parfi ad gera mal ur pvi

b6 pabbi purfi ad vinna,
A7 D7
pabbi purfi ad vinna i nott.

Cc
Hann parf ad hitta mennina.
A7
Hann parf ad hitta mennina
G F E

og fara adeins med peim nidur i bae.

A7 D7 G
Pabbi parf ad vinna i nétt.

CDG
CDG
A7 D7

CDG
CDG

0O 06 66 0 0 O

A7 D7

C
Hann parf ad hitta mennina.
A7
Hann parf ad hitta mennina
G F E

og fara adeins med peim nidur i bae.

A7 D7 G
Pabbi parf ad vinna i nott.
A7 D7 G
Pabbi parf ad vinna i nétt.
A7 D7 G
Pabbi parf ad vinna i nétt.

Saga ur sveitinni

Ho6fundur lags: Megas
Hofundur texta: Megas
Flytjandi: Megas

D A7 D
Kved ég um konu og mann
G B7 Em

og konan hun eldadi og spann
A7 D
en karl hann var frodur

G E
um fornaldargrodur
D A7 D

kved ég um hana og hann.

D A7 D
Og béndadéttir hun dré
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G B7 Em
einn daindis pyrskling ur sjo
A7 D
han setti hann i pottinn

G E
sétti svo pvottinn
D A7 D
og loks sagdi hun: nu er pad ndg.
D G
Pau lifu i satt
D

og samlyndi og tru
G

a saudkindina
D A7 A7sus A5 A7
og heilaga jémfru

D A7 D
Og koétturinn Meyvant - fann mus
G B7 Em

i meisnum og baud henni dus
A7 D
pau raeddu um fdélsku

G E
Frakka a polsku
D A7 D
og dreyptu a norélenskum djus
D A7 D
Og kindin hun kveinadi hatt
G B7 Em
svo klerkur hann brotnadi i smatt
A7 D

en peir limdu hann saman
G E

0g potti pad gaman

D A7 D

honum fannst gamanié gratt

D G
Pau lifdu i satt
D
og samlyndi og tru
G

a saudkindina
D A7 A7sus A5 A7
og heilaga jémfru

D A7 D

| haga var Bukolla a beit
G B7 Em

og brennandi vorsélin skeit
A7 D

og hundurinn eltist
G E

vid haenuna og geltist

D A7
i haga var Bukolla og hun beit

D A7 D
Og nautid hét Halfdan og hlé

G B7 Em
ad husfreyju pegar hun dé
A7 D

pvi potti ekki klerkur
G E

pesslega merkur
D A7 D
en nautid hét Halfdan sem hlé

D G
Pau lifdu i satt
D
og samlyndi og tru
G

a saudkindina
D A7 A7sus A5 A7
og heilaga jémfru

D A7 D
Nei nautié hét Halfdan og hléd
G B7 Em

a husfreyju lof sem hun st6d
A7 D

uppi ut i hlédu
G E
naer hulin i t6du
D A7 D
ur vitunum vaetladi blod
D A7 D
Og béndasonurinn sa
G B7 Em

einn sjérekinn mannsfot og bra
A7 D
a flétta hann lagdi

G E
en féturinn sagdi
D A7 D

sonur minn segdu ekki fra

D G
Pau lifou i satt
D
og samlyndi og tru
G

a saudkindina
D A7 A7sus A5 A7
og heilaga jémfru

D A7 D
Kved ég um konu og mann
G B7 Em

og konan hun eldadi og spann
A7 D
en karl hann var frodur

G E
um fornaldargrodur
D A7 D

kved ég um hana og hann.




Sdéngbok buin til 8 www.guitarparty.com Bls. 15
A E
. . just enough to show you care
Sister Golden hair Fim |
Hoéfundur lags: Gerry Beckley Well | tried to fake it
Hoéfundur texta: Gerry Beckley G#m' . .
Flytiandi: America | don't mind saying
A
| just can't make it
{start_of tab}
C#m AEEsus4 EG#Mm C#mB A
E| |
E
B|-------- e 5---5--4---4--2--| Well | keep on thinkin bout you
G#m
G|-1--4 1--4 | sister golden hair surprise
A E
D| | That I just can't live without you
G#m
Al | can't you see it in my eyes
A F#m
E| | I've been one poor correspondent,
C#m G#m A
{end_of _tab} I've been too too hard to find
F#m A E Esus4 E

C#EmAEEsus4 EGEMC#mB A

E
Well | tried to make it Sunday

G#m
but | got so damned depressed
A E
That | set my sights on Monday
G#m
and | got myself undressed
A F#m
| ain't ready for the alter,
C#m G#m A
but | do believe there's times
F#m A E
When a woman sure can be a friend of mine
E
Well | keep on thinkin bout you
G#m
sister golden hair surprise
A E
That | just can't live without you
G#m
can't you see it in my eyes
A F#m

I've been one poor correspondent,
C#m G#m A
I've been too too hard to find
F#m A E
But it doesn't mean you ain't been on my mind

B

Will you meet me in the middle
A E

will you meet me in the end
B

Will you love me just a little

Esus4 E

But it doesn't mean you ain't been on my mind

B
Will you meet me in the middle
A E
will you meet me in the end
B
Will you love me just a little
A E
just enough to show you care
F#m
Well | tried to fake it
G#m
| don't mind saying
A
| just can't make it

Smoke on the water

Hoéfundur lags: Deep Purple
Hofundur texta: Deep Purple
Flytjandi: Deep Purple

\c/;Ve all came down to Montreux
on the Lake Geﬁeva 2horeline
'Iqo make records with the mobile
We didn'tEave much (t;ime

<F3rank Zappa and the mothers
were at the best Ir:)lace a?ound
cB;ut some stupid with a flare-gun
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F G
burned the place to the ground

C Ab
Smoke on the water
G

a fire in the sky

C Ab
Smoke on the water

G
They burned down the gambling house
F

it died with an awful sound

G

A funky claude was running in and out
F G

pulling kids out the ground

G

When it all was over
F G
we had to find another place
G
But Swiss time was running out
F G
it seemed that we would lose the race

C Ab
Smoke on the water
G

a fire in the sky

C Ab
Smoke on the water

G

We ended up at the Grand Hotel
F G

it was empty cold and bare

But with the rolling truck stones thing outside

F G
making our music there

\c/;Vith a few red lights and a few old beds
we made a I;>Iace to Sweat

(l\;lo matter what we get out of this

I know well I:1ever %rget

C Ab
Smoke on the water
G
a fire in the sky
C Ab
Smoke on the water
Em Am
Pegar ég vaknadi um morguninn,
B7 Em
er pu komst inn til min,

Stal og hnifur

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

Am
hdrund pitt eins og silki,
B7 Em
andlitid eins og postulin.
Em Am
Vid bryggjuna batur vaggar hljétt
B7 Em
i nétt mun ég deyja.
Am
Mig dreymdi daudinn sagdi: ,Komdu fljétt,
B7 Em

pad er svo margt sem ég aetla pér ad segja.”

Cc G

Ef ég drukkna, drukkna i nott,

B7 Em

ef peir mig finna.
C G

Pu getur komid og mig sétt,
B7 Em

pa vil ég a pad minna.

Em Am
Stal og hnifur er merkid mitt,
B7 Em
merki farandverkamanna.
Am

pitt var mitt og mitt var pitt

B7 Em
medan ég bjé a medal manna.

Sweet home Alabama

Hofundur lags: Lynyrd Skynyrd
Hoéfundur texta: Lynyrd Skynyrd
Flytjandi: Bjorn Thoroddsen asamt fleirum.

Dsus2 Cadd9 G Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Big weels keep on turning

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Carry me home to see my kin.

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Singing songs about the southland

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

| miss’ole’ ‘bamy once again (and | think it’s a sin)

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Well, | heard Mister Young sing about her
Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Well, | heard ole Neil put her down

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Well, | hope Neil Young will remember
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Dsus2 Cadd9 G
A southern man don’t need him around anyhow

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Sweet home Alabama,

Dsus2 Cadd9 G
Where the skies are so blue,
Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Sweet home Alabama,

Dsus2 Cadd9 G
Lord, ’'m coming home to you.

Dsus2 Cadd9 G Dsus Cadd9 G

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

In Birmingham they love the Gov’'nor (Boo hoo hoo!)
Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Now we all did what we could do.

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Now Watergate does not bother me.

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Does your conscience bother you? (tell the truth)

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Sweet home Alabama,

Dsus2 Cadd9 G
Where the skies are so blue,
Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Sweet home Alabama,

Dsus2 Cadd9 G
Lord, ’'m coming home to you.

Dsus2 Cadd9 G
Now muscle Shoals has got the Swampers
Dsus2 Cadd9 G

And they’ve been known to pick a tune or two
Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Lord they get me off so much

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

They pick me up when I'm feeling blue

Now how about you?

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Sweet home Alabama,

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Where the skies are so blue,

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Sweet home Alabama,

Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Lord, ’'m coming home to you.
Dsus2 Cadd9 G

Songur um lifid

Ho6fundur lags: Boudleaux Bryant
Hofundur texta: bPorsteinn Eggertsson
Flytjandi: Runar Juliusson asamt fleirum.

F
| 68rum hverjum séng sem nu er sunginn

C F
er tomt svartsynisraus

og textaskaldin synast mérg sorgum prungin,
C F
ja, langt upp fyrir haus.
Bb
En ég vil heldur syngj' um bjortu hlidarnar
F
a aevinnar braut.
Eg er anzegdur ef ég & song i hjartanu
C F
og saltkorn i minn graut.

(o
Ja, syngjum um lifid
F

og lofum paé lika.
=T} aé%eningana skorti getur
hamingjan oft gert menn aeéil:l’ka.
Pad er négur timi til ad hugs' um
daudann eftir daudann.

Bb
Njoéttu lifsins medan kostur er.
Eg syng bar' um(I:ifié
og syngdu med I;nér.

F
P6 ad jardskjalftar, eldgos, frost og farvidri
C F

sé' fréttaefni.
ba er fegurdin og astin - ja, og solskinid
C F
hid rétta efni

Bb
sem er pess vird' ad pad sé leitad

F
uppi og notid sé vel,
pvi ad bjartsyni, bros og gled' i salinni
C F
er best, ad ég tel.

C
Ja, syngjum um lifid
F

og lofum pad lika.
Cc
P6 ad peningana skorti getur
F
hamingjan oft gert menn a4di rika.

Pad er négur timi til ad hugs' um
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daudann eftir daudann.
Bb
Njottu lifsins medan kostur er.
Cc
Eg syng bar' um lifid
F

og syngdu med mér.

F
Ef leidist pér ad hlust' & noldur
C F
um fataekt og pul,

ma alltaf grafa upp lukkuséngva sungna
C F
af Ranari Jul.

Bb
Og ef pu vilt fa - skammt af anaegju, gledi
F

og hamingjuvon,

pa aettirdu ad hlust' a texta eftir hann
c F
Porstein Eggertsson.

C
Hann semur um lifid

F
og lofar pad lika.
Cc

P6 ad peningana skorti getur
F
hamingjan oft gert menn a4di rika.

Pad er négur timi til ad hugs' um

daudann eftir daudann.
Bb
Njottu lifsins medan kostur er.
C
Eg syng bar' um lifid
F

0og syngdu med mér.

Pad geta ekki allir verid gordjoss

Hofundur lags: Bragi Valdimar Skulason
Hofundur texta: Bragi Valdimar Skulason
Flytjandi: Pall Oskar Hjalmtysson asamt fleirum.

A
Likt og fuglinn Foénix ris
C#H7
fogur litil diskodis
D
upp ur djupinu
F
gegnum diskoljésafoss.
A

i F#m
Eg er flottur, ég er fraegur,

D E A
ég er kandis kandifloss.

D A
U, u,u,u,u, .
D A
u,u,u,u,4,uq,uq,q, .

A

Songroddin er silkimjuk

C#H7

sjaid bara pennan buk
D

instant klassik

F
hér er allt a réttum stad.
A F#m

Eg er fagur, ég er fridur,
D E A
€g er glamur gammelad.

D A
A, a, a, a,a,a,a,a, a.

D
pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
E A F#m
Pad geta' ekki allir verid toff.

D
pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
E A
eins og ég.

D
Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
E A F#m
Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
B7 E
eins og ég.

A
A, ha, ha.
D A
A, a, a, a,a,a,a,a, a.
D A

U,u,a, 40,4, 0q, 4, .

A

Hudinni i Dior drekkt,

C#7

dressid dadfinnanlegt
D

hvilik fegurd

F

hvad get ég sagt?
A F#m
Eg er dundur, ég er disko,
D E A

pad er mikid i mig lagt.

D
Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
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E A F#m
Pad geta' ekki allir verid toff.

D
pPad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
E

A
eins og ég.
D
Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
E A F#m

Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
B7 E

eins og ég.
A
A, ha, ha.
D A
A a4, 4, 4a,a4a,a,a, a.
D A
U, ad,0,0,4, 04,0, 0.
D
Pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
E A F#m

Pad geta' ekki allir verid hit.

D
Pad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuloss
E

A
eins og ég.
D
pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
E A F#m

Pad geta' ekki allir meikad' pad
B7 E
eins og ég.

D
pad geta' ekki allir verid gordjéss.
E A F#m
pad geta' ekki allir verid hann.

D
pPad geta' ekki allir ordid fabjuléss
E A
eins og ég.

D
pPad geta' ekki allir verid gordjoss.
E A F#m
Pad geta' ekki allir feikad' pad
B7 E
eins og ég.

A
A, ha, ha.

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

bad synir sig
Hofundur lags: Sigurdur Gudmundsson

Ho6fundur texta: Siguréur Gudmundsson
Flytjandi: Hjalmar

C C7
Ekkert ad sja poétt pu setjist uppa.
F
Soldid a ska.
G#
En pad hefst ad lokum.
C A7
Og synir sig...
Dm7 G

kannski seinna.

Cc C7
Veist ekki hvad en pu situr afram
F

a sama stad,
G#
pad geeti gerst
c G C
ad pad syni sig hugsanlega nu.
G C
Ofan vid sky er alft & flugi
E7 Am
og endurtekur fyrir bi
F G C Am
ad jafnan hafi til pess sést hér
Dm7 G
b6 ekkert boli nu a pvi.
Cc Cc7
Kannski er svo enn ad pu sitjir stilltur.
F
Pvi svona eru menn,
G#
einn viss, einn villtur.
c
Pad synir sig...
F G Cc
Mmm, mmm, mmm.
G C
Ofan vid sky er alft & flugi
E7 Am
og endurtekur fyrir bi
F G C Am
ad jafnan hafi til pess sést hér

Dm7 G
po6 ekkert béli nu a pvi.

(o3 Cc7
PVi er svo enn ad pu situr stilltur.
F
Pvi svona eru menn,
Gi#
einn viss, einn villtur.
Cc
Pad synir sig...
A7

Synir sig
Dm7 GC
Mmm,
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Pui komst vid hjartad i mer

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

Fmaj7 G6
Og pbegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,

Fmaj7

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mer.
G6
Eg pori ad meeta hverju sem er,

Fmaj7 G6
pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.
Fmaj7 G6
Am Em
A diskobar,

Am G C
ég dansadi fra sirka tolf til sjo.
Am Em

Vié maettumst par,

Am G C
med hjortun okkar brotin baedi tvo.
] F G
Eg var ad leita ad ast!

F G

€g var ad leita ad ast!

F G
Og pbegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,
F

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.
i G
Eg pori ad maeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér.

Am Em
pad er munur 4,

Am G C
ad vera einn og vera einmana.
Am Em
Eg gat ei meir,

Am G C

var daudpreyttur a sal og likama.
F G

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

F G
Og pbegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég
F

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mer.
G
Eg pori ad maeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér,

G
6 sem betur fer.

Am Em
A diskdbar,
Am G C
ég dansadi fra sirka tolf til sjo.
Am Em
Vié maettumst par,
Am G C
med hjoértun okkar brotin baedi tvo.

] F G

Eg var ad leita ad ast!
F G

€g var ad leita ad ast!

F G
Og pbegar pu komst inn i lif mitt breyttist ég,
F

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mer.
G
€g pori ad meeta hverju sem er,

pu komst, pu komst vid hjartad i mér,
G
0 sem betur fer.

F
Og sem betur fer og sem betur fer
G
pa fann ég pig hér.
F

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

F G
00000 0000000000
F G

00000 0000000000




