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H-To

Song by: Mike Connell Lyrics by: Mike Connell ArtistsThe Connels

F C F C
You got no reason for coming to me in the rain,
Cc/B Am C G
running down, there's no reason
F C F
And the same voice coming to me
C C/B Am C G
like a it's all slowing down, and believe me
Am C
| was the one to let you know
G F Am C G
| was you sorry ever after '74 - '75
F C F
It's not easy, nothing is sacred
C C/B Am C G
it's already said, it's never easy
F C F C
When | look on your eyes then finally I'll define,
C/B Am C G
when | look on your eyes then I'll be better
Am C
| was the one to let you know
G F Am C G
| was you sorry ever after '74 - '75
Am C
Give me reward and I'll define
G F Am C G
'‘Cause you're really only after '74 - '75
F C F (o
You got no reason for coming to me in the rain,
Cc/B Am C G
running down, there's no reason
F C F C
When | look on your eyes then finally I'll define,
C/B Am C G
when | look on your eyes then I'll be better
Am C
| was the one to let you know
G F Am C G
| was you sorry ever after '74 - '75
Am C
Give me reward and I'll define
G F Am C G

'‘Cause you're really only after '74 - '75
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Afgan

Song by: Bubbi Morthens Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens ArtistsBubbi 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

CH#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 hnuann
Bm
pu flygur a brott
A E
med syndum minum, Svartur Afgan

A
Eg elska pig svo heitt
C#m/G# F#m
ad mig sundlar og verkjar
A C#m/G#
| fadmi pinum pu leetur mig
F#m
finna til sektar
~ Bm A E
Uti i horni liggur kisi pinn og malar
Bm
inn a badherbergi
A E
stendur vofan pin og talar

D
Uti hamast regnid
C#m F#m
vid ad komast inn til pin
D

Eg skrid undir seengina

C#m F#m

heyri hvernig stormurinn hvin
Bm

Drottningin med stridsfakana sina

A E

bydur okkur inn til sin

Bm

Hun synir okkur inni sdlina

A E

segir ad solin sé sin

Millispil- Munnharpa
A C#m/G# F#m F#m A C#m/G# F#m F#m

BmAE E BmAE E
D C#m F#m F#m D C#m F#m F#m

BmAE E BmAE E

A

Lyftan var bilud

C#m/G# F#m

hasvordurinn kalladi mig svin

A

sagdist hata alla poppara
C#m/G# F#m

€g hélt hann veeri ad gera grin

i Bm

Eg sagdi ad ég veeri heimsaekja stulku

E

han veeri unnusta min
Bm
Hann sagdi: Mér er nakvaemlega
A E
sama pé hun sé ekki stulkan pin

D
Pegar ég bankadi a dyrnar
C#m F#m
opnadi vofan pin
D

Hun sagdi: bu varst bara draumur

C#m F#m
€g hefd’ adeins séd pig i syn
Bm A E

0, ég elska pig ég vil ekki vakna
Bm

Svartur Afgan

A

E
drauma minna ég sakna

Millispil- Munnharpa

A C#m/G# F#m F#m A C#m/G# F#m F#m
BmAE E BmAE E

A C#m/G# F#m F#m A C#m/G# F#m F#m
BmAE E BmAE E

D C#m F#m F#m D C#m F#m F#m

BmAE E BmAE E




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

Bahama

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

C F Am G
Sidan pu forst hef ég verid med magakveisu. (o3 F
Cc F Am G Nuna situr pu eftir i supunni,
Skildir ekkert eftir, nema pessa peysu. Am G
c F Am G ofrisk og einmana, alveg a kdpunni.
Verst finnst mér p6 ad ndna ertu med honum. (o3 F
C F Am G Og pennan soéng hef ég sér til pin ort
Veistu hvad hann hefur verid med mérgum konum? Am G
0g €g vona ad ég fai kort
C F
Svo fardu bara, mér er alveg sama. Cc F
. D G til Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
Eg pboli ekki svona barnaskdéladrama. Cc G
. F Ab Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
Eg eetla ad pakka i toskurnar og flytja til Cc F

Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
C F C G C
Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
C G C
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.

CF CGC
Cc F
Allar stelpurnar hér eru i bikini
Am G

0g ég er buinn ad gleyma peysuflikinni.
Cc F

Eg laga harié og syp af stut,
Am G
buinn ad gleyma hvernig pu litur ut.

Cc F
| spilavitinu kasta ég teningum,
Am G

i fyrsta sinn & ég helling af peningum.
c F

Borga med einhverju korti fra pér
Am
sem ég tok alveg évart med mér

C F
til Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
G

Bahamaeyja, Bahama.
C F

Bahamaeyja, Bahamaeyja,
G C
Bahamaeyja, Bahama.

Cc F
Alla daga ég sit hér i solinni,
Am G
minnugur pess pegar ég var i olinni.
Cc F

PU sagdir mér pa ad prifa og pvo,
Am G
medan i takinu haféir tvo.
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Blister In The Sun

Song by: Gordon Gano Lyrics by: Gordon Gano ArtistsViolent Femmes

{start_of tab}

E| |

B| I

G| I

D| |
A|---2--3--2---2-2-3--2----2--3--2---====-2--3--2----2-2-3--2-----2--3-2-0--—|

EJ-3 3 3 3----3 3 3 3|

{end_of _tab}

G C G C
When I'm a walkin' | strut my stuff,
G C G
then I'm so strung out.
G C G C
I'm high as a kite, | just might
G C G
stop to check you out.

Em Cc
Let me go on, like a blister in the sun.

Em C D
Let me go on, big hands | know youre the one.

G C G Cc
Body beats, | stain my sheets.
G Cc G
| don't even know why.

G C G Cc
My girlfriend she at the end,

G Cc G

she is starting to cry.

Em Cc
Let me go on, like a blister in the sun.

Em C D
Let me go on, big hands | know youre the one.
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Brim og bodafoll

Song by: Hreimur Orn Heimisson Lyrics by: Hreimur Orn Heimisson ArtistsLand og Synir

AmFCG
AmFCG
Am F
Sél, lystu mina leid,
C G
svo logi sundin bla, a leidinni til pin.
Am F
Noétt, leidin verdur greid
C G
Meér liggur lifid a, pvi ég verd senn a leidarenda.
F C G
Kominn pessa leid,
F C G

Einfaldlega til ad segja pér,
F C G

An pin er ég bjargarlaus i neyd,
F c G
En ekki pegar pu ert hér hja mér.

Am F
Fyrst, er augum a pig leit,

Cc G
pa innra med mér fann, ad eitthvad snerti mig.

Am F

P43, og eins vel nu ég veit,
C G

ad brim og bodafdll, geetu ekki stédvad okkur.

F Cc G
Kominn pessa leid,
F (o3 G
Einfaldlega til ad segja pér,
F C G

An pin er ég bjargarlaus i neyd,
F C G
En ekki pegar pu ert hér hja mér.
Dm Am Dm
NuU, néttin lzedist inn, og breidir at sinn fadm,
Am G F
Pu brosir til min eins og i fyrsta sinn,
C
lifid byrjar hér, inn i Herjélfsdal
F C G
Kominn pessa leid,
F C G
Einfaldlega til ad segja pér,
) F ¢ G
An pin er ég bjargarlaus i neyd,
F C

En ekki pegar pu ert hér hja mér.
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Biddu pabbi

Song by: Geoff Stevens asamt fleirum. Lyrics by: 1dunn Steinsdéttir ArtistsVilhjalmur Vilhjalmsson

c Dm c E7
| hinsta sinn ad heiman lagu spor min, A, ég hljoép svo hratt,
Em Dm Am D7
Pvi ég hamingjuna fann ei lengur par. ad ég hrasadi og datt.
C Cc7 F D C G C
Og hratt ég gekk i fyrstu, uns ég heyrdi fotatak Biddu pabbi, biddu min.
C G cC G

Og haum rémi kallad til min var, kallad:

C Cmaj7
Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
F

Biddu, pvi &g kem til pin.
c

E7
A, ég hljop svo hratt,
Am D7
ad ég hrasadi og datt.
C G Cc
Biddu pabbi, biddu min.
o Dm
Eg stadar nam og stardi & déttur mina,
Em Dm
Er par stautadi til min svo hyr a bra,
Cc Cc7

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.

C G C

Biddu pabbi, biddu min.
C Dm
Radvilltur ég st6d um stund og pagdi,

Em Dm
En af stad svo lagdi aftur heim a leid.
. C c7
Eg vissi ad litla déttir min
F D

hdn myndi hjalpa mér
C G
Ad meeta vanda peim
Cc G
sem heima beid. Hun sagdi:

C Cmaj7
Biddu pabbi, biddu min,
F

Biddu, pvi &g kem til pin.
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Creep

Song by: Thom Yorke Lyrics by: Thom Yorke ArtistsRadiohead

G
When you were here before, She runs, runs, runs, runs
B7
couldn't look you in the eye. Runs
C
You look like an angel. G
Cm Whatever makes you happy.
Your skin makes me cry. B7
Whatever you want.
G C
You float like a feather, You're so fuckin' special.
B7 Cm
in a beautiful world. Wish | was special.
C
| wish | was special. G
Cm But I'm a creep
You're so fuckin' special. B7
I'm a weirdo
G C
But I'm a creep What the hell am | doin' here?
B7 Cm
I'm a weirdo | don't belong here
C
What the hell am | doin' here? Cm
Cm | don't belong here
| don't belong here
G
| don't care if it hurts.
B7
| wanna have control.
C
| want a perfect body.
Cm
| want a perfect soul.
G
| want you to notice,
B7
when I'm not around.
C
You're so fuckin' special.
Cm
| wish | was special.
G
But I'm a creep.
B7
I'm a weirdo.
C
What the hell am | doin' here?

Cm
| don't belong here, oh, oh.

She's running out the door.

She's running out
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Danska lagid

Song by: Eyjélfur Kristjansson Lyrics by: Eyjélfur Kristjansson ArtistsBitlavinafélagid

G
Manstu fyrir langa I6ngu?
Em
Vid satum saman i skélastofu.

F
Eg dadi pig en pu tokst ekki eftir mér,
D

ekki frekar en ég veeri kreekiber.
G
Pu varst alltaf best i donsku,
Em
pad fyllti hinar stelpurnar vonsku,
F

pegar kennarinn kalladi a pig til sin
D
og lét pig syngja a dénsku fyrir okkur hin.
Am D7

O, ég mun aldrei gleyma,
Am D7 E7
hve fallega pu séngst, pu séngst:

A
"Der bor en bager pa Nagrregade.
C#m
Han bager kringler og julekage.
D

Han bager store, han bager sma
Gm E
han bager nogle med sukker pa
A

og i hans vindu' er sukker sager
C#m
og heste grise og peberkager
D

og har du penge sa kan du fa
Gm Esus4 E
men har du ingen sa kan du ga."

G
Og svo mdérgum arum seinna,
Em
pa lagu leidir okkar beggja
F

til tlanda par sem férum vid i haskéla
D
vid lzerdum séng og héldum sAman ténleika.
G

Og eina stjornubjarta kvoldstund,
Em

€g kraup a kné, 6, hve nett var pin hond,
F

pu sagdir: "Ja", kysstir mig og nd erum vid hjon
D

og eigum litla Gunnu og litinn Jon.
Am D7
en ég mun aldrei gleyma,
Am D7 E7
hve fallega pu séngst, pu séngst:

A
"Der bor en bager pa Ngrregade.
C#m
Han bager kringler og julekage.
D

Han bager store, han bager sma
Gm E
han bager nogle med sukker pa
A

og i hans vindu' er sukker sager
C#m
og heste grise og peberkager
D

og har du penge sa kan du fa
Gm E
men har du ingen s& kan du ga."

Am D7 Am D7 Bm E7 Bm E7
A

"Der bor en bager pa Ngrregade.
C#m

Han bager kringler og julekage.
D

Han bager store, han bager sma
Gm E
han bager nogle med sukker pa
A

og i hans vindu' er sukker sager
C#m
og heste grise og peberkager
D

og har du penge sa kan du fa
Gm F#
men har du ingen s& kan du ga."
B
"Der bor en bager pa Narregade.
Ebm
Han bager kringler og julekage.
E

Han bager store, han bager sma
Am F#
han bager nogle med sukker pa
B

og i hans vindu' er sukker sager
Ebm
og heste grise og peberkager
E

og har du penge sa kan du fa
Am F#
men har du ingen s& kan du ga."
B
"Der bor en bager pa Ngrregade.
Ebm
Han bager kringler og julekage.
E

Han bager store, han bager sma
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Am F#
han bager nogle med sukker pa

og i hans vindu' er sukker sager
Ebm
og heste grise og peberkager
E

og har du penge sa kan du fa
Am F#
men har du ingen s& kan du ga."
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Dear Penis

Song by: Rodney Carrington Lyrics by: Rodney Carrington ArtistsRodney Carrington

D G

Dear Penis, | don't think
A D

| like you anymore,

G

A
You used to watch me shave,
D

now all you do is stare at the floor,
D G
Ohh Dear Penis,

A D
| don't | like you anymore.

G A
It used to be you and me,
D
a paper towel and dirty magazine,
G A D

That?s all we needed to get by.
G A
How it?s seems things have changed
D
and | think that you're the one to blame,
D G A D
Dear Penis, | don't like you anymore.

He sings:

D G

Dear Rodney, | don't think
A D

| like you anymore,

G A

'‘Cause when you get to drinkin’,
D

you put me places I've never been before,
D G
Ohh Dear Rodney,
A D
| don't like you anymore.

G A
Why can't we get a grip
D

on our man-to-hand relationship,

G A D
Come to terms with how we really feel?
G A
If we put our heads together,

D
we'd just stay home forever.
D G A D
Dear Penis, | think | like you after all.
D G

Ohh And Rodney,
A D
While you?re shavin', shave my balls.
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Don't Stop Believing

Song by: Journey Lyrics by: Journey ArtistsJourney

D A
Capo a 2. bandi Paying anything to roll the dice,
F#m G
D ABmG just one more time
D AF#mG D A
Some will win, some will lose,
D A Bm G
Just a small town girl, some were born to sing the blues
Bm G D A
living in a lonely world Oh, the movie never ends,
D A F#m G
She took the midnight train it goes on and on and on and on
F#m G
going anywhere G
Strangers waiting
D A D
Just a city boy, up and down the boulevard
Bm G G
born and raised in south Detroit Their shadows searching
D A D
He took the midnight train in the night
F#m G G
going anywhere Streetlight, people,
D
DABmMG living just to find emotion
G A DADG
D A FémG Hiding, somewhere in the night
D A D ABmG
A singer in a smoky room,
Bm G D AF#mG
a smell of wine and cheap perfume
D A
For a smile they can share the night, D A
F#m G Don't stop believing
it goes on and on and on and on Bm G
hold on to the feeling
G D A F#m G
Strangers waiting Streetlight people
D
up and down the boulevard D A
G Don't stop believing
Their shadows searching Bm G
D hold on to the feeling
in the night D A F#m G
G Streetlight people
Streetlight, people,
D D A
living just to find emotion Don't stop believing
G A DADG Bm G
Hiding, somewhere in the night hold on to the feeling
D A F#m G
D ABmG Streetlight people

D A
Working hard to get my fill,
Bm G

everybody wants a thrill
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Eyjan grena

Song by: Bubbi Morthens Lyrics by: Bubbi Morthens ArtistsEgo

Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena

F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena

F A Dm

Fyrir I6ngu sidan foru Tyrkirnir,

Gm F Cc
i ferd upp ad Islandsstrondum.
F A Dm
| Vestmannaeyjum aetludu sér,
Gm F C
alla ad taka héndum.

F A Dm

Um midja nott neyddist folk til ad flyja,
Gm F C
gléandi hraun yfir husin ad streyma

F A Dm
Menn héldu pa aldrei aftur snéru,
Bb C
Eyjamenn til sins heima.

F A Dm Gm C F
En Eyjan min, Eyjan min stéd pad af sér
F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min st66 pad af sér

°F A Dm
A Danska Pétri sigldu Ninon braedur,
Gm F C
Stjani var sterkur en Sibbi var skaedur.
F A Dm
Maggi madur elskadi skrall,

Gm F C
ur jakkanum fyrstur eftir ball.

F A Dm

Bjossi i KI6pp kunni hnefatal

Gm F C

Eirikur hestur ad lesa sal.

F A Dm

Drukku badir hleejandi ur stut,

Bb C

adur en peir hreinsudu ur kofanum ut.

F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena

F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena

FADmMGmCF
DmMGmCFDmGmC

F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
F A Dm Gm C F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
F A Dm Gm (o F
Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
F A Dm Gm C F

Eyjan min, Eyjan min fagra graena
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Fram a nott

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

AmFAmMmF

Am F

Born og adrir minna proskadir menn,
féru ad gramsa i minum einka?nrglum,
pbegar ég var éharénaéur'(:enn

og atti erfitt med ad midla ?nélum.

G F
Pu vardst ad ganga rekinn i kut,
G C
til pess ad verda ei fyrir adkasti mannanna,

Am F G
Og po6 ad pu litir alls ekki ut fyrir ad lifa,
C

eftir lIdgum pess bannada.

F E Am

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

F E Am

Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma fram a nétt.
F E Am

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

F E Am

Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma.

Am F
Mitt vandamal er & andlega svidinu,

Am
hugsanirnar heimskar sem ginur & huspokum.

PuU aettir ad sja i andlitid a lidinu,
G
er pad sér ur pessu vandraedi vid bokum.

G F
Pu vardst ad ganga rekinn i kut,
G C
til pess ad verda ei fyrir adkasti mannanna,

Am F G

Og pé ad pu litir alls ekki ut fyrir ad lifa
C

eftir lIdigum pess bannada.

F E Am

Hvernig kemst ég inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

F E Am

Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma fram a nétt.
F E Am

Hvernig kemst é€g inn, pegar allt er ordid hljott.

F E Am

Fa ad vera med um sinn ad djamma.
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Fram i heidanna ro

Song by: Daniel E. Kelley Lyrics by: Fridrik A. Fridriksson ArtistsKK asamt fleirum.

D
Fram i heidanna r6
G
fann ég bélstad og bjo,
D E7 A A7
par sem birkid og fjalldrapinn greer.
D

par er vistin mér gaod,

G Gm
aldrei heyréist par hnjod,
D A7

Par er himinninn vidur og teer.

D A7 D
Heidarbdl ég by.
Bm E7 A A7
Par sem birkid og fjalldrapinn greer.
D

Par er vistin mér god,

G Gm
aldrei heyroist par hnjéd,
D A7 D

Par er himinninn vidur og teer.

D
Morg hin steinhljodu kvold,
G

upp i stjarnanna fjéld

D E7 A A7
hef ég starad i spyrjandi pra:

D

Mundi dyrdin i geim
G

Gm
bera’ af dasemdum peim,
D A7 D
sem vor draumfagri jardheimur a?
D A7 D
Heidarbadl ég by.
Bm E7 A A7

Par sem birkid og fjalldrapinn greer.
D

par er vistin mér gad,
G Gm
aldrei heyrdist par hnjéé,
D A7
Par er himinninn vidur og teer.
D A7 D
Par er himinninn vidur og teer.
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Fuck her gently

Song by: Tenacious D Lyrics by: Tenacious D ArtistsTenacious D

D F#m

You don't always have to fuck her hard, In
Em A

Fact sometimes that's not right ... to do.

D F#m

Sometimes you gotta make some love

Em A

And fuckin give her some smooches too

Bm G
Sometimes you got to squeeze
Bm G
Sometimes you got to say please
D A
Sometimes you got to say:

D F#m
I'm gonna fuck you .... softly
Em A
I'm gonna screw you gently
D F#m
I'm gonna hump you.... sweetly
Em A
I'm gonna ball you ... discretely

Bm G
And then you say, Hey | brought you flowers
D A

And then you say, Wait a minute sally!
Bm G

| think | got something in my teeth

Em

could you get it out for me?
A

That's fuckin' Teamwork!

D F#m
What's your favorite posish?
Em A

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

D
but I'll do it for you
F#m
What's your favorite dish?
Em A
I'm not gonna cook it but I'll order it from Zanzibar!

Bm G
And then I'm gonna love you completely
A

D
And then I'll fuckin' fuck you discretely
Bm G
And then I'll fuckin bone you completely
D
But then...

Em A C G D
I'm gonna fuck you haaaaaaaaaard

Bb7 C D
haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaard!!!
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Hallelujah

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

CAm C Am

C Am
| heard there was a secret chord
C Am
That David played and it pleased the Lord
F G C G
But you don't really care for music, do you?
C F G
Well it goes like this the fourth, the fifth
Am F
The minor fall and the major lift
G E Am
The baffled king composing hallelujah

F Am
Hallelujah, hallelujah,

F C G C
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah

Am C Am

C Am
Well your faith was strong but you needed proof
C Am
You saw her bathing on the roof
F G c G
Her beauty and the moonlight overthrew you
(o F G
She tied you to her kitchen chair
Am F
She broke your throne and she cut your hair
G E Am
And from your lips she drew the hallelujah

F Am
Hallelujah, hallelujah,

F C G C
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah

Am C Am

C Am
Baby I've been here before
C Am
I've seen this room and I've walked this floor
F G C G
| used to live alone before | knew you
C F G
I've seen your flag on the marble arch
Am F
But love is not a victory march
G E Am
It's a cold and it's a broken hallelujah

F Am
Hallelujah, hallelujah,
F C G C AmCAm
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah
C Am

Well, there was a time when you let me know

C Am
What's really going on below
F G

But now you never show that to me do you?
F G
But remember when | moved in you
Am F
And the holy dove was moving too
G E Am
And every breath we drew was hallelujah

F Am
Hallelujah, hallelujah,

F C G C
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah

Am C Am

C Am
Well, maybe there's a God above
C Am
But all I've ever learned from love
F G C
Was how to shoot somebody who outdrew you
C F G
It's not a cry that you hear at night
Am F
It's not somebody who's seen the light
G E Am
It's a cold and it's a broken hallelujah

F Am
Hallelujah, hallelujah,

F C G C G
hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah

F Am
Hallelujah, hallelujah,
F C G C G

hallelujah, hallelu-u-u-u-jah

Cc G

G
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High And Dry

Song by: Radiohead Lyrics by: Radiohead ArtistsRadiohead

F#m11 Asus2 E E F#m11 Asus2 E E

F#m11

two jumps in a week i bet you

Asus2 E
think that's pretty clever don' tyou boy.
F#m11

flying on your motorcycle.

Asus2 E E
watching all the ground beneathyou drop.

F#m11
you'd kill yourself for recognition.
Asus2 E E
kill yourself to never ever stop.

F#m11

you broke another mirror.

Asus2 E E
you're turning into something youare not.

F#m11 Asus2 E E
don't leave me high, don't leave me dry,
F#m11 Asus2
don't leave me high, don't leave me dry.

F#m11 Asus2 E E

F#m11

drying up in conversation

Asus2 E E

you will be the one who cannot talk.

F#m11

all your insides fall to pieces.

Asus2

you just sit there wishing
E E

you could stillmake love.

F#m11

they're the ones who'll hate you when you
Asus2 E E
think you've got the world allsussed out.
F#m11

they're the ones who'll spit at you.

Asus2 E E

you will be the one screaming out.

F#m11 Asus2 E E
don't leave me high, don't leave me dry,
F#m11 Asus2 E

don't leave me high, don't leave me dry.
F#m11 Asus2 E E

F#m11 Asus2 E E

F#m11 Asus2
it's the best thing that you ever had.
E

E
the best thing that you ever ever had.
F#m11 Asus2
it's the best thing that you ever had

the best thing that you had has gone away.

F#m11 Asus2 E E
don't leave me high, don't leave me dry,
F#m11 Asus2
don't leave me high, don't leave me dry.
F#m11 Asus2 E E
don't leave me high,
F#m11 Asus2 E
don't leave mehigh, don't leave me dry.
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Hid pér

Song by: Gudmundur Jénsson Lyrics by: Friérik Sturluson ArtistsSalin hans Jéns mins

GD AEGDA

G D A E
Pegar kviknar a deginum og i lifinu ljos,
D A E

begar myrkrid horfar fra mér,
G D A E

pa er eitthvad sem hrifur mig likt og utsprungin ros,

G F#m Bm

pa vil ég vera hja pér.

G D A E
Pegar geng ég i sélinni mitt um habjartan dag,
G D A E

litafegurd blasir vid mér.

G D A E

Pegar heimurinn heillar mig likt og tofrandi lag,
G F#m Bm
pa vil ég vera hja per.

A
Eg vil baedi lifa og vona,
D

ég vil brenna upp af ast.
A

Eg vil lifa med pér svona,
D
ég vil gledjast eda pjast.

Bm Em

Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
G D
lika pegar illa fer,

Bm E7
medan lifid heldur afram,
G F#m Bm
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

G D A E
Medan skuggarnir steekka og yta huminu ad
D A E

gamall maninn beerir a sér.

G D A E

pa vil ég eiga andartak inn a rélegum stad
F#m Bm

pa vil ég vera hja per.

A
Eg vil baedi lifa og vona,
D

ég vil brenna upp af ast.
A

Eg vil lifa med pér svona,
D
ég vil gledjast eda pjast.
Bm Em
Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
G D
lika pegar illa fer,

Bm E7
medan lifid heldur afram,
G F#m Bm
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

A GD
A GD

Bm Em

Medan leikur allt i lyndi,
G D
lika pegar illa fer,

Bm E7
medan lifid heldur afram,
G F#m Bm
pa vil ég vera hja pér.

G D A E
Pegar slokknar a deginum yfirpyrmandi nott

G D A E

stormar fyrir stjarnanna her.

G D A E
En pad bitur mig ekkert & og ég sef veert og rott
G F#m Bm

ef pu vilt vera hja mér

G F#m Bm

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

Em G
Hjalpadu mér upp, ég get pad ekki sjalfur.
Am Em

Eg er ordinn leidur, 4 ad liggja hér.
G

Gerum eitthvad gott, gerum pad saman,
Am Em
ég skal lata fara litid fyrir mér.

G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
D C
Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.

Em G

Hvad getum vid gert, ef adrir bjoda betur,

Am Em

dregid okkur saman og skridid inni skelina?
G

Nei, pad er ekki haegt ad vera minni madur,

Am Em

og lata slikt og annad eins spyrjast ut um sig.

G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.

Fmaj7 C

Pa! Pu getur miklu betur en pu hefur gert.
Fmaj7

Pa! Pu ert ekki sami madur og pu varst i geer.
Fmaj7 Am Dm

Pu! bu opnar ekki augun fyrr en allt of seint
G7 Fmaj7 CCD
opnar ekki augun fyrr en allt er breytt.

Em G

Hjalpadu mér upp mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
Am Em

Drukkna i 6llu pess i kringum mig.

Em G

Flytum okkur haegt, gerum pad i snatri.

Am Em

Eg verd ad lata fara litid fyrir mér.

G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
G D C
Hjalpadu mér upp, mér finnst ég vera drukkna.
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Hotel California

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

Bm F# AEGDEm F#
Bm F# AEGD Em F#

Bm

On a dark desert highway,
Egol wind in my hair
OVarm smell of colitas
EEi;sing up through the air

Up ahead in the distance,
D

| saw a shimmering light
Em

My head grew heavy and my sight grew dim
F#

| had to stop for the night

Bm

There she stood in the doorway;
F#

| heard the mission bell

A
And | was thinking to myself
E

this could be heaven or this could be hell
G

Then she lit up a candle,

D

and she showed me the way

Em

There were voices down the corridor,

F#

| thought | heard them say

G D
Welcome to the Hotel California.
Em Bm7

Such a lovely place, such a lovely face
G D
Plenty of room at the Hotel California

Em F#
Any time of year you can find it here

Bm

Her mind is Tiffany twisted,
F#

she got the Mercedes bends

A
She got a lot of pretty, pretty boys
E

that she calls friends
G D

How they dance in the courtyard, sweet summer sweat

Em
Some dance to remember,

F#
some dance to forget

Bm

So | called up the captain;
F#

"Please bring me my wine."

A
"We haven't had that spirit here
E
since nineteen sixty-nine"
G D
And still those voices are calling from far away
Em
Wake you up in the middle of the night,
F#

just to hear them say

G D
Welcome to the Hotel California.
Em Bm7
Such a lovely place, such a lovely face
D
They livin' it up at the Hotel California
Em F#
What a nice surprise bring your alibis

Bm
Mirrors on the ceiling,
F#
the pink champagne on ice
A
And she said "We are all just prisoners here,
E
of our own device"
G
And in the master's chambers,

D
they gathered for the feast

Em
They stab it with their steely knives,
F#
but they just can't kill the beast
Bm
Last thing | remember,
F#

| was running for the door

A

I had to find the passage back
E

to the place | was before

"(I%elax“ said the nightman,

"We are I;:)’rogrammed to receive"
"I\E(Igu can check out anytime you like,
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F#
but you can never leave"
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House of the Rising Sun

Song by: Ameriskt pjédlag Lyrics by: Ameriskt pjédlag ArtistsTommy Emmanuel asamt fleirum.

AmC D F
There is a house in New Orleans,
Am C E E
They call the Rising Sun,

Am C D F
And it's been the ruin of many a poor boy,
Am E Am CDFAmEAmME

And God, | know I'm one.

Am C D F

My mother was a tailor,
Am C E E

She sewed my new blue jeans.

Am C D F
My father was a gambling man,
Am E Am CDFAmEAmME
Down in New Orleans.

Am C D F
And the only thing a gambler needs,
Am C E E
Is a suitcase and a trunk,
Am C D F
And the only time he's satisfied,
Am E Am CDF AmMEAmE
Is when he's all a-drunk.

Am C D F
I've got one foot on the platform,
Am C E E
The other foot on the train.
Am C D F
I'm going back to New Orleans,
Am E Am CDFAmEAmME
To wear the ball and chain.

Am C D F
So mothers, tell your children,
Am C E E
Not to do what | have done.

Am C D F
Spend your life in sin and misery,
Am E Am CDFAmEAmME

In the House of the Rising Sun.
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| would walk 500 miles

Song by: The Proclaimers Lyrics by: The Proclaimers ArtistsThe Proclaimers

E
When | wake up yeah | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who wakes up next to you
E
When | go out yeah | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who goes along with you

E
If | get drunk yes | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who gets drunk next to you
E
And if | haver yeah | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who's havering to you

E
But | would walk 500 miles

A B
And | would walk 500 more

E A
Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
B

To fall down at your door

E
When I'm working yes | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who's working hard for you
E
And when the money comes in for the work I'll do
A B E
I'll pass almost every penny on to you

E
When | come home yeah | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who comes back home to you
E
And if | grow old well | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who's growing old with you

E
But | would walk 500 miles

A B
And | would walk 500 more

E A
Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
B

To fall down at your door

E
When I'm lonely yes | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who's lonely without you

E
When I'm dreaming yes | know I'm gonna dream
A B E
Dream about the time when I'm with you

E
When | go out yeah | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who goes out along with you
E
When | come home yeah | know I'm gonna be
A B E
I'm gonna be the man who comes back home to you
E
But | would walk 500 miles
A B
And | would walk 500 more
E A
Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
B
To fall down at your door
E
But | would walk 500 miles
A B
And | would walk 500 more
E A
Just to be the man who walked a 1,000 miles
B

To fall down at your door
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I'myours

Song by: Jason Mraz Lyrics by: Jason Mraz ArtistsJason Mraz

D C AIC#
Capo a 4. bandi. ooohh ooohh aahha mmmhhh
G D EmC G
I've been spending way too long checking my tongue in the
G D
Well you done done me and you bet | felt it And bending over backwards just to try to see it clearer
D Em
| tried to be chill but you're so hot that | melted But my breath fogged up the glass
Em C
| fell right through the cracks And so | drew a new face and laughed
(o G
Now I'm trying to get back | guess what I'm be saying is there ain't no better reason
G D
Before the cool done run out I'll be giving it my bestest To rid yourself of vanity and just go with the seasons
D Em C
And nothing's going to stop me but divine intervention  It's what we aim to do Our name is our virtue
Em C
| reckon it's again my turn to win some or learn some G D
So | won't hesitate no more,
G D Em C
But | won't hesitate no more, no more It cannot wait I'm sure
Em C G D
no more It cannot wait I'm yours There's no need to complicate
G D Em C Em
mmmmmooooo mmmmhey hey hey hey eyey Our time is short
C
G D This is our fate, I'm yours
Well open up your mind and see like me
Em G D
Open up your plans and damn you're free Well open up your mind and see like me
C Em
Look into your heart and you'll find love love love love  Open up your plans and damn you're free
G D C
Listen to the music of the moment people dance and sind.ook into your heart and you'll find that the sky is yours
Em G
We're just one big family Please don't, please don't, please don't
C AIC# D
And It's our God-forsaken right to be loved love loved lov&Here'd no need to complicate
Em
G D Cause our time is short
So | won't hesitate no more, C AICH#
Em C This oh this this is out fate, I'm yours!
no more It cannot wait I'm sure
G D
There's no need to complicate
Em
Our time is short
C
This is our fate, I'm yours
G D/F# Em
Dubudbudu Dubudbudu Dubud but do you want to comon
D C AIC#

Scooch on over closer dear And i will nibble your ear

G D/F# Em
sudubaba ooohh ooohh ooohh
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Jolene

Song by: Dolly Parton Lyrics by: Dolly Parton ArtistsDolly Parton

Capo a 4.bandi

Am C G Am

Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!
G Am

I'm begging of you, please don't take my man.

Am C G Am
Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!

G Am
Please don't take him, just because you can.

Am C
Your beauty is beyond compare,
G Am
with flaming locks of auburn hair.
G Am
With ivory skin and eyes of emerald green.
Am C
Your smile is like a breath of spring,
G Am
your voice is soft like summer rain,
G Am
and | cannot compete with you, Jolene

Am C
He talks about you in his sleep,
G Am
and there's nothing | can do to keep
G Am
from crying, when he calls your name, Jolene.
Am C
And | can easily understand,
G Am
how you could easily take my man,
G Am
but you don't know what he means to me, Jolene

Am C G Am

Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!
G Am

I'm begging of you please don't take my man.

Am C G Am
Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!

G Am
Please don't take him just because you can.

Am C
You could have your choice of men,
G Am
but i could never love again.
G Am
He's the only one for me, Jolene!
Am C
| had to have this talk with you,
G Am
my happiness depends on you,
G Am
and whatever you decide to do, Jolene

Am C G Am
Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!
G Am
I'm begging of you please don't take my man.
Am C G Am
Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene!
G Am

Please don't take him even though you can.
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Karma Police

Song by: Radiohead Lyrics by: Radiohead ArtistsRadiohead

Am AmM/FEEm G Bm C BmD
when you mess with us.
AmFEmMG
Bm D G
AmD And for a minute there,
D G D E7
GG/F# C C/B I lost myself | lost myself,
Bm D G
Am BmD And for a minute there,
D G D E7
Am Am/F# Em | lost myself | lost myself,
Karma Police, Bm D G
G Am And for a minute there,
arrest this man, D G D E7
F Em | lost myself | lost myself,
he talks in maths,
G Am
he buzzes like a fridge
D G C AmBmD
he’s like a detuned radio.
Am Am/F# Em
Karma Police,
G Am
arrest this girl,
F Em
her hitler hairdo,
G Am
is making me feel ill,
D G C AmBmD
and we have crashed her party.
C D G F#
this is what you’ll get,
C D G F#
this is what you'll get,
C D G
this is what you’ll get
Bm C BmD

when you mess with us.

Am Am/F# Em
Karma Police,
G Am
I've given all | can,
F Em
it's not enough,
G Am
I've given all | can,
D G C Am BmD
but we’re still on the payroll.

C D G F#
this is what you’ll get,

C D G F#
this is what you'll get,

C D G

this is what you’ll get
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Little talks

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

Capo a 1. bandi

AmFCG
hey
AmFCG
hey
AmFCG
hey
AmFCG
Am F C
| don't like walking round this old and empty house
Am F
so hold my hand i'll walk with you my dear
Am F
The stairs creak as | sleep, it's keeping me awake
Am F C
It's the house telling you to close your eyes
Am F C
and some days | can't even trust myself
Am F C
it's killing me to see you this way

Am F C G

the screams all sound the same hey!
Am F

Though the truth may vary this

C G

ship will carry our

Am F C G

bodies safe to shore

AmMFCG
AmFCG
AmMFCG
AmMFCG
Am Am

Am
Your gone gone gone away
Ammaj7
| watched you disappear
Am7 F#m7b5
all that's left is a ghost of you
Am
now we're torn torn torn apart
Ammaj7
there's nothing we can do
Am7 F#m7b5
Just let me go, we'll meet again soon
Am F
Now wait wait wait for me
C G
Please hang around
Am F C
| see you when | fall asleep

hey!

Am F C G
Don't listen to a word | say hey!
Am F C
the screams all sound the same hey!
Am F

c
ship will carry our

though the truth may vary this
G

odies safe to shore

Am F C G

Am F
Cause though the truth may vary this
C G
ship will carry our
Am F
bodies safe to shore
AmFCG
hey
AmFCG
hey
AmFCG
hey
AmFCG
Am F C
There's an old voice in my head that's holding me back
Am F C
tell her that | miss our little talks
Am F (o
soon it will be over and buried with our past
Am F C
we used to play outside when we were young and full of Iifegahd fufi of lové€ G
Am F
some days | think that I'm wrong when | am right
Am F C

your mind is playing tricks on you my dear

Am F
Though the truth may vary this
C G

ship will carry our
Am F C
bodies safe to shore hey!

Am F cC G
Don't listen to a word | say hey!

Don't listen to a word | say hey!
Am F C G
the screams all sound the same hey!
Am F
though the truth may vary this
C G
ship will carry our
Am F C G
bodies safe to shore
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Am F
Though the truth may vary this
Cc G

ship will carry our

Am F

bodies safe to shore
Am F

though the truth may vary this

C G

ship will carry our

Am F C

bodies safe to shore
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Lifid er yndislegt

Song by: Hreimur Orn Heimisson Lyrics by: Hreimur Orn Heimisson ArtistsHreimur Orn Heimisson asamt fleirum.

Bm G Dsus2 Bm G Dsus2

Bm G D A
A pessu ferdalagi fylgjumst vid ad.
Bm G D A

Vid eigum orlitinn vonarneista fyrir hvort annad.

Bm G D A
| ljésu manaskini vel ég mér stund og segi:
Bm G D A

Eg myndi klifa haestu hzedir fyrir pig.
G A
Eg vaeri ekkert an pin, myrkrid hverfur pvi ad...

D A
Lifid er yndlslegt sjadu,
Bm
pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
D A C
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.
Bm G D A
Blikandi stjornur skina himninum a.
Bm G D A
Hun svarar, ég trui varla pvi sem augu min sja
Bm G D A
og segir ég gef pér hjarta mitt pa skilyrdislaust
Bm G D A

Eg veit a6 pu myndir klifa haestu haedir fyrir mig
Eg veeri ekkert an pin, myrkrid hverfur pvi ad...

D A
Lifid er yndlslegt sjadu,
Bm

pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
D A C

Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

D A

Lifid er yndlslegt sjadu,

Bm

pad er rétt ad byrja hér.

D A C G
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

(o3 G B Cc
Néttin han faerist naer, hér vid eigum ad vera.
G

nuna ekkert okkur stodvad feer
D

undir stjornusalnum, inni herjélfsdalnum.

D A
Lifid er yndlslegt sjadu,
Bm

pad er rétt ad byrja hér.
D A C

Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

D A

Lifid er yndlslegt sjadu,
Bm

pad er rétt ad byrja hér.

D A C
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.

D A

Lifid er yndlslegt sjadu,
Bm

pad er rétt ad byrja hér.

D A C
Lifid er yndislegt med pér.
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Maistjarnan

Song by: Jén Asgeirsson Lyrics by: Halldér Kiljan Laxness ArtistsEdda Heidrin Bachman

. Am Dm
O hve létt er pitt skohljod
Am G

og hve lengi ég beid pin,
C Dm

pad er vorhret a glugga,
G E7

napur vindur sem hvin,
A7 Dm

en ég veit eina stjornu

G Cc

eina stjornu sem skin,
Dm Am

og nu loks ertu komin,
E7 Am

pu ert komin til min.

Am Dm
pad eru erfidir timar,
Am G
pbad er atvinnupref,
C Dm
ég hef ekkert ad bjoda,
G E7
ekki 6gn sem ég gef,
A7 Dm
nema von mina og lif mitt
G C
hvort ég vaki eda sef
Dm Am
petta eitt sem pu gafst mér
E7 Am
pad er allt sem ég hef.

Am Dm
En i kvold likur vetri
Am G
sérhvers vinnandi manns,
C Dm
0g @ morgun skin maisal,
G E7
pad er maisdlin hans,
A7 Dm
pad er maisolin okkar,
G C
okkar einingarbands,
Dm Am
fyrir pér ber ég fana
E7 Am
pessa framtidarlands.
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Me And My Guitar

Song by: Jeroen Swinnen Ashley Hicklin asamt fleirum. Lyrics by: Jeroen Swinnen Ashley Hicklin asamt fleirum. ArtistsTom Dice

Capo. 2 D Asus4
Tell me that I've got it wrong
Gadd9 AD Gadd9 D
Tell me everything will be okay
Gadd9 A D A Gadd9
People always say Before | fall
Gadd9 A D D Asus4
Tom, this has gone too far Tell me they'll play my songs
Gadd9 A Bm Gadd9 D
But I'm not afraid to chase my dreams, Tell me they'll sing the words | say
Gadd9 A D A Gadd9
Just me and my guitar When darkness falls
E7 Em
Gadd9 A D All of the stars will see
And no one may ever know Gadd9 A Asus4 D
Gadd9 A D Just me and my guitar
The feelings inside my mind
Gadd9 A Bm D Gadd9 A Asus4 D

'‘Cause all of the lines | ever write
Gadd9 A D
Are running out of time Me and my guitar...

Em Cmaj7

So maybe | should get a nine to five

Em A Asus4
But | don't want to let it go, there's so much more to life

D Asus4
Tell me that I've got it wrong
Gadd9 D
Tell me everything will be okay
A Gadd9
Before | fall
D Asus4
Tell me they'll play my songs
Gadd9 D
Tell me they'll sing the words | say
A Gadd9
When darkness falls
E7 Em
All of the stars will see
Gadd9 A Asus4 D
Just me and my guitar

Gadd9 A Asus4 D

Gadd9 A Asus4D
I'm sure that I'll find my way
Gadd9 A Asus4D
'‘Cause I'm not afraid to try
Gadd9 A Bm D A D
Even a world of love and hope can't guarantee that price

Em Cmaj7
So maybe | should get a nine to five
Em A Asus4

But | don't want to let it go, there's so much more to life
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Minning um mann

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

Em G A Am
Nu eetla ég ad syngja ykkur litid fallegt 1j6d

Em G B7
um ljufan dreng sem fallinn er nu fra,

Em G A Am
um dreng sem atti sorgir en avallt samt pé st6d
Em B7 Em
sperrtur p6 ad sitthvad gengi a.

_Em G A Am
| kofaskrifli bjé hann, sem litinn veitti yl,
Em G B7
svo andvaka a nottum oft hann |a.
Em G A Am
pa Portugal hann teygadi, pad gerdi ekkert til,
Em B7 Em
pad tokst med honum yl i sig ad fa.

D Em
Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
Em B7 Em
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.

Em G A Am

Bornum var hann gédéur, en sum pé hraeddust hann,

Em G B7
pau haeddu hann og gerdu ad honum gys.

Em G A Am
Pau pekktu ei, litlu greyin, pennan maeta mann,
Em B7 Em
margt er pad sem boérnin fara a mis.

D Em
Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
Em B7 Em
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.

Em G A Am
Munid pid ad deema ei eftir utlitinu menn,

Em G B7
en ymsum yfir pessa hluti sést.

Em G A Am
En til er pad ad flagd er undir fégru skinni enn,
Em B7 Em
fegurdin ad innan pykir best.

D Em
Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
Em B7 Em
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.

Em G A Am
Nu 1j6did er a enda um pennan sémasvein,
Em G B7
sem ad pradi brennivin ur stee.
Em G A Am
Hann liggur na & kistubotni og Itin hvilir bein

Em B7 Em
i 6skuhragu i Vestmannaeyjabee.

D Em
Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
Em B7 Em
drykkjuskap til freegdar sér hann vann.

D Em
Pid pekktud pennan mann, pid alloft saud hann.
Em B7 E
drykkjuskap til fraeegdar sér hann vann.
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Outside

Song by: Aaron Lewis Lyrics by: Aaron Lewis ArtistsStaind

A5
And you,

G5 Cé
You bring me to my knees
Dsus2
Again

A5
All the times
G5 C6
Then | could beg you please
Dsus2
In vain

A5

All the times

G5 C6
Then | felt insecure
Dsus2
For you

A5
And | leave

G5 C6 Dsus2

My burdens at the door

A
But I’'m on the outside
C
And I'm looking in
G
I can see through you
Dsus2
See your true colors
A
‘Cause inside your ugly
C

Your ugly like me
G5

| can see through you
Dsus2
See to the real you

AG C Dsus2

Dsus2
All the times
G5 C6
That | felt like this won’t end
Dsus2
it's for you
A5
And | taste
G5 C6
What | could never have
Dsus2
It was from you

A5
All the times

G5
That I've cried
Cé6
My intentions
Dsus2

Were full of pride

A5
But | waste

G5 C6 Dsus2
More time than anyone

A
But I’'m on the outside
C
And I'm looking in
G
| can see through you
Dsus2
See your true colors
A
‘Cause inside your ugly
C

Your ugly like me
G5

| can see through you
Dsus2
See to the real you

AG C Dsus2

A
All the times
G
That I've cried
C
All this wasted
Dsus2
It's all inside

A
And | feel
G
All this pain

C
Stuffed it down

Dsus2
It's back again

A
And | lie
G
Here in bed
C
All alone
Dsus2
| can’t mend
A5
But | feel
G5 C Dsus2
Tomorrow will be OK
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A
But I'm on the outside
C
And I'm looking in
G
| can see through you
Dsus2
See your true colors
A

‘Cause inside your ugly
Cc

Your ugly like me
G5

| can see through you

Dsus2
See to the real you
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Plush

Song by: Stone Temple Pilots Lyrics by: Stone Temple Pilots ArtistsStone Temple Pilots

Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9
And she feels it

Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G

Ab7M/D Bb
Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G Where you're going for tomorrow?
Ab7M/D Bb
Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G Where you're going with that mask | found?
Ab7M/D Bb
C GB Bb F And | feel, and | feel when the dogs begin to smell her
And | feel that time's a wasted go Ab7M/D Bb
Ab7M/D ~ Bb Will she stand alone?
So where you going 'till tomorrow?
C G/B Bb F C Bb
And | see that these are lies to come When the dogs do find her
Ab7M/D F Ab G (5
So would you even care? Got time, time to wait for tomorrow
Bb F Ab G
G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9 To find it, to find it, to find it
G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9 C Bb
And | feel it When the dogs do find her
G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9 F Ab G (5
Got time, time to wait for tomorrow
G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9 Bb F Ab G
And she feels it To find it, to find it, to find it
Ab7M/D _ Bb Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G
Where you're going for tomorrow?
Ab7M/D _ _ Bb Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G
Where you're going with that mask | found?
Ab7M/D Bb _ Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G
And | feel, and | feel when the dogs begin to smell her
Ab7M/D Bb Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G

Will she stand alone?
Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G
Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G
Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G

Gsus4 GM7sus4#5 G7sus4 C/G

C G/B Bb F

And | feel, so much depends on the weather
Ab7M/D Bb

So is it raining in your bedroom?

C G/B Bb F

And | see, that these are the eyes of disarray
Ab7M/D

Would you even care?
G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9
G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9

And | feel it
G Fadd9 C/E Fadd9




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

Popplag i G-dur

Song by: Valgeir Gudjénsson Lyrics by: Valgeir Gudjéonsson ArtistsStudmenn

G DIF# Em C

Eg er hér staddur a algjérum bémmer,
G D/F# Em C

sé ekki ur augunum ut.

G D/F# Em C

Allt fer i steik er pu ert ekki med mér,
G D/F# Em C

hleypur i kekki og hnut.

G D/F# Em C

Svo pegar pu birtist fer solin ad skina,

G D/F# Em C

smafuglar kvaka vid raust.

G DIF#  Em c

| brjaleedishrifningu byd ég pér Tépas
G D/F# Em

og berjasaft skilyrdislaust.

C G DI/IF#Em
Vid syngjum saman: Popplag i G-dur.
G D/F# Em
Vid syngjum Popplag i G.
G D/F# Em
Vid syngjum Popplag i G-dur.
D/F# Em
pad er engln leid ad haetta
C G D/F# Em
pad er engin leid ad heaetta.
C G D/F# Em
Pad er engin leid ad heetta ad syngja svona
C G DIFFEmCG D/IF#EmC
popplag i G-dur, popplagi G.

D Em
Vid forum a bid, vid forum a kostum
C G
og férum & puttanum runt.
D Em
Braudmolum hendum i hausinn @ 6ndunum
C D
sem hjalmlausum fellur pad pungt.

G D/F# Em
Pad er engin lei® ad heetta.
Cc G D/F# Em
Pad er engin leid ad haetta.
C G D/F# Em
Pad er engin leid ad heetta ad syngja svona

C G DIFREEmCG D/F#EmC
popplag i G-dur, popplag i G.
G D/F# Em C
En af hverju parftu svo alltaf ad hverfa
G D/F# Em C
augsjonum minum a burt?
G D/F# Em C
Svo beygdur af harmi ég breytist ad nyju
G D/F# Em C

i bolvadan déna og durt.

G DIF# Em C

Eg er hér staddur a algjérum bémmer,
G D/F# Em C

sé ekki ur augunum ut.

G D/F# Em C

Allt fer i steik er pu ert ekki med mér,
G D/F# Em C

hleypur i kekki og hnut.

C G D/IF#Em
Vid syngjum saman: Popplag i G-dur.
G D/F# Em
Vid syngjum Popplag i G.
G D/F# Em
Vid syngjum Popplag i G-dur.
D/F# Em
pad er engln leid ad haetta
C G D/F# Em
Pad er engin leid ad haetta.
C G D/F# Em
Pad er engin leid ad haetta ad syngja svona
C G DIFFEEmCG D/F#EmC
popplag i G-dur, popplagi G.
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Song by: Sélstrandargaejarnir Lyrics by: Sélstrandargaejarnir ArtistsSolstrandargaejarnir
Bm G

Af hverju get ég ekki

D A

lifad edlilegu lifi

Bm G

Af hverju get ég ekKki

lifad business lifi
D A
keypt mér husbil og ibud

Bm G
Af hverju get ég ekKki

gengi® menntaveginn
D A
pangad til ad ég aeli

Bm G
Af hverju get ég ekKki

gert neitt af viti
D A
af hverju feeddist ég loser

Bm G D

Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
A

i vitlausu husi

Bm G D

Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
A

i vitlausu husi

Bm G

Af hverju er lifid svona dmurlegt
D A
2etli pad sé skarra i Zimbabwe

Bm G
Af hverju var ég fullur & virkum degi
D A

af hverju meetti ég ekki i tima

Bm G
Af hverju get ég ekki

byrjad i iprottum
D A
og hlaupid um eins og asni

Bm G
Af hverju get ég ekki

verid jafn hamingjusamur
D A
og Sigga og Grétar i Stjorninni

Bm G D

Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
A

i vitlausu husi

Bm G D

Eg er rangur madur a rongum tima
A

i vitlausu husi
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Song by: Merle Kilgore Lyrics by: June Carter Cash ArtistsJohnny Cash

G Cc G
Love is a burning thing
D

and it makes a fiery ring
C G

Bound by wild desire
D G
| fell into a ring of fire

D Cc G
| fell in to a burning ring of fire
D
| went down, down, down
(o G
and the flames went higher

and it burns, burns burns
C G

the ring of fire
D G

the ring of fire

C G
The taste of love is sweet
C G
when hearts like our’'s meet
C G
| fell for you like a child
D G
oh, but the fire went wild

D Cc G
| fell in to a burning ring of fire
D
| went down, down, down
Cc G
and the flames went higher

and it burns, burns burns

c G
the ring of fire
D G

the ring of fire
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Romeo og Julia

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

A Asus2 A Asus4
A Asus2 A Asus4
FEmMEDF#mED A

A D A
Uppi i risinu sérdu itid ljos,

F#m E D
heit hjortu, folnud ros
A D A
Matarleifar, bogin skeid,

F#m E D

undan oddinum samviskan sveid.

Bm F#m
Pau trudu & drauma, myrkrid svalt,
D A
draumarnir tilbadu pau.
Bm F#m
Fingurnir geeldu vid stalid kalt,
D A
lifsvbkvann deelan saug.

A D A
Draumarnir langir runnu i eitt,
F#m E D
dofin pau fylgdu meé.
A D A
Sprautan vard lifid, med henni gatu breytt
F#m E D

pvi sem atti eftir ad ske.

Bm F#m
Uppi i risinu lagu og 6fu sinn vef,
D A

6ttann praeddu upp a prad.

Bm F#m

Ekkert gat sked pvi pad var ekkert ef
D A

ef vel var ad gad.

E
Hittust a laun, léku i fridi og ro,

i skugganum sat Talia.

Hvitir hestar drogu vagninn med Rémeo,

D A
vid hlid hans sat Julia.
E D
Tradu a drauma, myrkrid svalt,
A E D

draumarnir tilbadu pau.

A E DA E D
Rémed - Julia, Rémed - Julia

A D A
Pegar kaldir vindar haustsins, blasa
F#m E D
naprir um géturnar,

D A
sérdu Juliu standa, bjdéda sig hasa,
F#m E D

i von um lif i sedarnar.

Bm F#m
Pvi Rémed villtist inn @ annad svid,

D A
hans hlutverk gekk ekki par.
Bm F#m
Of stor skammtur stytti pa bid,

D A
inn a klosetti a 6pekktum bar.

E
Hittust a laun, léku i fridi og ro,

i skugganum sat Talia.

Hvitir hestar drogu vagninn med Rémeo,

D A
vid hlid hans sat Julia.
E D
Tradu & drauma, myrkrid svalt,
A E D

draumarnir tilbadu pau.

A E DA E D
Rémed - Julia, Romed - Julia
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Save Tonight

Song by: Eagle Eye Cherry Lyrics by: Eagle Eye Cherry ArtistsEagle Eye Cherry

Am F C G
Capo on 5th. fret ( original in A minor key ) To take me away, oh it's true
AmFCG Am F C G
It ain't easy to say goodbye
AmFCG Am F C
Darling please don't start to cry
Am F Am F C G
Doo dn doo doo '‘Cause girl you know I've got to go, oh
C G Am F CG
Doo dn doo doo And Lord | wish it wasn't so
Am F
Doo dn doo doo Am F
c G Save tonight
Doo dn doo doo Cc G
And fight the break of dawn
Am F C G Am F
Go on and close the curtains Come tomorrow
Am F (o G C G
'‘Cause all we need is candlelight Tomorrow I'll be gone
AmF C G
You and me and a bottle of wine Am F
Am FCG Save tonight
Gonna hold you tonight ahhh ha (o4 G
And fight the break of dawn
Am F C G Am F
Well we know I'm going away Come tomorrow
Am F CG C G
And how | wish, | wish it weren't so Tomorrow I'll be gone
Am F C G
So take this wine and drink with me AmFCG
Am F CG
Let's delay our misery AmMFCG
Am F AmFCG
Save tonight
C G AmFCG
And fight the break of dawn
Am F Am F C G
Come tomorrow Tomorrow comes to take me away
C G Am F C G
Tomorrow I'll be gone | wish that |, that | could stay
Am F C G
Am F Girl you know I've got to go, oh
Save tonight Am F CG
Cc G And Lord | wish it wasn't so
And fight the break of dawn
Am F Am F
Come tomorrow Save tonight
C G C G
Tomorrow I'll be gone And fight the break of dawn
Am F
Am F C G Come tomorrow
There's a log on the fire o G
Am F Cc G Tomorrow I'll be gone
And it burns like me for you
Am F C G Am F

Tomorrow comes with one desire Save tonight
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C G
And fight the break of dawn
Am F
Come tomorrow
C G
Tomorrow I'll be gone
Am F
Save tonight
C G
And fight the break of dawn
Am F
Come tomorrow
C G
Tomorrow I'll be gone
AmFC G
Tomorrow I'll be gone
AmFC G
Tomorrow I'll be gone
AmFC G
Tomorrow I'll be gone
AmFC G

Tomorrow I'll be gone




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

Show Them To Me

Song by: Rodney Carrington Lyrics by: Rodney Carrington ArtistsRodney Carrington

G Em Em
Well it seems to me that this whole worlds gone crazy come on baby let me see
C D C D
There's too much hate and killin going on all the world will live in harmony
G Em G Em
But when | see the bare chest of a woman It'll do yea good, it'll give me wood, we'll make history
C G C D C
My worries and my problems are all gone if you love your country, I'm gonna say it one more time,
C D C D
No one thinks of fighting, when they see a topless girl | said if you love your country yea
Em C D (o G
Maybe if you would show yours to, we could save the woilden stand up and show them big old boobies to me_

G Em
Show them to me, show them to me
Unglasp your bras and set those puppies I?ree
They'd look a%vhole lot better without that sweater baby Frr;:1 sure you'll agree
If():/ou got, two fun bags,[;how them tone

IGdon't care if they don't match or ifE)rr?es bigger then the other
Sou could show me one, Izgnd I'll imagine the other

Sven if your really oId,Erqnere's nothing wrong

gon't be sad your boobs ain't bad, there IJ?ust a little long

G Em
Show them to me, show them to me
Liftcl:.lp your shirt and let the whole world I:s),ee
just this row, show your globes and aE\ranppy man I'll be
If():/ou got, dos chi chi's,ghow them to?ne

Ic':ve met a lot of them, but[r)wever one | hated
gven if you had thirteen kids and you?hink they look deflated
There's go such thing as a bad breast, I%elieve this much is true
If your a ct;ig fat man I'm a titty fan and I'd IIDove to see yours too.

G Em

Show them to me, show them to me

C D
Just like the girls gone wild on T.V.
G Em
just lean back and show your rack and I'll be in ecstasy

C D G

If you got two casabas, show them to me
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Special Fred

Song by: Stephen Lynch Lyrics by: Stephen Lynch ArtistsStephen Lynch

AAsus4 A Asus4
AAsus4 A Asus4

A Asus4 A Asus4
When | was, a boy of ten

A Asus4 A Asus4
| had a very special friend
A Asus4 A Asus4
Fred was kind, with good intent
Bm E
just a little different

A D Bm
oh Special Fred

E
Mama dropped him

A D Bm
on his head
E
Now he's not so
A D Bm
bright, instead
E A Asus4 A
He's a little bit special
Asus4
Just a little bit
A Asus4d A Asus4
We d play tag, and he'd get hurt
Asus4d A Asus4
I pIayed soldiers, he'd eat dirt
A Asus4 A Asus4

| liked math and a spelling Bee
Bm
Fred liked talking to a tree

A D Bm
oh Special Fred
E
Mama dropped him
D Bm
on his head
E
Now she keeps him
A D Bm
in the shed
E A Asus4 A
'Cause he's a little bit special
Asus4
Just a little bit
A Asus4 A Asus4
| ran track, hung out in malls
A Asus4 A Asus4

Fred ran head first, into walls
A Asus4 A Asus4
| had girls and lots of clothes

Bm E
Fred had names for all his toes

A D Bm

oh Special Fred
E

Mama dropped him

D Bm
on his head

E
Now he thinks he's a
A D Bm
piece of bread
E A Asus4 A
'Cause he's a little bit special
Asus4

Just a little bit

C#m D C#m

One day talking to special Fred
D C#m

He grabbed a brick and swung at my head

D C#m

And as he laughed at me, that's when | new
D E A

That special Fred just made me special too

ADBmE
AD Bm E

A Asus4d A Asus4
Now | laugh as | count bugs

A Asus4d A Asus4
| give strangers great big hugs
A Asus4 A Asusd

Next to me, Fred is fine, yeah
Bm E

He's a fucking Einstein

A D Bm
oh Special Fred (and me)
E

Now were not right

A D Bm

in the head (you see)
E

Now were not so
A D Bm
Bright, instead
E A D
We're a little bit special
Bm E A D
just a little bit special
Bm E A D
That bastard Fred made me special
Bm E D
Just a little bit
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A
Just a little bit special.
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Superhero

Song by: Stephen Lynch Lyrics by: Stephen Lynch ArtistsStephen Lynch

C G Am
If | could be a superhero
F G C
| would be awesome man
C G Am
I'd fly around the world fighting crime
F G C
According to my awesome plan

C

F

And if | saw criminals trying to lie

F G (o3

Hurting other people and making them cry
F G C G Am
I'd haul them off to jail in my awesome van
F G Cc

'Cause | would be awesome man

(o3

Now, Some criminals want you to be a criminal
C

And they offer you things like drugs, alcohol

(o]

But we know what to do, kids
C
We just say No!

C G Am
If | could be a superhero
F G C
| would be Drug-Free boy
C G Am
Telling the world of the evils of drugs
F G C
And all of the lives they destroy
F G
Well | would take all the junkies
C
Who're getting so high
F G
With their needles and bongs
C

And their sticks made of thai

F G C G Am
As | burn them alive | would squeal with joy

F G C

Because then | would be drug-free boy

C G Am

If I could be a superhero

F G C

I'd be Immigration dude

C G Am

I'd send all the foreigners back to their homes
F G C

For eating up all of our food
F G (o

And taking our welfare and best jobs to boot
F G C

Like landscaping, dishwashing, picking our fruit

F G C B Am
I'd pass a lot of laws to get rid of their brood
F G C
'Cause I'd be Immigration Dude

(o3
Kids, You can make up

your very own superhero
C
If you could, Who would it be?

C G Am

If you could be a superhero

F G C

Would you be justice guy?

C G Am

Making sure people get what they deserve
F G C

Especially women who lie
F G
Like if a wife left her husband
C
With three kids and no job
F G
To run off to F'in Hawaii
C
With some doctor named Bob
F G
You can skin them and drain them
C G Am
of blood so they die
Am
Especially bob
F G C
Then you would be justice guy

F G
Or you could be more subtle
C
No, | didn't mean to be vague
F G
Give her the mad cow disease

C

Let him die of the plague

F G C G Am
As long as they suffer for their terrible lies
Am
Especially Bob
F G C
Then You would be Justice Guy
F G F G C
Yes then you would be a superhero like me
AmGFGC
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Syneta

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

Capo a 3. bandi

C F C
Milli j6la og nyars um nétt vid komum,
Am F C
i nistingskulda, slyddu og éli'.
F C Am
Syneta hét skipid sem skreid vid landid,
C Am F C
med skaddad styri og laskada vél.

Cc F (03
Vid austurstrondina stodum a dekki,
Am F C
stérdum i sortans kolgusky,
F C Am
drunur brimsins barust um loftid,
C Am F C
baen min drukknadi 6ttanum i.

F Cc
Innst i firdinum saum vid ljésin lysa,
G Cc
ljésin sem komu porpinu fra,
F C Am
um sidir pau hurfu i hridina dékku,
C Am F C
um hjortu okkar flaeddi lifsins pra.

C F C
Pessa nétt skipid & Skrudanum steytti,
AmF C

skelfing og otti toku oll vold.

F C Am

| batana komumst vid kaldir og preyttir,

C Am F C
i kolsvarta myrkri beid aldan kold.

Cc F (o3
Pa nott vid doum, drottinn minn godur,
Am F C
drukknudum bjarg'lausir einn og einn.
F C Am
Himinn og haf syndust saman renna,
Am F C
okkar sidasta tak var brimsorfinn steinn.

F Cc
Innst i firdinum saum vid ljésin lysa,
G Cc
ljésin sem komu porpinu fra,
F C Am
um sidir pau hurfu i hridina dékku,
C Am F C
um hjortu okkar flaeddi lifsins pra.

C F C

i pangi vid fundumst, en fimm ennpa vantar,
Am F C

fjorunni aldan skiladi oss,

F C Am
i hus a borum vid bornir vorum

C Am F C

med blaa vor eftir ldunnar koss.

Cc F (o]

Ef pa siglir um sumar, vinur,
Am F C

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

C Am F C
peim fimm sem aldrei skiludu sér.
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Solstrandargai

Song by: Sélstrandargaejarnir Lyrics by: Sélstrandargaejarnir ArtistsSolstrandargaejarnir

Immi byrjadu

Eg var ad moka steypu,
alveg helvitishellings steypu

G (5

pa kom verkstjorinn til min, og sagdi
hei Kalli pad er komid kaffi,

alveg helvitishellingur af kaffi

r(1;y brennt og malad beint fra %rasell’u
pa sagdi ég

Kalli, ég heiti ekki Kalli,

€g heiti Gudmundur

0g €ég er 24, 24 over and out

F (
sélstrandargeeji
F Cc

sOlstrandageeji

G

pad er i gééu lagi,

ad vera sélstrandagaeji.

C
Eg var ad byggja hus ar mykju,

alveg hellvitishellins mykju

gé kom hoéfdinginn til min, og sagdi

hei Apu af hverju byggirdu ekki reykhaf,
alveg helvitis hellings reykhaf

pu veist ad konur eru mikid fyrir menn
med st()racreykhéfa

pa sagdi ég

Apu, ég heiti ekki Apu,

ég heiti Hanglungli

0g €ég er 24, 24 over and out

F Cc
sélstrandageeji

F C
sOlstrandageeji
G

pad er i gééu lagi,

ad vera sélstrandagaeji.

pa sagdi ég
ég heiti ekki gabba gabba,
€g heiti gabba gabba gabba gabba

0g €g er 24, 24 over and out

Ig:;abba gabba gabba gabba
gabba gabba gabba gabbacgaeji
Ig:jabba gabba gabba gabba
gabba gabba gabba gabbacg:jaeji
gac’i er i godu lagi, ad vera
gabba gabba gabba gabba gaeji

¢
Eg var ad slatra belju

alveg helvitishellings belju

gé kom galdramadur inn til min

og sagdi, hei pu verdur ad borga skattinn,
galdrakallaskattinn

G C
pu veist ad malteekid segir two for you

pa sagdi ég
€g heiti ekki Galdrakablungri,
€g heiti Gudmundur
0g €ég er 24, 24 over and out
F C
sélstrandageeji
F C
sOlstrandageeji
G
pad er i gééu lagi,

ad vera sélstrandagaeji.




This songbook was generated at www.guitarparty.com

Traustur vinur

Song by: Jéhann G. Jéhannsson Lyrics by: Johann G. Jéhannsson ArtistsUpplyfting

AD C#m Bm E7

A Bm
Enginn veit fyrr en reynir a
A

hvort vini attu pa.

Bm
Fyrirheit gleymast pa furdu fljott
E A
pegar fellur & niddimm nétt.

A Bm

Ja sagt er ad, pegar af kdnnunni 6lid er

E A
fljétt pa vinurinn fer.
Bm
bvi segi ég pad, ef pu att vin i raun
E A

fyrir pina hond Gudi sé laun.

D Bm
Pvi stundum veréur ménnum a
A F#m
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
Bm E
begar lifid, allt i einu
A Bm C#m
synist einskisvert.
D Bm
Gott er ad geta talad vid
A F#m
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Bm E
Traustur vinur getur gert
A DC#mBmE7
kraftaverk.

ABmEA
ABmEABmME

A Bm
Mér vard a, og pungan dém ég hlaut
E A

ég villtist af réttri braut.
Bm
Pvi segi ég pad, ef pu att vin i raun.
E A
Fyrir pina hond Gudi sé laun.

D Bm
Pvi stundum verdur ménnum a
A F#m
styrka hénd peir purfa pa
Bm E
pbegar lifid, allt i einu
A Bm C#m

synist einskisvert.

D Bm
Gott er ad geta talad vid
A F#m
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Bm E
Traustur vinur getur gert
A DC#mBmE7
kraftaverk.

D Bm
Pvi stundum verdur ménnum a
A F#m
styrka hond peir purfa pa
Bm E
begar lifid, allt i einu
A Bm C#m
synist einskisvert.
D Bm
Gott er ad geta talad vid
A F#m
einhvern sem ad skilur pig.
Bm E
Traustur vinur getur gert
A DC#mBmE7A
kraftaverk.
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Talenskur strakur

Song by: Einar Trabador Lyrics by: Einar Trabador ArtistsEinar Trabador

AmF G

AmF G

AmF G
Eg hittann a roltinu

Am
Teelenski Strakur
F G Am
Nidri bee, wooooo
F G Am
Teelenskur strakur woooo

F G Am

Sem var toIf ara i geer, woooo

F G Am

Eg baud honum heim til min, woooo
F G Am
en ég fékk ekkert svar, woooo
F G Am
svo ég spurdi hann aftur, woooo
F G
0g svarid var:

Am
Chingdara
F G
Ching lele popo
A

m
Cha ari jokko

F G
Ching lele rara
Am
Le ari jokko
F G
Ching lele rara
Am
Le ari jokko
F G
Ching lele
i Am F G
O Litli Teelenski strakur, woooo
) AmFF G
O litli 6pekki fakur, woooo
Am F G Am
Svo komum vid heim til min, woooo
F G Am
Hann jakkanum fér ur, woooo
. F G Am
Eg opnadi iskapinn, wooo
F G Am
Og lyktin var sur, wooo
F G Am
Svo ég baud honum Lion Bar, wooo
F G Am
En ég fékk ekkert svar, wooo
F G Am

Svo ég spurdi hann aftur, woooo

F G
Og svarid var.

Am
Ching dara
F G
Ching lele popo
A

m

Cha ari jokko
F G
Ching lele rara

Am
Le ari jokko
F G
Ching lele rara

Am
Le ari jokko
F G
Ching lele
. Am F G
O Litli Teelenski strakur, woooo
] AmFF G
O litli 6pekki fakur, woooo

AmFG

AmF G

Am
Hann sagdi ching da ra,
F G
Ching lele

Am
Hann sagdi chind da rio
F G
Ching dara

Am

Hann sagdi chind daraa
F G

Ching lele

Am
Hann sagdi ching darid
F G
Ching lele

Am
litli taelenski strakur
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Song by: KK Lyrics by: KK ArtistsKK

C F
Pu feerd aldrei'ad gleyma
C

pegar ferd pu a stja.
G

Pu att hvergi heima
F Cc
nema veginum a.

F
Med angur i hjarta
Cc

og dirfskunnar méo
G

pu ferd pina eigin,

F C

6trodnu sléé.

G F C
Vegbui, sestu mér hja.
G
Segdu mér sogur,
F C
ja, segdu mér fra.
Am
pu attir von,

F C
nu er vonin farin a brott
G FC

flogin i veg.

C F
Eitt er ad dreyma
C
0og annad ad pra.
G
Pu vaknar ad morgni
F C
veginum a.

G F C
Vegbui, sestu mér hja.
G
Segdu mér sdgur,
F C
ja, segdu mér fra.
Am
pu attir von,

F C
nu er vonin farin a brott
G FC

flogin i veg.
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Vinurinn

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

EmDEmBmMGAEmMBmMEMmM

Em Bm G A
Hlusti® kaeru vinir, ég skal segja ykkur sdgu,
Em Bm Em
um einn mann sem allir gettu ad kannast vid.
Em Bm G A
Pid pekkid pennan bita og pid settud 4ll ad vita,
Em Bm Em
ad hann er miklu, miklu, miklu betri en pid.

G
Eg sé hann oft 4 daginn
D
0g mig dreymir hann a néttunni
C

B
og er hann birtist hrekk ég bara i kut.

. Em Bm G A
Eg veit um fullt af konum sem ad sofa svo hja honum
Em Bm Em

utaf peningum og frium feréum ut.

D
Hann var besti vinur minn,
Em
en nu er hann farinn og ég finn,
D

engan annan eins og hann,

Em
pennan mann.

EmBm GA Em Bm Em

Em Bm G A
Pid eettud dll ad pekkja hann og ég er ekki ad blekkja
Em Bm Em
er ég segi ad hann sé svalur eins og is.
Em Bm G A
Og b6 ad hann sé tregur og hreint ekki myndarlegur
Em Bm Em

pa er konan hans eitt heljarmega skvis.

G D
Eg sé pau oft daginn, fara ganga niéri baeinn
C B

og pau leidast eins og menntaskolapar.

. Em Bm G A

Eg get ekki opnad blédin pvi pad er ni meiri kvdlin
Em Bm Em

ad sja mynd af honum nanast allsstadar

D
Hann var besti vinur minn,
Em
en nu er hann farinn og ég finn,
D

engan annan eins og hann,

Em
pennan mann.

EmDCBEmDCB
EmBm G A EmBm Em

Em Bm G A
Ad lokum vil ég segja bara eitt um pennan peyja
Em Bm Em
hann er ekki sami madur og hann var.
_Em Bm G A
A okkar skolagdngu fyrir langalangaléngu
Em Bm Em
vid 1ékum okkur nanast allstadar.

G D
En ndna er hann svona og ég bid bara og vona
C B

ad hann breytist en pad gerist ekki neitt
Em Bm G A

Hann byr vid fraega gotu hefur sungid inna pl6tu
Em Bm Em

fullt af Igum sem ad fjalla um ekki neitt

D
Hann var besti vinur minn
Em
en nu er hann farinn og ég finn
D

engan annan eins og hann

Em
pennan mann

D

Ja hann var besti vinur minn
Em
en nu er hann farinn og ég finn
D
engan annan eins og hann
Em

pennan mann

EmBm GA EmBm Em
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Vor i Vaglaskog

Song by: Jénas Jonasson Lyrics by: Kristjan fra Djupaleek ArtistsHIjémsveit Ingimars Eydal

EmGACEmGAC

Em C Am B7 Em
Kvoldid er okkar og vor um Vaglaskog.
G Am A7 D B7
Vid skulum tjalda i greenum berjamé .
Em Am B Em
Leiddu mig vinur i lundinn fra i geer.
Am B Em
Lindin par nidar og birkihrislan greer.
D G B Ebdim7 Em
Leikur i ljosum, lokkum og angandi rosum
Am C B Em

leikur i ljésum, lokkum hinn vaggandi blee.
GA CEmGAC

Em C Am B7 Em
Daggperlur glitra um dalinn feerist r6

G Am A7 D B7
draumar pess reetast er gistir Vaglaskég .

Em Am B Em
Kveldraudu skini a kraekilyngid sleer.
Am B Em
Kyrrdin er fridandi mild og angurveer.
D G B Ebdim7 Em
Leikur i ljosum, lokkum og angandi résum
Am C B Em

leikur i [jbsum, lokkum hinn fagnandi bleer.

GA CEmGACEMmM
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Wonderwall

Song by: Noel Gallagher Lyrics by: Noel Gallagher ArtistsOasis

Capo a 2. bandi.

Dm7 F Csus4 G7sus4
Dm7 F Csus4 G7sus4
Dm7 F Csus4 G7sus4
Dm7 F Csus4 G7sus4

Dm7 F

Today is gonna be the day that they're

Csus4 G7sus4

gonna throw it back to you

Dm7 F

By now you should've somehow
Csus4 G7sus4

realized what you gottado

Dm7 F Csus4

| don't believe that anybody feels the way

G7sus4 Bbadd9 Csus4 G7sus4
| do about you now

Dm7 F

Backbeat the word is on the street that the

Csus4 G7sus4

fire in your heart is out

Dm7 F

I'm sure you've heard it all before but you

Csus4 G7sus4

never really had a doubt

Dm7 F Csus4

| don't believe that anybody feels the way
G7sus4 Dm7 F Csus4 G7sus4

| do about you now

Bbadd9 Csus4 Dm7
And all the roads we have to walk are winding

Bbadd9 Csus4 Dm7
And all the lights that lead us there are blinding
Bbadd9 Csus4 F
There are many things that | would like

FIE Dm7 Csus4 G7sus4

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

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7
Cause maybe you're gonna
Bbadd9 Dm7F
be the one that saves me?
Dm7 Bbadd9 Dm7

And after all
F Dm7
You're my wonder
Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7
wall _
Dm7 F

Today is gonna be the day but they'll

Csus4 G7sus4
never throw it back to you
Dm7 F
By now you should've somehow
Csus4 G7sus4
realized what you're not todo
Dm7 F Csus4
| don't believe that anybody feels the way
G7sus4 Dm7 F Csus4 G7sus4
| do about you now

Bbadd9 Csus4 Dm7
And all the roads that lead you there are winding

Bbadd9 Csus4 Dm7
And all the lights that light the way are blinding
Bbadd9 Csus4 F
There are many things that | would like

FIE Dm7 Csus4 G7sus4

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

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7

Cause maybe you're gonna
Bbadd9 Dm7F

be the one that saves me?

Dm7 Bbadd9 Dm7

And after all

F Dm7

You're my wonder

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7

wall _

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7

Cause maybe you're gonna
Bbadd9 Dm7 F

be the one that saves me?

Dm7 Bbadd9 Dm7

And after all

F Dm7

You're my wonder

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7

wall

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7

| said maybe You're gonna
Bbadd9 Dm7 F
be the one that saves me?
Dm7 Bbadd9 Dm7 F
You're gonna be the one that saves me?
Dm7 Bbadd9 Dm7 F

You're gonna be the one that saves me?
Dm7
Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7
Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7

Bbadd9 Dm7 F Dm7
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Song by: Gudmundur Jonsson Lyrics by: Gudmundur Jénsson ArtistsSalin hans Jons mins

D7 G7 D7

D7 A7 G7
Allt er & tja og tundri get ekki fotin min fundid
Em A7 G7

Ei hissa pé pig undri er svipur hja sjonu
D7

Framlagur heldur er kappinn

A7 G7

floginn um hvippinn og hvappinn

Em A7 G7 D7
Eg verd ad safna i sarpinn og sofa hja Jonu

Bm D6
Eg bid um frid, e gef mér grid

G7 D7
ég verd ad hvilast stundarkorn
Bm D6
O, ekki meir, ég er eins og leir.
. E7 A7
Eg spyr: Feerdu aldrei n6g?

D7 G7
Nu er ég farinn (nu er ég farinn)
D7 F#m
meinilla farinn og buinn ad vera
Bm G7 A7
Pverrandi por, ekkert haegt ad gera
G7 D7

nu er ég farinn.

D7
Med hausgarminn undir hendi
A7 G7
€g henni téninn minn sendi
Em A7 G7
Veit ekki hvar ég lendi Eg er lodinn um narann
D7 A7 G7
Nu finnst mér mal ad linni verd ekki lengur hér inni
Em A7 G7 D7
Eg vona bara ad hun finni mig ekki i fjoéru

Bm D6
Eg bid um frid, a gef mér grid

G7 D7
€g verd ad hvilast stundarkorn
Bm D6
O, ekki meir, ég er eins og leir.
] E7 A7
Eg spyr: Faerdu aldrei nog?

D7 G7
NU er ég farinn (na er ég farinn)
D7 F#m
meinilla farinn og buinn ad vera
Bm G7 A7
Pverrandi por, ekkert haegt ad gera
G7 D7

nu er ég farinn.




