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@0 , ‘ HALLELUJAH
W Lag & texti: Leonard Cohen
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O AST SEM FAPMAR ALLT

Texti: Sigurbjérn Sveinsson

Lag: Albert L. Peace

O, 4st, sem fadmar alle! T pér
minn andi breyttur hvilir sig,
bér fis ég offra 6llu hér,

1 undradjﬁp bitt varpa mér.

Pin miskunn lifgar mig.

(rl Fﬂgl‘a lifsins ljés er skin
og lysir mér 1 gleai' og bmut,
mitt veika skar, pad deyr og dvin,
0, Drottinn minn, ég fly til pin

{ dagsins skera skaut.

O, gledi' er skin 4 gtu manns
, s ,
i gegnum lifsins sorgarsky.
Hinn skaradimmi sk}"jaf‘ans
er skreyttur licum regnbogans

- Cor
()g S()lll’l sest a ny.

O, ég vil elska Krist{ kross
er kraft og sigur veitir mér.
Ad engu met ég heimsins hnoss
pvi Herrann Jesus gefur oss

pad lif sem cilift er.
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LITTU SERHVERT SOLARLAG
Lag & texti: Bragi Valdimar Skilason

Sérhver draumur lifir adeins eina note.
Sérhver alda ris en hnigur jafnan skjoce.
Hverju ordi f‘ylgir bégn

—og b(')gnin hverfur alle ofﬂﬂj(')tn

En b(’) ad augnablil{i5 aldrei Fylli stund
skaleu eiga vid baé miki]vzegan fund
13\7{ ad tar sem perrad burt

— aldrei ner ad graeda grund.

P veist ad timans koldu fji')trn enginn f]}'rrA
Enginn fra hans longu glimu aftur snyr.
Dvi skaltu fanga pessa stund

— pvi fegurdin { henni byr.

Liteu sérhvere solarlag,
sem bitt hinsta vaeri pad.
bvi morgni eftir ordinn dag

enginn gengur Vl’SUm 216.

LIPINN ER DAGUR

O Guyjult

NATURLIOP UR FIORPUM
Lag & texti: Bsdvar Gudmundsson

Ytir 1 Fjoroum alle er hljéee,
Eyddur hver baer hver bekja fallin.
Kroppar bar gras 1 grenni tote
gimbil] um lj(')sa sumarnott.
Okleifum fjijllum yﬁrskyggé
cin er par huldufolksbyggd.

Bartur 1 vor med brostna ra
bidur par sinna endaloka.
Lagdi hann fordum landi frd
leidina til pin, fjérdinn bla.
Aldrei mun honum astin min

aleidis rdid til bl’nA

Fetar par léct um fifusund
folaldid, sem 1 vor var alid.
Aldrei ber b:ﬂ um Ocrustund

. / ro. ~
astina mina a Vlﬂ?lfllnd,

Greaer yﬁr leidi, graer um stein,
gr(')fin er r_y'rnd og kirk]'zm brotin.
Grasrétin mjuka, gren og hrein

greer yfir huldufolksins bein.

Greaer yﬁr allt sem eitt sinn var,

astin min hvilir na ]aar.
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MY WAY

Texti: Paul Anka
Lag: Claude Frangois & Jacques Revaux

And now, the end is near
And so I face the final curtain
My friend, I'll say it clear
I'l state my case, of which I'm certain
I've lived a life that's full
I traveled each and every highway
And more, much more than this

I did it my way

Regrets, I've had a few
But then again, too few to mention
I did what I had to do
And saw it through without exemption
[ planned each charted course
Each careful step along the byway
And more, much more than this

I did it my way

Yes, there were times, I'm sure you knew
When I bit off more than I could chew
But through it all, when there was doubt
[ ate it up and spit it out
I faced it all, and I stood tall
And did it my way

I've loved, I've laughed and cried
I've had my fill, my share of losing
And now, as tears subside
I find it all so amusing
To think I did all chat
And may [ say, not in a shy way
Oh, no, oh, no, not me

I did it my way

For what is a man, what has he got?
If not himself, then he has naught
To say the things he truly feels
And not the words of one who kneels
The record shows I took the blows
And did it my way
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HEYR, HIMNA SMIDUR

Texti: Kolbeinn Tumason

Lag: Dorkell Sigurbjérnsson

Heyr, himna smidur,
hvers skaldid bidur,
komi mjik til min
miskunnin l)l'n.
Dvi heit eg a big,
bt hefur skaptan mig,
ég er brx‘l]inn lairm,

pt ert Drottinn minn.

Gud, heit eg a big
20 grméir mig,
minnst, mildingur, min,
mest purfum pin.
Ryd pti, rédla gramur,
riklyndur og framur,
holds hverri sorg

ur hjartaborg.

Geet, mi]dingur, min,
mest purfum pin
helst hvcrja stund

4 holda grund.
Set, meyjar mogur,
mals efni Fﬁgur,
5ll er hjélp a(:bér,

1 hjarta mér.
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NU LEGG EG AUGUN AFTUR

Texti: Sveinbjérn Egilsson

Lag: Peter C. Krossing | Songur: Kor

Nt legg ég augun aftur,
6, Gud, birm nadarkraftur
min veri vérn 1 noce.
/B, virst mig ad pér taka,
mér yfir laceu vaka

. . , ;
pinn engil, svo ég sofi roet.

EG FEL [ FORSJA PINA

Texti: Matthias Jochumsson

Lag: Peter C. Krossing | Songur: Kor

Eg fel { forsja pina,
Gud fadir, salu mina
pvi nd er komin note.
Um ljosid lat mig dreyma
Og 1]1.’1F3 el]gla gey'ma

oll bornin 17{H svo blundi roce.
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ALLT EINS OG BLOMSTRID EINA

Texti: Hallgr[mu)' Pétursson

Lag: Antwerpen & Thomisson | Songur: Kdr

Allt eins og blémstrid eina
upp vex asléceri grund
fagurt med frjévgun hreina
fyrst um dags morgunstund,
4 sndggu augabragdi
af skorid verdur fljote,
lic og blsd nidur lagai -

ll/fﬂmannlcgt endar skj(Stt.

Eg lift' f]esﬁ nafni,
{Jesﬁ nafni eg dey,

1)(3 heilsa og lif mér hatni
hraxdist ég daudann ci.
Daudi, ¢g ottast cigi
afl pite né valdid gilt,

{ Kristi krafti eg segi:
Kom bl'l seell 1:):'1 bﬁ vile.

(bessers
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AJ athéfn lokinni er vidstéddum bodid ad piggja

veitingar 1 mcnningarht’lsinu Bergi.

Prestur — Séra Oddur Bjarni Dorkelsson
Organisti — Dordur Sigurdarson
Einséngur — Kristjana Arngrimsdottir & Dérdur Sigurdarson
Gitarleikur — Kristjan Eldjarn Hjartarson
Korséngur — Samkor Dalvikurbyggdar
Medhjalpari — Anna Hafdis J6hannesdéttir




