Gooa nott

Dagurinn kvedur, manans bjarta bra
blikar i skyjasundi.

Lokkar 1 bleenum, leiftur augum fra,
loford um endurfundi.

GOda nott — gdda nott.
Gamanid lidur fjott.
Brosin pin bida min,
er birtan Or austri skin.

Dreymi pig solskin og sumarfrid,
syngjandi fugla og lekjarnid.
Allt er hljott — allt er hljott,
astin min — gdda nott.
Oddgeir Kristidnsson / Asi { Bee
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FORSPIL

Ave Maria
(Lag: Bach/Gounod)

BZAN
Heima
Htm ris r sumarsanum Og allt var skini skartad
i silkimjikum blaenum og skjol vid modurhjartad,
med fjoll i feldi greenum, hér leid min bemmskan bjarta
min fagra Heimaey. vid bjargfuglaklid.

Vid lifsins fognud fundum  Er vorid lagdi ad landi,
4 fyrstu bernskustundum, var lif { fjérusandi,

er slin hl6 4 sundum pa rikt1 unadsandi

og sigldu himinfley. 1 zett vid barumd.

Hér rer1 hann afi 4 arabat Pegar i flarskann mig baturinn ber
ogundisérbestasjo, og bodinn Gr djupi ris.

en amma hafdi 4 6ldunni gat - Eyjan min keera, ég 6ska hja pér
og aflann Ur fjérunni dro. ad eigi ég fadmlogin vis.

Er vindur Iék i vodum Pott 16ngum beri af leidum

og vaengir lyftu gnodum, 4 lifsins vegi breidum,

peir putu bemt hja bodum P4 finnst 4 fornum eidum

4 blidvinafund.

margt falid hjartamein.

Og enn peir fiskinn fanga En okkar @skufuna
vid Iludir, Svid og Dranga,  vid wttum p6 ad muna
pott stormur strjuki vanga, 4 medan 6ldur una
pao steelir karlmanns lund.  { st vid fjérustein

Asi i Bee/Oddgeir Kristjdnsson

RITNINGARLESTUR

Pakkarbzen

Vér bidjum pig, Drottinn, ad blessa pa hrjadu,
bt birtir oss syndugum matt pinn a j6rd.

Lat nadarsol risa, veg peim 6llum visa

er villir foru leid, hafa tynt sinni hjord.

b1 le1dir oss, Drottinn, ad lindunum hreinu,
bt 1j6s10 pitt kveikir vio himnanna stol.
Um tima po syrti, pa bratt aftur birtir,

bt bre1dir Gt pinn fadm og veitir oss skjol.

Veér flytjum pér lofgjord, pu liknar og graedir
og léttir oss gongu 1 stormanna klid.

Fra anaud og helsi gef hj6rd pinni frelsi,

pin hjalp er jafnan neer! O, Gud, veit oss frid.
Veit oss pinn frid!

Adrian Valerius/Oskar Ingimarsson

GUDSPJALL

I fjarlaego
big sem 1 fjarlaegd fjollin bak vio dvelur
og fagrar vonir tengdir lif mitt vid.
Minn hugur prair, hjartad akaft saknar,
er horfnum stundum ljafum dvel ég hja.
Heyrirdu e1, pig hjartad kallar a?
Heyrirdu ei storm er kvedju mina ber?
bt fagra minning eftir skildir eina
sem aldre1 gleymist medan lifs ég er.
Karl O. Rundlfsson / Valdimar H. Hallstad

MINNINGARORD

My way

And now, the end 1s near

And so I face the final curtain

My friend, I’1l say it clear

I’ll 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 1t through without exemption
I 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
I ate it up and spit it out

I faced 1t all, and I stood tall

And did 1t my way

I"ve loved, I've laughed and cried
I’ve had my fill, my share of losing
And now, as tears subside

1 find 1t all so amusing

To think T did all that

And may I say, not in a shy way
Oh, no, oh. no, not me

1 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 1t my way

Jacques Revaux / Paul Anka

BZAN

FADIR VOR

Drottinn er minn hirdir

Drottinn er minn hirdir, mig mun ekkert bresta.

A greenum grundum, laetur hann mig hvilast

le1dir mig ad votnum, par sem €g ma nadis njota.

Hann hressir sal mina, leidir mig um réttan veg

fyrir sakir nafns sins.

Jafnvel pott ég farn um dimman dal, ottast ég ekkert 1llt,

pvi ptt ert hja mér.

Sproti pinn og stafur hugga mig

bt byrd mér bord frammi fyrir flendum minum

bt smyrd hofud mitt med oliu,

bikar minn er barmafullur.

Ja, geefa og nad fylgja mér alla &vidaga mina,

og 1 husi Drottins by ég langa v

Drottinn er minn hirdir, mig mun ekkert bresta.
Margrét Scheving / 23. Davidssdalmur
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