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Tilwrd [aganna

Kristjdn er stortekur.

Fyrst sendi hann mér Sautjén sonnettur um heimspeki hjartans, sem hann sagdist hyggjast
bjéda fram sem namsefni { Haskéla Tslands, og baud mér ad tonsetja peer. Gardar Cortes og
Bergpér Pélsson sungu sonnetturnar 4 Menningarnétt { Hrpu 2012 og aftur 2013, fyrst
prettdn sonnettur 2012 og sidan sautjdn 2013. Med peim léku Selma Gudmundsdéttir 4
pfané, Gunnar Kvaran 4 sellé 2012 og Jalia Mogensen 2013, Jén Elvar Hafsteinsson 4 gitar,
Pétur Grétarsson 4 slagverk og Sigurdur Flosason 4 sax6fon. Périr Baldursson ttsetti 16gin.
Konsertinn var hljédritadur. Gardar song fyrstu sonnettuna um Leibniz sem sidasta lag fyrir
fréttir 2014. Medal annarra heimspekinga sem skéldid fjallar um eru Schopenhauer og Sékrates,
Franz Liszt, Gandi og Lao-Tse, Cartesius, Karl Marx, Nelson Mandela, Séren Kierkegaard,
Fidel Kastré og Friedrich Nietzsche. Gardar og Bergb6r sungu Astardraumasonnettuna {
rikisttvarpinu.

Sidan setti Kristjdn mér fyrir immtdn Songva um svifandi fugla sem Kristinn Sigmundsson
song tvisvar { Salnum i Képavogi 2014 og einnig { Bergi 4 Dalvik. Med honum 1éku Jénas
Ingimundarson 4 piané og Bryndis Halla Gylfadéttir 4 sellé. Périr Baldursson trsetti 1ogin.
Jén Kristinn Cortez (Isalog) gaf 16gin tt 4 bok 2019. Kvikmynd af ténleikunum var frumsynd
i RUV 2020. Kristinn séng lokasonginn { flokknum sem sidasta lag fyrir fréctir 2019. Lagid
heitir Einn kafli.

P4 komu Sj6 sdlmar sem J6n Stefinsson organisti i Langholtskirkju bad Kristjdn ad
yrkja fyrir sig og Kristjdn f6l mér ad ténsetja fyrir blandadan kér. Silmarnir heita Skirn,
Von, Ferming, Tra, Gifting, Kerleikur og Minning. Kér Langholtskirkju undir stjérn Jéns



frumflutti sdlmana 2014 4samt Témasi Gudna Eggertssyni orgelleikara. Hljémeyki undir stjérn
Mértu G. Halldérsdéttur endurflutti og hljédritadi sédlmana { Gudridarkirkju { Grafarholtdi 2015.
Von hefur heyrzt { rikisttvarpinu.

P4 syndi Kristjdn mér Alfanga, astardd sinn til {slenzkrar ndttiru { niu erindum, 72 visuord alls,
sem ¢ég tonsetti og Egill Olafsson sng og Jénas Périr Périsson 1ék med 4 piané og Jén Rafnsson 4
kontrabassa og vard tir pessu langt myndband i smidju Lyds Arnasonar og Irisar Sveinsdoteur par
sem [slandsmyndir Finns P. Frédasonar fleeda yfir skjdinn medan Egill syngur.

Loks setti Kristjdn mér fyrir Sautjdn 1j6d fyrir sépranrédd og Tuttugu sdngva fyrir tendr, 37
kvadi. Eg lagdi til ad vid skiptum bunkanum pannig ad fyrst kemu Sextdn séngvar fyrir sépran
og tenér og sidan kemi Sumarferdin. Hallveig Ranarsdéttir og Elmar Gilbertsson sungu Sextdn
séngva dsamt tveim aukaldgum { Hannesarholti 2017 og Sumarferdina { Horpu 2022. Aukaldgin
tvd, Vertu hjd mér og Bros, hafa pd sérstddu hér ad ég valdi pau étilkvaddur ar békum Kristjdns.
Snorri Sigfts Birgisson 1ék med 4 pfané 4 bddum ténleikunum og hafdi gengid frd nétunum {
hendur flytjendanna, 6llum nema nétunum ad Laun lifsins sem ég sétti til Richards Strauss og
utsetjara hans. Elmar song eitt laganna, Pegar 1j63i0 lifir, sem sidasta lag fyrir fréttir 2022.

Pannig eru pau til komin pessi 39 16g sem pau Hallveig, Elmar og Snorri Sigfus flytja 4 pessum
diskum, 32 einséngslég og sjé duettar. Kristjdn 4tti upptokin. Upptokurnar foru fram { Salnum
i Képavogi 2023 undir stjérn Péturs Hjaltested. Samhlida ttgifu pessara hljomdiska koma 16gin
ut { tveim bindum 4 vegum J6ns Kristins Cortez og fsalaga undir sameiginlegri yfirskrift, Islenska
séngvabakin.

A ténleikunum 2017 og 2022 fylgdi Kristjan hverju 1j63i og lagi dr hladi og fylgja skyringar
hans hér 4 eftir.

Dorvaldur Gylfason
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Ad lifa er ad gefa

Sumarferdin hverfist um gesku og fagrar minningar. Eg minnist pess ad hafa s¢d eldri konu gefa

fatekum manni hragu af fotum. Pegar ég heldi konunni fyrir gjafmildina og sagdi ad hun hlyti

ad vera rik, svaradi hin og sagdi: ,,Eg gef vegna bess ad ég er fitek.“ Kona pessi kunni ad gefa

med hjartanu, einsog pad var kallad { minni esku. Han var sdtt vid sitt hlutskipti.

AD LIFA ER AD GEFA

Ad lifa er ad gefa med hjarta margt og mikid,
a0 magna hverja hugsun sem fegurd lifsins 4,
ad geta ndd ad skynja af alid augnablikid;
b4 dst sem byr { brjésti er stundir lida hjd.

Ef hugsunin er fogur og feer mig til ad tdrast
b4 titrar { mér hjartad og sdlin flygur sétt,
pvi lifid hefur tilgang i 4st sem aldrei kldrast
en ®vinlega blémstrar 4 lifsins besta hdtt.

Eg mina trt 4 tilgang og fegurd fe ad jita
svo fagna ég pvi 6llu sem lifid veitir mér.
Ef hjartad piggur hlyju af gledi md ég gréta
og gjofum lifsins deili ég audvitad med pér.

TO LIVEISTO GIVE

To live is to give more than a lot with the heart,

To magnify every thought through the beauty of life,
To be able to perceive the moment with attention;
The love that lives in the heart when time goes by.

If the thought is beautiful and if it makes me cry
Then my heart trembles as the soul flies happily,
Because life has a purpose in love that never ends
But forever flourishes in life’s best way.

I confess my belief in purpose and beauty,
And I celebrate everything that life gives me.
If the heart receives warmth from joy, I can cry,

And naturally, I'll share the gifts of life with you.



Augnablikin ledast

Stundum er engu likara en 4stin sé einsog soknudur, madur saknar pess sem 4 eftir ad gerast.
Likast pvi ad tilbidja gudi sem enn hafa ekki verid skapadir. Timinn gefur og tekur. Astin leyfir
okkur ad dttast hid 6pekkra, vid prdum ad halda en viljum ekki sleppa. En 4stin kennir okkur
fyrst og fremst ad dteast ekki.

AUGNABLIKIN LEDAST

P ledist Gt ar rokkri og sefar mina sél,

pu synir mér er hverfa hér flest min vandamal

og tekur frd mér orku en eykur samt minn prétt
pinn eldur hann er métturinn sem lysir mér um nétt.

Pin kristalstera fegurd er kyrrd { minni sél,

pu kveikir hja mér elda og tendrar 4starbdl.

Eg veit ég hradist timann sem tekur pig frd mér
pvi tilfinningar minar eru allar bundnar pér.

P kveikir hjd mér birtu um kvéld og snemma dags.
Ef kvedjumst vid ad morgni, pd sakna ég pin strax.
P vekur hjd mér étta vid pad sem enginn sér

pvi augnablikin ledast hj og taka pig frd mér.



THE MOMENT CREEPS

You come out of the twilight and soothe my soul,

You show me how most of my problems disappear,

And you take away my energy but still increase my strength,
Your fire is the power that illuminates my night.

Your crystalline beauty is a stillness in my soul,

You light a fire for me and kindle flames of love.

I know I fear the time that takes you away from me,
For my feelings are all tied intimately to you.

You turn on my light in the evening and early in the day.

If we say goodbye in the morning, I will miss you right away,
You make me fear the things that no one can see,

For the moments creep by and take you away from me.



Badmurinn blidi

Sumardagurinn fyrsti var upphaf drsins hér { eina tid. Birkid er kallad ,,badmur®. Strax pétti mér
petta fallegt ord pegar ég var ungur. Skjélid — hinn verndandi fadmur og lautkréna birkisins
kallast 4 vid yl dstarinnar og ilminn af sumrinu. Pegar bjérkin angar p4 tynist 6ttinn vid kalda
krumlu nzturinnar. Ogleymanlegt augnablik i mjakri laut er badmurinn blidi.

BADMURINN BLIDI

Eg sat hjd birkibadmi
og beid um sumarkvéld,
ég fann { myrkum fadmi

svo frumsted mittarvold.

Er til min néttin nddi
med nakold Sttasky
{ djtpri pdgn ég prddi
ad piggja skjél 4 ny.

Hun vildi huga halda,
htn herti takid sitt,

b4 nddi krumlan kalda
ad kreista hjartad mitt.
En blidleg gydja birtist
b4 breyttist néttin svort,
{ skyndi verdld virtist
verda himinbjért.

I augunum var ylur,
eldur, von og pri,

afl sem enginn skilur
en allir vilja fa.

I laut hj4 lifsins badmi
var ljaft ad vera til,

ég fékk { pinum fadmi
ad finna skjél og yl.



THE GENTLE BIRCH TREE

I sat by a birch tree

And waited for a summer evening,
I felt in a dark embrace

Such primitive power.

When the night caught me

With cold clouds of fear

In deep silence I longed

To find shelter again.

The night could hold my mind,
And tightened the grip,

Then the cold crumb

Managed to squeeze my heart.
But a gentle goddess appeared
And the night turned black,
Suddenly the world

Became so clean and clear.

In the eyes there was warmth,
Fire, hope and desire,

A force that no one understands
But everyone wants to have.

It was sweet to be

By the tree of life.

In your loving arms

I found shelter and warmth.



Dans fidrildanna

Dans fidrildanna er vegur sem vid veljum ad sjd, sumarferdin sem vid eigum { minningum eda
sjdum { hillingum. Vid veljum hvert skref pvi vid getum ekki annad. Pad sem vid veljum er alltaf
spor { pd dtt sem vid forum.

DANS FIDRILDANNA

I timans rami leggur 1j6sid sig
og langur skuggi netur verdur dreyminn,
pu bidur pess ad svefninn seki pig

og svifi med pig inn { draumaheiminn.

[ fadmi svefnsins vaknar vitund pin

og verdur einsog lind sem ekkert gruggar,
ad hugans fylgsnum opnast innri syn

og andi lifsins pig { raunum huggar.

Sem fidrildi pt snertir brosmild blém
med blidu sem pin undirvitund geymir,
pér finnst sem hjartad skynji innri 6m
frd eilifd sem pinn veruleika dreymir.

Er svifur pt um lifsins drauma dal

og doggin skin 4 heimsins blémakransi
pa skilur pt ad vitund pin er val

sem vaknar upp af fidrildanna dansi.



THE DANCE OF THE BUTTERFLIES

In the space of time, the light fades

And the long shadow of night becomes so fanciful,
You wait for the sleep to catch you

And float you into the world of dreams.

In the embrace of sleep, your consciousness awakens

And becomes like a spring that does not turbid

To the accompaniment of the mind an inner vision opens
And the spirit of life soothes your sorrows.

As a butterfly you touch a smiling flower

With the tenderness that your subconscious holds,
You feel as if your heart senses an inner echo
From eternity that your reality dreams.

When you float through the valley of life’s dreams
And the dew shines on the world’s wreath,

You understand that your consciousness is a choice
That is awakened by the dance of the butterflies.



Einn ténn

Mamma min sagdi ad pad veeri einn ténn { hjartanu sem vid 2ttum ad hlusta eftir 6drum fremur —

ténn geskunnar. AJ gefa pessum tén sinn gaum er moérgum sinnum einfaldara en margur madur

heldur. Innsid spyr oft hvor kosturinn sé betri. Svarid er einfalt ef vid kunnum ad heyra tén

geskunnar.

EINN TONN

Eg heyrdi eitt sinn t6n sem til min sveif
frd tofraversld djupt { stjornugeimi,
hann vakti pégn sem bjé { blidri sél,

p4 blémstradi { vitund huldumal.

Mitt hjarta pessi mdttur med sér hreif
og mér var leyft ad kynnast nyjum heimi
er féllu gleditdr { timans bél.

DPvi pessi eini ténn mér gédvild gaf

og gaska hans var stund 4 milli strida,

er hugur minn s4 blakta timans tjold

og témartimid fylld néttin ksld

i myrkri pegar ég { selu svaf,

svo sveif hann burt 4 leid um versld vida
og hjartad fann ad lidu 4r og 6ld.

Og ennpd hefur ténninn téframdte,

ég tryggd hans finn og gleymi vandamalum.
Vid timans bdl ég frelsid finna md,

pd finn ég snark { eldi taktinn sl4,

ég fer { hina einu réttu 4,

ég upp til himna flyg med fogrum sdlum

er toninn eina hjortun hlusta 4.



ONE TONE

I once heard a tone that swayed to me

From a magical world deep in interstellar space,
It awakened a silence that lived in a gentle soul,
Then a mystery blossomed into my consciousness
And my heart was guided by this power

And I was allowed to get to know a new world
When tears of joy fell into the fire of time.

Because that one tone gave me kindness

And its goodness was a moment between wars,

Then my mind saw the fluttering curtains of time
And the cold night filled the emptiness

In the darkness, when I slept blissfully,

Then it swung off on a journey around the world
And the heart knew that years and centuries went by.

And still, the tone has magic power,

I seek its loyalty and forget problems.

By the flame of time, I can find the freedom,
Then I feel the spark in the fire beat the rhythm,
I go in the only right direction,

I fly up to the sky with beautiful souls

When hearts will listen to that one tone.



Einsemdin opnar gittir

AJ finna sédlinni stad { tibrd sem titrar yfir hafi 4starinnar, pad er leidin sem vid férum pegar
soknudurinn magnast. Einsemdin verdur ad opnu hafi vonarinnar ef hjartad er sdtt vid bid sem
tekur enda. Ad bida pess ad ferdast med sumri og s6l synir okkur ad sd sem bidur eftir einhverju
fallegu mun aldrei bida of lengi.

EINSEMDIN OPNAR GATTIR

Aleinn med hugmyndum sit ég { svartasta myrkri
og s¢ pad svo vel hvernig dagarnir koma { 39,
hér staldra peir aldrei of lengi { vitund svo virkri
en vappa med hlylegan svip eftir gledinnar trod.

[ 6meeldri viddinni takefastir ljésgeislar titra

og tengja minn huga vid dhrif frd eilifri gnéee

og einsemd min synir mér vel hvernig vonirnar glitra

i vetrarins kyrrd einsog stjornur um draumkennda nétt.

[ ndcemyrkeri veit ég ad ekkert mun dst mina hindra
pvi einsemdin tryggir mér fullkomna vissu um pad
ad s6l minnar gydju { ndlegri tibrd skal tindra
og tofrarnir finna par sdl minni éruggan stad.



SOLITUDE OPENS GATEWAYS

Alone with ideas, I sit in the blackest darkness

And T see so well how the days line up,

Here they never linger too long active in awareness

But they wiggle with a warm expression after the tiredness of joy.

In the immeasurable dimension, rhythmic rays of light vibrate
And connect my mind with the effects of eternal abundance
And my loneliness shows me so well how hopes sparkle

In the stillness of winter like stars on a dreamy night.

I know nothing will hinder my love in the dark of the night,
Because solitude guarantees me complete certainty

That the sun of my goddess will twinkle in the nearby mirage
And there, the magic finds a safe place for my soul.



Fétspor 4 farvegi timans

Sem ungur madur heyrdi ég talad um eilift lif. Mér pétti st hugmynd alltaf hrein sturlun og
einkar hjdkdtleg. Eitthvad sem hefur alltaf verid til, er til og verdur alltaf dil. Eilifd er hugtak sem
mannlegur skilningur nar ekki ad hondla. [ minum huga snerist allur heimurinn um lifid hér og
nd, sumarferd eskunnar, ordsporid — fétsporin { moldinni sem breytist { ryk.

FOTSPOR A FARVEGI TIMANS

I draumanna heimi hér sit ég 4 saltbrenndu tini

og sélgulur andvari gelir vid hérundid mitt,

ég finn ad minn hugur er sdttur vid sitt

er s¢ ég hvar geislarnir dansa vid andlitid pitt

og féni ur ordlausri dultd er dreginn ad hini

af ddsemd sem kemur 4 hradferd Gr myrkranna fird,
pd stekkar 4 tninu dlagabletturinn brani

i blémlegri pogn sem 4 athvarf { eilifri kyrrd.

N svifur af himnum einn tradur { blidasta bldma
hann berfettur stigur af varad 4 hérfinan streng,

og dansandi beygir hann kroppinn { keng.

Ur kolsvértum stromphatti dregur hann sofandi dreng
sem sagdur er glima vid étta og tilvistartrdma.

Og trddurinn letur hann siga { himneskan dan

svo sést vart 4 snddanum unga ein einasta skrima

er andi hans fadmar { draumi hid saltbrennda ttn.



Og tridurinn leikur ad heimsmyndum horfinna daga
og heldur 4 lofti sem boltum tr glitrandi snjé

en pu ert ad vakna af draumi sem do,

pu déleidir sdl mina fulla af stéiskri ré

er fusleikinn leyfir pér audvitad dfram ad draga

pann anda sem synir pér fullkominn merkingarheim
4 brothattri stund pegar letrud er lifandi saga

med litrikri synd par sem hugsanir fara 4 sveim.

Og tridurinn syngur um draumanna falslausu fylki;
um flatneskju geymda { tindanna uppsprettulind.
En pt fard pess notid ad néttin er blind

er nakin hdn réfar um augnanna svarthvitu mynd.
Og trddurinn idar sem lirfa { lokudu hylki

{ 1j6si sem floktir { myrkri svo stingandi skert.

Er laglina trtdsins feer mdtt sinn frd sélrenu silki,
pd sefur pitt hjarta { draumanna peli svo vert.

Er 6ldungar viskunnar skynsamir farveginn skjogra
og sképunarverk sitt fer tridurinn dyrkad og déd,
pd feerd pti 4 tininu takmarki ndd

og tilvera pin er med bergmdli daganna skrdd

{ lifsb6k er reynir pa andhelgi pinni ad dgra

og augu pin senda um loftid hid himneska blik.
Mot hdsélum stjarnanna litskradug fidrildi flogra
og fétsporin okkar med timanum breytast { ryk.



FOOTPRINTS ON THE ROAD OF TIME

In a world of dreams, I sit on a salt-burnt field

As a sunny breeze caresses my skin,

I feel that my mind is quite fulfilled

And a flag of speechless mystery is hoisted

Of wonder rushing from a deep dark fjord,

Then the stress spot on the field expands

in a flourishing silence that has a refuge in eternal stillness.

Now a clown floats from the sky in the softest blue
Bare feet carefully treading a rope,

While dancing, the clown bends its body like a bow.
From a pitch-black beaver hat, it pulls a sleeping boy
Who is said to struggle with fear and existential stress
And the clown makes it descend into a heavenly down;
Then you can't see a single scratch on the young lad
As its spirit embraces the salt-burnt field of dream.

And the clown juggles with visions of days gone by
And keeps them aloft like balls of glittering snow

But you are waking up from a dream that died,

You mesmerize my soul full of stoic calm

Because the willingness allows you to continue to draw
The spirit that shows you a perfect world of meaning
At a fragile moment when a living history is written
With a colorful display where thoughts soar.



And the clown sings about the false state of dreams;

About flatness stored in the springs of the peaks.

But you get to enjoy the fact that the night is blind

When naked, it wanders around the eyes in black and white image.
And the clown swarms like a caterpillar in a sealed capsule

In a light flickering in darkness so piercingly bright.

If the clown’s melody derives its power from psychic silk,

Then your heart sleeps so soundly in the bed of dreams.

When the elders of wisdom prudently stagger their way

And the clown can worship and admire its creation

Then you will reach your goal in the field

And your existence is recorded with the echoes of the days

In the book of life, you try to challenge your sanctity

And your eyes send a heavenly twinkle through the air.

Towards the lofty halls of the stars the colorful butterflies flutter,
And our footprints in time will turn to dust.



Gardur gaeskunnar

Mér pykir edlilegt ad tala um efnisheim og andaheim. Eg tengi anda ekki neinu gudlegu eda
yhirndttarulegu. Eg s¢ hid andlega sem leid til ad skoda veruleikann utan frd, ad finna bjartsyni {
béli, ad vaka yfir hugsjénum og eiga alltaf von. Eg vil sj4 1iid sem ferdalag um fagran gard.

GARDUR GASKUNNAR

Eg sntid hef baki vid félskunnar audlegd og ardi
pvi uppskera hjarta mins varla { peningum finnst,
ég hldi ad plontum { geskunnar himneska gardi

og gledst pegar hugur minn andlega djésninu binst.

Og hugur minn ferdast um gardinn sem ljédelskur lekur
par leetur hann hljéma { hjartanu gledinnar streng;

med £t sem ég kleedist og orfdar indelar beekur

af 4st4d og pakkleti fegursta veginn ég geng.

Heér hlyt ég ad launum pann anda sem 4vallt mun dafna,
pad yndi sem déprustu sporum { farseld fer breytt.

[ geeskunnar gardi med blessun ég béli pvi hafna

ad burdast med pad sem { rauninni er ekki neitt.



GARDEN OF GOODNESS

I have turned my back on false riches and profits

Because the harvest of my heart is not found in money,

I tend plants in the heavenly garden of goodness

And rejoice when my mind is bound to the spiritual dance.

And my mind travels through the garden like a poetic stream
There it makes a chord sound in the heart of joy;

With clothes I wear and a few marvelous books

I walk the most miraculous road with love and gratitude.

Here I receive the spirit that will always prosper,
The joy that turns the saddest steps into success.
In the garden of goodness with a blessing I refuse
To be burdened with what is, in reality, nothing.



Harpa hjartans
Takmark lifsins er ad ldta pakkletid finna skjél { linum beinum, ad leyfa horpu hjartans ad éma,
pannig ad geskan sé 6llu sterkari, ad finna styrkleika sinn { heidarlegum vinnubrégdum, njéta
4vaxta geskunnar og vera sdttur { eigin skinni.

Harpa hjartans hefur skemmtilega tengingu vid sumarferd. Harpa var { eina tid heiti fyrsta
mdnadar sumarsins.

HARPA HJARTANS

Eg parf, er byr { hérpu hjartans 16ngun ljaf og sir,
ad lita yfir spolinn pann sem ég hef pegar gengid

og hugur minn hann flygur gegnum 61l hin lidnu 4r
med unadslega draumana sem ég hef hérna fengid.

A langri ferd med anda minum vist ég 4cti vol

er viskubrotin leyndust einsog perlur undir steinum,
en hugur minn var kndinn til ad prada pennan spol
med pakkleti sem nina finnur skjél { linum beinum.

Og pegar ég ad lokum kem { gard 4 gréinn stad,
mun gledihljémur strengja minar séru prautir lina,
i sdte vid hérpu hjartans verdur parft ad muna pad
ad pessi leid var farin fyrir mig og alla hina.



HARP OF THE HEART

I need, when I hear the harp of the heart’s desire, sweet and sore,
To look over the path that I have already walked.

And my mind flies through all the past years

With the remarkable dreams I have had in this place.

On a long journey with my spirit, of course, I had a choice.

And fragments from wisdom were hidden like pearls under stones,
But my awareness then was compelled to thread this path

With appreciation that now finds shelter in weary bones.

And when at last I come to a well-grown garden,

The joyous sound of the strings will ease my sore troubles,

In harmony with the harp of the heart it must be remembered
That this path was taken by me and everyone else.



Hjartad

Degar ég var ad lera 4 pfané sem ungur drengur, pd sagdi kennari minn: Pt hugsar med
hjartanu, pad er naudsynlegt fyrir listamann.“ Seinna 4 @vinni skrifadi ég heimspekiritgerd
um hid andlega, og pd vildi ég ldta pess getid ad frd hjartanu kemur 5000 sinnum sterkara
segulsvid en frd heilanum. Leidbeinandi minn taldi pad ekki videigandi.

HJARTAD

Eg veit ad myrkrid fadmar pig og augun eru bjért
pvi eldinn peirra dyrka ég og hitann vel ég pekki,
er hylja pessar perlur pinar skuggaskyin svort
pd skina par { minni sdl, péte sjdi ég per ekki.

P4 rafar um { audninni og réddin pin er pid,

i poku dagsins hljémar hin { rokum hitamekki,

s fagri 6mur ner { gegnum badi storm og strid

pu strengi hjartans snertir, p6 ad ordin heyrist ekki.

Um kalda nétt { gleymdri borg er hjarta pitt svo heitt
ad hlyja pin fer svifid upp frd jardarinnar bergi

og silin min er szl og glod, hin skynjar adeins eitt
pvi ylur pinn hann fadmar mig, pétr sjdi ég pig hvergi.



THE HEART

I know the darkness embraces you and your eyes are bright.
Their fire I adore and the heat I do know so well,

These pearls of yours cover murky clouds of black

They shine in my soul, although I do not see them.

You wander in the wilderness, and your voice is soft,

In the fog of the day, it echoes through the heat,

That dreamlike resonance reaches through storm and war.

You touch the strings of the heart, although words cannot be heard.

On a cold night in a forgotten city, your heart is so warm

That it makes the earth float up from the abyss

And my soul rejoices as it perceives only one thing,

Because your warmth embraces me, even when I don't see you anywhere.



Hjartalag

Pegar ein frenka min var s6gd hafa cinstaklega fallegt hjartalag pd sagdi ég: ,,J4, og pad heyrist
langar leidir.“ Frenkan st var allaf hly, g60 og gjafmild. Mér finnst sem ég heyri 6m af fogru stefi
ef ég hugsa um pessa yndislegu konu. P4 er sél { sinni.

HJARTALAG

Eg heyri pitt hjartalag

hljéma um nétt sem dag

einsog pad hafi alltaf lifad

i émelisvidd med ddsamlegum brag,

pad tekur mig fostum tékum

og telir med dypstu rokum

og textinn er [j6d sem hjartad hefur skrifad.

Pitt hjartalag heillar mest Ditt hjartalag heefir mér

i huga mér er pad best pvi hugurinn med pvi fer,

einsog pad hafi 6llu férnad dvenju teert og tofrum prungid

i alheimsins leik og fengid stigin flest { tilvist sem synir mér hvad 4stin er,
med hagum og hreinum ténum, pad lifir sem ljés { dimmu

pad heillar mig upp dr skénum og logn eftir vedrin grimmu

og takturinn geymir stef sem hjartad stjérnar. pvi lagid pitt er af hreinu hjarta sungid.



SONG OF THE HEART

I can hear your heartbeat

Echoing night and day

As if it had always lived

Immeasurably with a pleasant flair.

It takes a careful hold of me

And seduces me with profound logic.

And the text is a poem written by the heart.

Your heartbeat is the most fascinating.

In my mind, it is the best

As if it had sacrificed everything

In the universe’s game and scored the most points
With slow and clean tones,

It blows my mind

And the rhythm holds a theme governed by the heart.

Your heartbeat suits me

Because your mind goes along with i,
Unusually clear and full of magic

In an existence that shows me what love is.
It lives as a light in the dark,

Calm after the harsh weather,

For your song is sung from a pure heart.



Hljédar banir

Eg lerdi ungur ad ciga banir. Snemma vard mér ljost ad banir eru samtal vid sjalfid. Par eru
samtal sem geymir mynd af sumri pegar vetrarvindar gnauda. Samtal par sem vonin vakir en
ventingarnar sofa, samtal, par sem fagrar hugsanir fara einsog fidrildi 4 milli bléma. Hljédar

benir geyma rédd hjartans, par sem samlyndi og samhljémur bua.

HLJODAR BANIR

Eg leidi pig frd haustsins koldu klém

og kossar minir snerta pig ad nyju,

pvi pannig verdur 4st pin einsog blém
sem alltaf parfnast birtu, skjéls og hlyju.
Pa veist, ég faerdi pér fordum

fegurd mina { ordum,

pau 6dlast nina yndislegan hljém.

Af hreinni aldd 4vallt verdum vid

ad vernda blémid; stongul, bl6d og retur
er dreyminn hugur finnur skjél og frid

i fadmi dstar; langar, kaldar natur.

Eg finn { tali og tonum

tofraljésid frd snjénum;

er ord min hljéma eftir langa bid.

Er sélar minnar bjarmi birtist pér

pin blida fagnar timans punga straumi

pvi pér er ljést ad kerleikskenndin er,

i kyrrd mins hjarta, bundin pinum draumi.
A medan silin pin sefur,

og szlan érmum big vefur

ur vitund pinni vorid aldrei fer.



SILENT PRAYERS

I lead you away from autumn’s cold claws
As my kisses will touch you again,

For thus your love is ever like a flower
Always in need of light, shelter, and warmth.
You know, I used to bring you

My beauty in words,

They now acquire a lovely sound.

Out of pure dedication, we will always

Protect the flower; stem, leaves, and roots.

When the dreaming mind finds shelter and peace
In the arms of love; long, cold nights.

I feel in speech and tones

The magic light from the snow;

My words resonate after a long wait.

The brightness of my soul appears to you,

Your tenderness greets the heavy current of time
For you know that love is,

In the stillness of my heart, tied to your dream.
While your soul sleeps,

And bliss embraces you,

Springtime never leaves your awareness.



Jokullinn

Pad er kannski ekkert merkilegt ad tignarleg fj6ll elti mann 6llum stundum. Jokullinn minn hefur

stekkad og dregist saman vid ystu sjonarrénd, skartad 6llum regnbogans litum, sést vel 4 sélrikum

sumardegi, verid vart greinanlegur { sorta og poku. En ef ég loka augunum p4 birtist hann dvallt

{ allri sinni dyrd.

JOKULLINN

Upp tr 6ldum hafsins mét himinbldma ris
sem holl { landi guda, pakinn péttum is

hinn bjarti, fagri jokull med tign sem telir pd
sem tria 4 pann sannleik sem augun aldrei sj4.

[ fadmi blérra tinda ég tyni sjdlfum mér,
ég tekst 4 loft og dfram um draumaheim ég fer,
ég veit ad pessi jokull hann geymir mikinn mitt,

hann magnar hverja hugsun og opnar hverja gdtt.

Himinninn hann verndar hin bldu, fogru fjsll
og fegurdin hun byggir ar jokli mikla héll,
pvi undir pykkum feldi himinbldminn byr,

i birtu sem er fogur og dtrilega skyr.

Eg hugsa oft um fjsllin sem fadma mig ad sér
og fegurdin hun eignast skjél { brjosti mér,

pvi jokullinn sem vakir hann verndar mina sl
og vitundin han skynjar 6ll lifsins leyndarmal.



THE GLACIER

Out of the wide sea waves, it rises towards the blue sky
Like a palace in the land of the gods, covered with dense ice
The bright, beautiful glacier with a majesty enticing

‘Those who believe in truth that eyes never see.

In the arms of blue peaks, I lose myself,

I take off and on, through the world of dreams I go,
I know that this glacier holds a mighty power,

It amplifies all thought and opens every portal.

Heaven protects the blue, beautiful mountains
And beauty builds a precious palace from a glacier,
For under a thick coat, the sky-blue dwells,

In a light that is beautiful and incredibly clear.

I often think of the mountains that embrace me
And their beauty shelters in my chest,

For the glacier, awake, protects my soul

And its consciousness perceives all the secrets of life.



Laun lifsins

Pad eru forréttindi ad vinna med Porvaldi. Hann fer étrodnar sl6dir, jafnvel pegar hann fer

trodnar slodir. Hér er lagid unnid upp ar pekktum kafla { Résariddaranum eftir Richard Strauss.

Auk pess betti hann einu erindi vid 1j6did.

Stef 1jé3sins er sott { fornar hugmyndir um ad elska 6rlog sin. Nietzsche skrifadi um petta undir

latneska heitinu ,,amore fati“ og sjélfur hef ég kallad petta ,sdttarspeki®. Eg er sdttur vid titkomu

lags og 1j63s, enda er pad eina fera leidin.

LAUN LIFSINS

A medan pin ljésglaeta stendur { stridi

og strit pitt ad launum fer tildur og hjém,
b4 heyrir pt himneskan ré6m

sem huga pinn leidir ad bergmalsins klettum;
ad logmdlum réngum og réttum

med reynslunnar leikrenu fléccum,

pess bidur pin duldd ad dagarnir 1idi

ad dafni { hjartanu kerleikans blém.

Pa skynjar ad senn muni samviskan byrja
ad syna pér mdtt sinn { daganna raun.

D4 prammar um hégémans hraun

i heimi sem vitund pin préir ad skynja

er draumérahallirnar hrynja

og horfin er gaskunnar brynja,

b4 finnst pér ad viska pin verdi ad spyrja:
-Hvad vil ég frd lifinu hljéta { laun?



Er parftu ei lengur pinn hernad ad heyja,
i huganum verdur st spurningin nast
sem adeins med einlegni fast

er eldur af visku { ndttmyrkri [jémar.

Sem spdmannsins spaklegu démar

pin spurning { bergméli hljémar:

-Hvad gledur mitt hjarta er dagarnir deyja
og draumarnir hafa ad endingu rest?

Ef fegurdin lidur um skyjanna skara

og skrydir p4 birtu med silfradri rés,

pa kveikir han leiftrandi 1jés

og laufid og stjornurnar velja sér greinar.
Sem riddarans radhvéssu fleinar

pin roksemd { skyjunum veinar:

-Um dreifdustu byggdirnar drepséttir fara
og draumarnir finna sér laut uppi { Kjés.



THE REWARDS OF LIFE

While your brightness is at war

And your toil is rewarded with peace,

Then you will hear a heavenly roar

Leading your mind to the echoing cliffs;

To the laws of right and wrong

With the theatrical complexities of experience,
A mystery awaits you as the days pass

That the flower of love flourishes in your heart.

You sense that soon your conscience will start

To show you its power these days.

You trudge through the lava of vanity

In a world that your consciousness longs to perceive
As the palaces of dreams collapse

And gone is the armour of goodness,

Then you feel that your wisdom must ask:

-What do I want from life in return?



When you no longer need to wage your war,
When the question in your mind will be

The one that only can come through sincerity,
When a fire of wisdom is in the darkness of night
As the prophet’s witty judgments

Your question echoes:

-How happy is my heart when the day dies

And the dreams have finally come true?

If beauty passes through the clouds

And adorns that light with a silver rose,

Then it turns on a flashing light

And the leaf and the stars choose their branches.

As the knight's sharp-edged blades

Your reasoning wails in the clouds:

-Throughout the most scattered settlements, plagues can pass
And your dreams find themselves in Kansas.



Lj6did um veginn

[ heimspekinni er pad kallad ,,sattarhyggja“ pegar menn sj4 frjalsan vilja og l6gbundna atburdards
fara saman. [ Békinni um veginn, sem ritud var fyrir u.p.b. 2500 drum, snyst allt um gesku og
satt. Og Lj6did um veginn fjallar um samlyndi.

LJODPID UM VEGINN

Séstu pann sem vard 4 vegi pinum Léttu aldrei vonsku hug pinn hrella

og vildi allt hid besta gefa pér? pvi henni skal af vegi pinum rutt,
Hann gaf pér 8gn af mildum metti sinum, pu situr kyrr ef grimmd pig feer ad fella
hans mikla geska aldrei leyndi sér. en fyrir slike er 1ifid alltof stutt.

Og sdstu pann sem alla 6lund hafdi J4, lattu heldur pann sem fegurd feerir
og illsku vildi s4 { hjarta pite? { fadmi pinum rekta heita prd,

Hann lifshlaup pitt 4 vegi vonar tafdi p4 munt pu skynja dst sem endurnarir

og vildi fi ad efla hatur sitt. pann yndislega heim sem pa vilt sjd.



THE POEM ON THE ROAD

Did you see the one who crossed your path
And wanted to give you all the best?

He gave you a bit of his gentle power,

His great goodness never hid.

Did you see the one who had all the ill will
And wanted to spread evil in your heart?
He delayed your race on the path of hope
And wanted to promote his hatred.

Never let evil frighten your mind,

For it shall be removed from your path.
You sit still if cruelty brings you down
But life is too short for that.

Yes, let the one who brings you beauty
Grow a deep desire, in your arms.

Then you will feel the love that renews
The wonderful world you want to see.



Ny mynd af pér

Sumarferdin er ,résrautt sky 4 himni hlyrrar nztur.“ Mynd 4starinnar er 1jésid { néttinni, vonin
sem byr { deginum, dteljandi atvik sem smdtt og smétt verda ad minningafjalli. Hvert augnablik
4 fastan sess { éreidunni.

NY MYND AF PER

P birtist einsog ljés { dyrum dagsins
og draumaskyin svifa yfir pér,

pér fylgir indell songur sélarlagsins,
ég sé ad brosid pitt er 2tlad mér.

[ skjoli dags ég sit og gef pér gaetur

er gengur pu svo létt um okkar sl6d,
sem rosrautt sky 4 himni hlyrrar natur
{ hjarta minu kveikir vonin gl4d.

Svo kemur nétt med ém af heitum hljémum
og hugur minn um draumaveréld fer

b4 birtist pu med fangid fullt af blémum

og fegurd heimsins verdur mynd af pér.



A NEW PICTURE OF YOU

You appear as a light at the door of the day

And the clouds of dreams hover above you

And you are accompanied by the beautiful song of the sunset.
I can see that your smile is meant for me.

And in the shade of a day, I sit and watch over you
As you walk so light on our path,

Like a rose-red cloud in the sky of a warm night
In my heart, the hope ignites an ember.

Then the night comes resounding with roaring chords
And my mind wanders about a dream world.

Then you will appear with your arms full of flowers
And the beauty of the world becomes your reflection.



Ordspor

Pegar hann afi minn f6r til sumarlandsins, var haldin einfold Gtfor og sjdlfur fann ég fyrir sorg
og soknudi. P4 st6d hjd mér vinur afa mins og hann sagdi: ,Pad er adeins citt sem hegt er ad
gera pegar dstvinur deyr. Pad er einungis ein leid fer. Eitt atridi er naudsynlegt. Madur verdur ad
sztta sig vid ordinn hlut, vegna pess ad pad er ekkert annad { bodi.“ Sporin breytast { minningar

og minningar skapa sétt.
ORDSPOR

Hér heggur pt spor pin med dogum { tima sem tifar
og térin pin verda ad regndropum, slyddu og snjo,
moét pverhnipi lifsins svo bakpoka pinum pu bifar,
j4, burdast med eignirnar pinar ad himneskri ré.

Med glerhysin trodin af baktali, beiskju og sladri
fer berskjoldud pjod pin ad rakta sinn frostrésagard
en pu gengur veginn frd karpi og émeeldu kladri
og kjagar ad @tternisstapa med skjétfenginn ard.

Pin vitund med trega er hlekkjud vid erfida avi
og audlegd pu prdir péte visni pitt daudlega hold
en vasar 4 likkledum eru vist aldrei vid hefi

og ordspor it lifir pétt likaminn hverfi { mold.

Dvi skaltu pad hugsa, 4 medan pu djésnid pitt dregur
um daganna farveg, hvers virdi st prautseigja er

sem truir 4 hjom, pegar ardur er émelanlegur

af 4stid og visku — sem reyndar er falin { pér.



REPUTATION

It is here you mark your steps with days in time that ticks
And your tears will become raindrops, sleet, and snow.
Meet the crosshairs of life, so you pack your backpack,
Yes, carry your possessions to heavenly peace.

With the glass houses crammed with backbiting, bitterness, and gossip
Your vulnerable people can cultivate their frost rose garden.

But you walk the path of carp and immeasurable mess,

With heavy steps you face death with profit in your hands.

Your reluctant consciousness is chained to a hard life.

And riches you desire though your mortal flesh wither.

But pockets on shrouds are never appropriate.

And your reputation lives on even if your body turns to dust.

Therefore, think, while you drag your precious objects

On the daily road, of the value of the perseverance

Which believes in unreality when the dividends are immeasurable
Of love and wisdom — that actually is given to you.



Ritstjéri ljédviljans

Ljédviljinn er malgagn andans og par var Steinn Steinarr lengi ritstjéri. Hann opnadi syn ungra
manna og hann opnar enn augu f6lks. Hann gaf [j6dinu vit og veengi. Hugsjénir hans brutu mura
étrans og reistu fjallgarda frelsis.

RITSTJORI LJODVILJANS

Sem dugmikinn malsvara 4tti pig dreigastéetin

en adra pad hrelldi ad ljédanna broddur gat stungid
og pegar pu kvaddir og birtist { fjolmidlum fréctin
vard f6lkid { landinu sorgmeatt og alvéruprungid.

En pegar til himna pt mettir med minningar pinar
4 méti pér t6k pessi alkunna heilaga prenning

og Gud bad um j6fnud og frid fyrir sélirnar sinar

og syndi ad uppi 4 himnum er blémstrandi menning.

Um Valhtsahdina gengur hin greneygda stilka
og geymir { hjartanu manninn med mégula hérid
hin litur 4 krossinn og réttldt hun reynir ad tilka
6l rismiklu 1j6din sem ortirdu hérna um 4rid.

Er kvaddir pt heiminn, var liklega ldgt 4 pér risid
en lundin og heimspekin gdtu pé audvitad dugad
pvi einu pé gildir hvort holdid er vannert og visid
ef vitundin geymir pann fdgnud sem ekkert feer bugad.



EDITOR OF THE POETIC WILL

As a diligent advocate, you had the proletariat on your side,
But others felt the sting of your poetry,

And when you said goodbye and the news broke in the press,
The country was saddened and deeply moved.

But when you went to heaven, with your memories,

You were received by the well-known Holy Trinity,

And God asked for equality and peace for his souls,

And showed that up in heaven there is a flourishing culture.

The green-eyed girl walks through the courtyard,
Holding in her heart the man with the shaggy hair;
She looks at the cross and righteously tries to interpret
All the rhyming poetry that you wrote in the past.

When you said goodbye, you probably lay low,

But humility and philosophy could, of course, suffice only if,
Regardless of whether one is undernourished and withered,
If one’s consciousness retains the joy that nothing can crush.



P4 veistu pad

Farseld, hugarré og god gildi kalla 4 sdtt, ad setta sig vid farinn veg, ad vera fremur stoltur af
mistokum en harma pau. Sdttin er audvitad besta veganestid. Ad halda { langferd med bjartsyni ad
leidarljési hlytur ad vera skynsamlegt. Aztlun sem tengist gédum gildum er rétta leidin.

PA VEISTU PAD

AJ skoda stodugt hvert pa etlar ekki
sem eilif praut mun huga pinum reynast.
Ef éttinn pina sal fer sett { hlekki,

pa sérdu vart hvar tekiferin leynast.

AJ geta stefnu fundid f6tum sinum
mun farsal lausn 4 brautum lifsins vera,
pvi skaltu geyma von { vésum pinum

og vita hvad pig langar til ad gera.

Pa ryna skalt { augnabliksins anda

p4 6llum spurningum mun hjartad svara.
Ef prdir pt ad viskan leysi vanda

pa veist pu kannski hvert pa ert ad fara.



SO NOW YOU KNOW

Constantly looking at where you are not going

As an eternal puzzle will test your mind.

If fear can put your soul in chains,

Then you can hardly see where opportunities lie hidden.

To be able to chart a direction for your feet
Will be a successful solution to the paths of life,
Therefore, keep hope in your pocket

And be sure to know what you want to do.

You must examine the breath of the moment

And all your questions will be answered by the heart.
If you long for wisdom to solve your problems

Then maybe you will know where you are going.



Pra

Hver segir ad prd purfi ad vera raunhef eda adgengileg? AJ prd er alveg cinstaklega nerandi

fyrir sjalfsvitundina, enda er vonin vitamin sdlarinnar. Ef barn prdir ad 1ifid verdi sumarferd, pd

parf st upplifun aldrei ad verda blekkingum hdd péte hausti ad og ylfrandi vindar breyti tibrd {

hrimpoku. Sumarferdin er nefnilega farin { huganum.

PRA

Pad piggur einhver mina hjilparhénd

og hljéda rédd sem innra med mér blundar,
pann heita straum sem bredir klakabond
og birtuna sem vaknar innan stundar.

Og cinhvern ladar pad sem helst ég hef,
pad hugarpel sem ég vil fd ad syna

og einhvern ketir gledin sem ég gef,

st gaeska sem er tengt vid vitund mina.

Vist geng ég jafnan Gt 4 ystu néf

er alad vil ég vinum minum tryggja

og fogur hugsun er st goda gjof

sem gef ég 8llum peim sem vilja piggja.

Og seinna meir { praut mun porfin sjést
er pagnar bergmdl minna hljédu skrefa,
pa skynjar kannski einhver sanna dsg;
pann unad sem ég préi helst ad gefa.



LONGING

Someone will accept my helping hands
And a quiet voice that slumbers within me,
That warm current that melts ice bands
And the light that bursts forth instantly.

And someone is drawn to what I have to offer,
The inside of my mind that I want to show
And someone likes the joy I give,

The goodness associated with my awareness.

I guess I always go out on a limb

In dedication. I want to assure my friends
That a beautiful thought is the best gift
That I give to all who will accept it.

And later, in hardship, the need will be seen
In the hushed echo of my silent steps,

Then maybe someone perceives true love;
The pleasure I most desire to give.



Prjar spurningar

AJ spyrja, ad efast, ad ldta gagnryna hugsun vaka, ad ldta svor verda ad nyjum spurningum, pad
er lykillinn ad lifshamingjunni. AJ leita sdtta { hljémkvidu heimsins og ldta sdttina endurnara
vitundina, til pess er leikurinn gerdur. Sumarferd sélarinnar Iykur ekki pott hjartad hetti ad tifa.

PRJAR SPURNINGAR

Hvert fétspor i mold er skrésett sem eilifur ardur
og uppskera ljéssins sem stodugt er timanum hdd.
En hefurdu séd hve lifid er litrikur gardur,

hvar l6tusum kyrrdar og gléandi fiflum er séd?

Hér gildir { raun ad prauka dn beiskju og braedi

ad brosa mét sélu og ddsama storma og regn.

En hefur pa snert pa fegurd sem feerir pér nadi,

jd, fridinn sem rikir og verdur pér aldrei um megn?

Pa skynjar pitt ljés og silin pin blémstrar hjé brunni
er birtan ad eilifu peytist um émelis geim.

En hefurdu heyrt pad bergmél fr4 blidunnar grunni
sem breytir hér myrkri og kulda { t6frandi heim?



THREE QUESTIONS

Each footprint in the soil is a fraction of an eternal dividend

And the harvest of light that is constantly dependent on time.

But have you seen how life is a colourful garden,

Where seeds of lotuses of tranquillity and glowing dandelions spread?

Here it really counts to persevere without bitterness and anger,
To smile at the sun and marvel at storms and rain.

But have you touched the beauty that brings you peace,

Yes, the peace that reigns and will never be too much for you?

You perceive your light and your soul blossoms at the well
Whose light forever sweeps through immeasurable space.
But have you heard that echo from the tender depths
Which turn this darkness and cold into a magical world?



Sextan songvar

~ og tveir ad auki



Ligstemmdar linur

Lj6din { pessum flokki geyma ldgstemmdar linur sem fjalla um innvidi peirrar fegurdar sem
mennskan kann ad skapa. Mér var { @sku kennt ad oft geti ordin haft meiri 4hrif ef peim er
hvislad. Oskrid eydir merkingu ordsins, rétt einsog ofbirta eydir myndum heimsins. Med
pessu 1j6di langar mig ad hvisla ad ykkur éttaleysi sem segir ad 1ifid birtist einsog 1j6d sem

framtidin yrkir til okkar.

LAGSTEMMDAR LINUR

[ dékkgrdu himinu hafaldan sudar,

4 hdvera vindana komid er los

er fannhvitur engill 4 gluggann pinn gudar
med glampa { augum og heillandi bros.

Er vindarnir gnauda svo gladir og léttir,
pitt gangverk { brjéstinu tifar svo 6rt

pvi engillinn kemur og flytur pér fréctir
af framt{0 sem badi er himnesk og bjért.

Pa horfir { augun 4 englinum pinum
hann opnar pér leidir ad huglagri syn

og flytur pér hlyju { ligstemmdum linum
tr 1j6di sem framtidin orti til pin.

LOW-PITCHED LINES

The hum is dark, waves are dimly churning.

The loud storm has been unleashed,

A snow-white angel appears at your window,
With a twinkle in his eyes and a charming smile.

When the winds are blowing so happy and light,
The clock in your breast is ticking so fast,

The angel comes and brings you news

Of a future so heavenly bright.

You look into your angel’s eyes,

Who opens the way to a dream — a vision
And brings you warmth in low-pitched lines
From a poem that the future wrote for you.



Pegar 1j68i0 lifir

Ef okkur tekst ad ndlgast toframdtt tals og tona, ef tungumdlid og ténarnir skila okkur peim
sannleika sem einungis tilfinningar okkar og innvidir sdlarinnar geta héndlad, p4 getum vid
o60last skilning sem vekur hjd okkur léngun til gédra verka. Lj6did fedist og fer sitt heimili.
Lj6did verdur til hjd peim sem yrkir en lifir hjd peim sem lesa.

PEGAR LJODPID LIFIR

Preyttur, veikur, sdr og svangur
sit ég einn med minni raun.
Petta eru lifsins laun.

Litlu hef ég dfram pokad

en 6llum leidum minum lokad.
N ledist ad mér hugarangur.

Min tr6d var 16gd um timans hraun.

Ur augsyn minni er nt farid
allt pad félk sem hjd mér st6d.
Adeins petta litla 1j6d

lifir medan holdid dofnar.

Er hjarta lamast, hugur sofnar
b4 heyrir vitund lokasvarid

er leggst til hvildar lifsins gléd.

THE POEM LIVES ON

Tired, sick, sore, and hungry

I sit alone facing my past.

This, then, is life’s reward.

Little, in truth, have I achieved.
And all roads closed behind me.
Now my heart is aching.

My path traced on the lava of time.

They are all gone,

Those who stood by me.

Only this little poem

Lives while the flesh fades.

If the heart is paralyzed, the mind falls asleep
The subconsciousness hears the final answer
And lays to rest the embers of life.



Til min engri bjorg ég bifa

er berst med draumum holdid kalt.

Mér er leyft ad muna allt,

hver minning verdur lj6d og saga,
ég 4tti fordum fagra daga,

hér fannst mér gott ad lifa

pétt longum veeri 14nid valt.

Salvation is not within my reach

When my cold flesh follows the dreams.
I am allowed to remember everything,
Each memory flowering as poetry,

I have known glorious days,

I loved living here.

Even though my luck was overdue.



Mé6durminning

Degar médir fellur frd, pd er einsog klippt sé 4 strenginn sem tengir slina vid heiminn. Pegar
madur hefur 4cc miklu foreldraldni ad fagna pd verdur til nistandi sdrsauki vid frafallid. En
samtimis er einsog tomartimid kalli ekki beinlinis 4 sorg, par ed pakkletid er 6llu yfirsterkara.
En séknudur er mikill og hann er pannig ad pegar madur ekur um borgina p4 er madur alltaf

6medvitad 4 leid til mémmu.

MODPURMINNING

Hjartans eldur hefur brunnid,
horfid pad sem 4dur var,
lifsins starf svo lengi unnid
med ljési margan dvoxt bar.

P sem gafst mér dst { &sku
sem entist vel 4 lifsins braut,
{ fadmi pinum frid og gesku
fann ég leysa hverja praut.

P sem gegnum unglingsdrin
dhyggjurnar minar barst,
pu sem vildir perra tdrin,
{ pjéningu mite skjél pu varst.

IN MEMORY OF A MOTHER

The fire in the heart has burned,
Gone is what was before,

The work of life so long done
With light so joyfully fruitful.

You who gave me love in youth

That lasted well on the path of life,

In your arms, your peace and kindness
Solved every puzzle in my mind.

You who carried all my worries
Throughout my adolescence

You who wanted to wipe all tears,

In my suffering, you were my shelter.



P sem barst pinn harm { hljédi You who wore your grief in silence,

hreddist ekki daudans mit. You didn’t fear the force of death.
Er falla tdr, med fogru 1j6di When tears are falling, with a sweet ode,
ég fe ad kvedja pig { sdtt. I get to say goodbye in harmony.

Vid glugga um nétt

Soknudurinn sem sorg dstarinnar kallar fram er einsog um sé ad reda hlut sem brotnar og aldrei
verdur limdur saman. Astarsyrgjandinn getur ekki s¢d pakkletid { fyrstu pvi hann er blindadur
af pvi sem aldrei vard. En smdtt og smdtt dofnar sorgin og syrgjandanum verdur ljést ad betra
er ad elska og missa en missa af pvi ad elska.

VIP GLUGGA UM NOTT

Eg sest 4 stél vid gluggann en sé p6 ekki
pvi einsemd min 4 skjél { 1j6dsins linum

og sorgmedd milli trjénna er néttin nidurlat
i néturlegri kyrrd { gardi minum.

Eg veit ad néttin rafar um snjéinn kold og klskk
er kvelst ég einn med efasemd og syndir

og nuna skynjar sdlin { myrkri — djip og dokk
a0 dagar 4starinnar voru blindir.



N skelf ég einsog hrisla sem rokid fadmad fer,
nu flogra burt 61l yndislegu brosin.

Eg sé ad draumkennd résin 4 kéldu gleri greer.
A glugga minum eru térin frosin.

BY THE WINDOW AT NIGHT

I sit by the window; I can’t see through the glass.

My loneliness seeks shelter in the lines of the poem.
So sad among the trees the night is down and gloomy
In the eerie stillness of my garden.

I know that the night wanders through the snow,

Cold and close to tears as I face torment, doubt, and sins.
And now the soul perceives in darkness — deep and sad
That the days of love were blind.

Now I tremble like a shred embraced by the wind,
Now all the lovely smiles flutter away.

I see the dreamy rose as it blooms on cold glass.
On my window, my tears are frozen.



Ekkert ad éttast

Forn speki segir okkur ad pad sé svo fétt i heiminum sem vid getum virkilega haft dhrif 4 og af
peirri augljésu dstedu sé yfirleite Sparfi ad @sa sig yfir fyrirberum einsog vedri, ndttaruhamférum
eda 60ru sliku. Eins er pad med éttann — allajafna er hann dstedulaus einkum pegar vid éccumst
hid épekkta. Vist er gott ad hafa varann 4. En nagandi étti etti { flestum tilvikum ad vikja fyrir

voninni, sem er vitamin sdlarinnar.

EKKERT AP OTTAST

Er gongum vid veginn sem liggur um lifid ad dauda,
p4 ldcum vid tér okkar falla { minningasafn.

N heyrir pt einmana vindinn hj4 glugganum gnauda
er grafir pite hjarta { myrkri sem vengbrotinn hrafn.

[ sjikdémsins fjstrum na deyfir pt harminn i hlj6di
og heldur sem fastast { svefninn sem skjélgédur er
og minningabrotin pd fagir med tdranna 6di

pvi fegursta slin { heiminum ljémar { pér.

En pegar pt vaknar p4 eignast pi andlegan tengil
er eilifdin hvislar ad pér gegnum stormanna gny

og hjartad pitt breytist { frjdlsan og fannhvitan engil
sem flygur mét ljosi { versld sem alltaf er hly.



NOTHING TO FEAR

We are walking the road that leads from life to death,

And we let our tears fall into a memorial museum.

Now you hear the lonely wind rustling by the window,
Burrowing your heart in darkness like a broken-winged raven.

In the shackles of your disease, you muffle the grief in silence.
And as tight as possible, you hold on to the sheltered sleep,
And you polish the broken memories with a flood of tears

As the most beautiful soul in the world shines within you.

Then you wake up, you receive a spiritual link.

As eternity whispers through the roaring storms

And your heart becomes a free and snow-white angel
Flying towards the light in a world that is always warm.



Minn eilifi draumur

Eg las um pad i fornum fredum, ad pad ad szttast vid soknud veri einsog ad eignast nyjan vin.

Detta er eflaust dgatur visdémur. En vid prdum 6ll ad elska og vera elskud og 4stin er einsog

lifshvotin sjalf, han lifir 4 medan hin er til stadar. Hin getur dofnad en neistinn virdist téra.

Pad er { senn sirt og selt ad sakna; sdrt vegna missis og glatadra tekifera, selt vegna fallegra

minninga og pakkletis.

MINN EILIFI DRAUMUR

Eg sakna pin audvitad aldrei of mikid
en 4vallt ég préi pinn dyrasta feld

er sé ég 4 radunni saltid og rykid

og svartnattid hrépar 4 draumanna eld.

Eg hlusta 4 gnaudid hji glugganum minum,
i glerinu speglast min floktandi mynd

og draumarnir birtast { dulrdidum synum
sem draga mig nidur { huglega lind.

Mitt edli er 16gmadl sem enginn mun brjota
og eld minna drauma skal hjarta mitt prd.
Hér feddist ég ekki og f pess ad njéta

ad feigdin mun aldrei { sdl mina nd.

Svo er pad vist ekkert sem sdlin min saknar
er sekkur min hugmynd { idandi straum
pvi hjarta mitt sofnar ef versldin vaknar
og vitund min breytist { eilifan draum.



MY ETERNAL DREAM

Of course, I never miss you too much,

But I always long for your warmest fur

When I see the salt and dust on the window
And the black night shouts at the fire of dreams.

I listen to the rustling at my window,

In the glass, my flickering image is reflected,
And the dreams appear in cryptic visions,
Which draw me down to a subjective well.

My nature is a law that no one will break,

And the fire of my dreams shall be my heart’s desire.
I was not born here, and I rest assured

That death will never reach my soul.

There is nothing that my soul could miss

As my mind sinks into a rushing stream

Because my heart falls asleep if the world wakes up
And my consciousness turns into an eternal dream.



Lifsblém

I minningarlj6dinu um médur mina, hér ad framan, var talad um free sem vékvad er med tdrum.

Frein eru { 6llu sem vid gerum. Vid séum og uppskerum { éllum okkar sigrum og 6llum okkar

raunum. Hvert ord, hver hugsun, hvert spor, hvert bros og hvert tér. Alle eru petta fre sem vid

sdum. Oft { frjéan jardveg, stundum { grytta audn. Og ef vid erum stolt af mistskum okkar, pa

fyllum vid vasana af hugmyndum sem vid séum hvar sem vid komum.

LIESBLOM

Hid fegursta lif hérna feerd pa ad gjof
svo fullkominn 4véxt pu berir
og verdur pvi sidan frd voggu ad grof
ad vanda pad allt sem pu gerir.

Er veraldar neringu hlytur pitt hold
af hugsun skal sdlin pin dafna,

svo ddlast pu visku ur 4strikri mold
ef zdar pu reynslu ad safna.

Og frelsi pitt verdur sem frjékorn { ble
er fadmar pig eilifdar drémi,

pd veistu ad 1ifid er viskunnar fre

sem verdur ad fallegu blomi.

FLOWER OF LIFE

A most beautiful life you got as a gift
So that you can bear the perfect fruit,
And from the cradle to the grave
You must ever do your very best.

Your body is nourished by the world,

And your soul shall prosper from your thought.
So, you will gain wisdom from loving soil

If you aim to harvest experience.

And your freedom will be pollen on the wind,
When an eternal dream shall embrace you,
Then you know that life is the seed of wisdom
As it becomes a beautiful flower.



Leidin liggur heim

Eg kom eitt sinn 4 sveitaba med biladan bil. Béndinn t6k mér afar vel og s um ad koma bilnum
minum { lag. Anzgja skein tr hverju andliti. Pegar ég reeddi vid béndann pd sagdi hann eitthvad 4
pessa leid: — Eg hef nt svosem ekki vida farid en Gtfyrir tinfétinn hef ég komid, oftsinnis vappad
um fjallid og farid um fjdruna hérna fyrir vestan bzinn. Og alltaf skal nt leidin liggja heim ...
jafnvel pétt langt sé farid.

LEIDIN LIGGUR HEIM

Hérna er landid sem fordum svo fallegt ég sd,
fj6llin sem haustkaldir vindarnir nddu ad sverfa,
lognrika myrkrid sem svefnvana sdlin min 4
selunnar fétmél sem hvorki mun eydast né hverfa.

Hérna er hisid sem eilifa geefu mér gaf,

groskunnar vitund sem spor min ad foldinni dregur,
eldur sem lysir upp draumanna dultdarhaf,

djésnid { hjartanu, andanna fegursti vegur.

Birtan frd arninum hlustar 4 loganna ljéd,

léctfeectur reykurinn svifur mét himneskum skuggum,
s6lgulir bjarmarnir dadra vid dyrdlega gléd,

dansandi stjornurnar speglast { gegnsejum gluggum.



Aftur fer hugur ad leika um @skunnar land;
litanna ddsemd sem hjartad { fyrndinni kvaddi,
aftur fer hugur um fjérunnar fegursta sand
sem fykur { hita en sefur { brennandi gaddi.

THE WAY HOME

Here is the land that once I saw so wondrous,

The mountains smoothed down by cold autumn winds,
The calm darkness that a sleepless soul possesses,
Footsteps of bliss that will neither fade nor vanish.

Here is the house that gave me eternal fortune,

Lush awareness that draws my steps to the ground

A fire that lights up the mystery sea of my dreams,

The path of the heart and the most beautiful way of the spirit.

The light from the fireplace listens to the song of the flames.
The light-footed smoke floats against heavenly shadows,
The yellow glow flirts with glorious embers,

The dancing stars reflect in transparent windows.

Again, the mind may play in the land of youth.

The wonder of colours that my heart left in the past,

Once again, the mind wanders to the beach’s most beautiful sand,
Which flies in the heat but sleeps in the burning frost.



Fagur engill fylgir pér
Eg heyrdi einhverju sinni t6nskéld tala um engla. Pad sem uppr st63 var hugdetta sem var 4 pd
leid ad tonlist og englar eigi pad sameiginlegt ad vera af 6drum heimi, en samtimis afl sem tengir
okkur vid mennskuna { okkur sjélfum. Og ég man ad mér pétti ténlistin sem { kjolfarid fylgdi
alveg einstaklega falleg.

Eitt sinn reeddi ég vid bérn um engla. Par var stilka sem sagdi: — Ef englar eru ekki til p4 er ég
ekki til. Vegna pess ad born eru englar — englaborn.

Eg mun aldrei reyna ad draga pessi ord i efa.

FAGUR ENGILL FYLGIR PER

Pad svifur engill yfir pér Og b6 ad néttin nedi kold

er inn { pennan heim pu fedist og ndi lifsins mynd ad breyta,
ad morgni lifs er myrkrid fer poéte fjik og stormar fii vold

og méttur ljdssins bjarta gladist. mun fagur engill skjél pér veita.
Hann verdur pér sem lifsins lag, Sem songur lifsins hljémar hér
pad leikid er 4 hjartans strengi pitt hjartalag 4 bjértum degi
um fagra nétt og fagran dag pvi fagur engill fylgir pér

pad feer ad hljéma vel og lengi. fétmal hvert 4 lifsins vegi.

Hvert augnablik mun sdl pin sitt
vid sannleikann sem 1ifid ferir,
pu hljéta skalt pann hreina mate
sem hugsun pina endurnerir.



A FAIR ANGEL FOLLOWS YOU

There is an angel hovering over you

As you are born into this world

In the morning of life, when darkness departs
And the power of the bright light rejoices.

It will be the song of your life,

Played on the strings of the heart

About a wonderful night and a beautiful day
It should sound good and last a long time.

Every moment your soul will be satisfied.
To the truth that life brings,

You shall receive that pure might

Which refreshes your mind.

And though the night grows cold

And manages to change the shape of life,
Even though winds and storms prevail
A fair angel will protect you.

Your heartbeat sounds like the song of life
On a clear blue day

Because a beautiful angel follows you
Every step of the way.



Fogur mynd

Vist ddir hugur hin djorfu augu. Vid ddumst ad fegurd og vid synum adddun okkar { verki. Pegar
vid gdngum um gard lifsins er einsog flest augnablik okkar séu sett upp einsog vindmyllur sem
virkja yndid til pess eins ad framleida fagrar minningar. Eg 4 svo margar fagrar minningar ad ég
kemst ekki hjd pvi ad deila peim med samferdafélki minu. Ef ég rdi um lidna tid, skal ég alltaf

ramba 4 ad minnsta kosti eina fagra minningu.

FOGUR MYND

Vid Hljémskélann hdn st6d med ljosa lokka, Og dstin vard sem taumlaus tdraflaumur
med liflegt bros og fagurrauda vanga, er tilfinning fann skjél { peirra sdlum

i skugga syndu augun yndispokka og skaldid sd ad lifsins djarfi draumur

er éfram veginn prddi hin ad ganga. med dultd eyddi 6llum vandamélum.
Hun ordum skaldsins hug og hjarta veitti A méti farseld votu straetin virtust

er humid leddist undan faldi skyja med vonargletu sdlir peirra teyma.

en votum stretum brosid hennar breytti Pad var um dgustnére ad englar birtust

i bjarta verdld — ilmandi og hlyja. og ortu 1j6d sem hjértun fi ad geyma.



BEAUTIFUL PICTURE

By the Music House, she stood with golden locks,
With a lively smile and beautiful red cheeks,

In the shade, the eyes showed a delightful charm
While she longed to walk the road ahead.

She gave the words from the poet her heart and soul
When the dusk crept beneath bedraggled clouds
But her smile changed wet streets

Into a bright world — fragrant and warm.

And love became like an unbridled stream of tears
When a feeling found shelter in their souls

And the poet saw that life’s bold dream
Mysteriously removed all their worries.

It seemed like the wet streets drew their souls
With hopeful light toward success

It was on an August night that angels appeared
and wrote poems that hearts can hold forever.



Toénlist hjartans

Hvad er 4stin annad en klidmjukir ténar sem fylla silina seelu? Eg lerdi ad skilja hughrif 4starinnar

pegar ég horfdi 4 mémmu og pabba. Ast peirra var hrein og ter. Pau kunnu ad kyta pegar pabbi

svindladi { spilum. En pau voru alltaf stt og ég held ad pau hafi haft pad markmid eitt { lifinu ad

gera eitthvad gott 4 hverjum degi.

Ef ég hugsa til peirra hljémar { sdl minni séngur sem ég get aldrei lyst med ordum. En minn-

ingin um pessa sdnnu dst er svo dendanlega sterk ad ég held ad hun geti ekki horfid ar huga mér.

(Undir lok lj¢dsins 4 fer himor Porvaldar ad ljéma).

TONLIST HJARTANS

Astin er t6nlist hjartans; svo hly og blid,
hljémurinn verdur sem ljés { okkar sdlum,
{ 2dum og taugum hun lifir svo ljuf og pid
leikin og sungin 4 6llum tungumalum.

Séngur um gasku idar hvern viveg,
unadur hjartans er vafinn t6nafl6di,
hljémkvida lifsins; cinleg og yndisleg,
ord hennar birtast { timans langa 1jédi.

Eldur { 28um vekur svo djarfan dans

er ddsemdin strykur streng med sdlarboga,
vitundin skynjar kraftaverk karleikans

og klidmjtkir ténar { hjérrum f4 ad loga.

Astin er t6nlist hjartans; svo hly og blid,
hljémurinn verdur sem ljés { dagsins 6nnum,
{ ®um og taugum hun svifur svo szl og pid
sungin og leikin af pyskum listaménnum.



MUSIC OF THE HEART

Love is the music of the heart; so warm and gentle.
The sound becomes like a light in our souls,

In veins and nerves, it lives so sweet and tender,
Played and sung in every tongue.

A song of goodness in every way of life,
The thrill of the heart is in a flood of tones,
The resonance of life; sincere and lovely,

Its words appear in a long poem of time.

Fire in the veins awakens such a bold dance,
Like wonder strokes a string with a soul’s bow.
Consciousness perceives the miracles of love,
And sweet notes in hearts are allowed to burn.

Love is the music of the heart; so warm and gentle.
The sound will be like a light in the daytime,

In veins and nerves, it flies so sweetly and tenderly,
And often played and sung by German artists.



Vilji vindsins

Degar tveer sdlir hittast, pegar leidir skarast og tvar sdlir verda ad einni, p4 er cinsog vilji vindsins
hafi feyke folki { réttu sporin. Og vid kéllum pad heppni, pegar vindurinn og lognid skiptast 4
um ad visa okkur veginn. P4 er sem vonarfrein skjéti rétum. Stundum er engu likara en sporin
séu skrdd { moldina, sandinn og snjéinn 4dur en vid leggjum af stad. Stundum segir rokid okkur
ad sitja heima og stundum er einsog hly gola segi okkur hvert best sé ad halda.

VILJI VINDSINS

Pa manst pann dag er vindur vakti pig En skuggi dagsins fer ad fylgja pér

og vonargletan braust 4 milli skyja, er ferd pu ljéssins veg mot timans hjoli.
og vitund pin var afar st vid sig, P skilur best hver vilji vindsins er

pa séttu ad pér bdi ljés og hlyja. ef vaknar litid fre { hlyju skjéli.

En haustsins vindur kom og frjéls hann fauk, [ vindinum pu finnur fagran stad

hann felldi blém sem hjartanu var kerast, og freid pitt mun verda par ad blémi,
pin sorg var kold er pessu lifi lauk; bt skynjar pad sem lif pitt leitar ad

og 1jésid d6 sem 4dur brosti skeerast. pvi lognid byr { vindsins endurémi.

Svo fékk hann pig um tdradalinn teymt,
hann tekid hafdi blém tr pinu bedi,

pitt hjarta fann ad vart pu gast pvi gleymt
sem gerdist pegar méttur vindsins rédi.



WILL OF THE WIND

You remember the day when the wind woke you up,
And the ray of hope broke through the clouds,

And your consciousness was very pleased with itself,
Then both light and warmth were attracted to you.

But the autumn wind came and blew so free,
It blew away the flower that was dearest to your heart.
Your sorrow was cold when this life ended;

And the light, which once smiled brightest, died.

It guided you through the valley of tears.

It had taken the flowers away from you.

Your heart could feel that you could hardly forget
What happened when the power of the wind ruled.

But the shadow of the day may follow you,

When you walk the road of light against the wheel of time.
You can easily understand the will of the wind

When a seed awakens in a warm shelter.

In the wind, you find a beautiful place.

And there your seed will become a flower,

You perceive what your life is searching for
Because the calm lives in the echo of the wind.



Vid grofina pina

Pegar hann pabbi minn dé, p4 var einsog heimsljésid dofnadi. Eg man ad ég velti pvi lengi fyrir

mér hvernig madur kvedur mann sem fylgt hefur manni allt 1ifid. Hvernig kvedur madur mann?

Hvernig kvedur madur pann sem er ritadur { erfdamengid sem ég skila sidan dfram? Sorg og

gremja byrja ad strd salti { sdrin. En sidan kemur vindur minninganna og feykir leidanum burt.

Eftir stendur madur sem er stoltur af pvi sem honum var feert — pad allt sem honum var kert.

VID GROFINA PINA

Svo mdttvana grét ég vid grofina pina
i geer pegar sélin { hafdjipid hvarf,

b vildi ég syna pér sorgina mina;

b4 sdrustu gremju sem hlaut ég { arf.
Eg heyrdi { valyndum vindinum hvina
4 vegi sem geymir pitt lifstidar starf.

Dot fréfall pite ytti hér flestu tr skordum
og fortidin breyttist { minningahyl

b4 hvisladi hafgolan einlegum ordum

og unadi kerleikans gerdi ég skil,

og silin min skynjadi frid einsog fordum
er fann ég { hjartanu birtu og yl.

BY YOUR GRAVE

Yesterday I wept so weakly at your grave

When the sun disappeared into the depths of the sea,
I wanted to show you my sorrow,

The most agonizing sentiment I inherited.

I heard the howling of dangerous wind

On a road that holds your life’s work.

Although your passing pushed things out of bounds
And the past turned into a memory hole,

Then the sea breeze whispered sincere words

And I could feel the joy of love,

And my soul perceived peace as it was before

When I felt joy and light in my heart.



Er hafgolan dansar med draumana sina
ég ddsama birtu sem hverfur svo fljétt.
Og naest pegar graet ég vid grofina pina
skal gledi min risa sem dagur af nétt,
pvi pd mun ég settast vid sorgina mina
og sjé pinar minningar gefa mér prét.

Vonarglata

When the sea breeze dances with its dreams

I marvel at the light that fades so quickly.
And next time when I cry at your grave

My joy shall arise as day from night.

And then I will be reconciled to my sorrow
And see how your memories give me strength.

Vonin er veenghaf hjartans og vitamin sdlarinnar. Ljésid sem vid greinum pegar vid erum ekki ad

horfa og fegurdin sem lokud augu sjd. Pad stdd eitt sinn strakur vid gardhlidid okkar { Skerja-

firdinum. Hann sagdi til nafns og batti svo vid: — Pad pydir ekkert ad skamma mig. Eg 4 enga

von. Pau segja 61l ad ég sé vonlaus.

Eins eru mér minnissted ord 6ldungs sem hafdi lengi verid kennari. Hann ordadi hugsun sina

svona { min eyru: — Hvad er audveldara en ad vona?



VONARGLATA

[ beiskri sorg er tungu minni tame

ad tala vel um vonarljésid skerast

b6 skynja ég ad sdrast finnst mér samt
ad sakna pess sem hjartanu er keerast.

Er sorgin feer um allar @dar streymt
og undir nidri biturd ner ad krauma
pa finnst mér best ad geta ekki gleymt
pvi gdda sem  fortid vakti drauma.

Um alla drauma mina segja m4,
peir myndu ratast ef peir bara getu
pvi skynja ég ad hjartad alltaf 4
svo yndislega fagra vonargletu.

J4, vonargletan dafnar ddsamleg

er dokkir skuggar yfir 1ifid feerast.
Med minningar um sélskin sofna ég
og sakna pess sem hjartanu er kerast.

RAY OF HOPE

In bitter sorrow, my tongue has this habit:
To speak well of the brightest light of hope.
However, I sense that I still feel hurt

To miss what is dearest to my heart.

As the sadness flows through all my veins

And underneath, bitterness begins to simmer

Then I think it’s best not to be able to forget

The good things that gave rise to dreams in the past.

About all my dreams, I may say

That they would come true if only they could
That's why I feel that the heart always possesses
Such a lovely joy of hope.

Yes, hope thrives in wonder and beauty
As dark shadows move over life.

With memories of sunshine, I fall asleep
And miss what is dearest to my heart.



Sagan

Hér hefur verid sogd saga { tali og ténum. Saga dstar, saga af s6knudi, saga af frejum, saga af von,

ljési, néteum, dégum, f6lki, minningum og fégrum hugsunum.

Sagan sem vid héfum sagt ykkur 4 pad sameiginlegt med drum ségum ad engar tver eru eins.

Og saga verdur aldrei s6gd i tvigang med nékveemlega sama hetti.

SAGAN

N s6gu pér ég segi

er s6l 4 fégrum degi

feer litad lifsins vegi

og leidsdgn veitir pér.
Og sagan gledi geymir
og gbda sél sem dreymir
um 4st { heimi hér.

Svo svifur ordayndi

4 undan ljafum vindi
pa leikur allt { lyndi

hjé lifsins fogru sal

sem opnar gattir allar
med ordredu sem fjallar
um hjartans bjarta bal.

Og saga bessi synir

ad szlan hugann brynir
og enginn dttum tynir
sem alud virda kann.
Og sagan vonir vekur
hin véld { hjarta tekur
og kveikir keerleikann.

Og sagan svifur vida

sem sdngur, laus vid kvida,
hiin er sem brosid blida

er bjarta sélin skin.

A sénnum seludegi

med sdte 4 lifsins vegi

nd s6gd er sagan pin.



THE STORY

I'm telling you a story,

When a bright and sunny day
Is colouring the way of life
And guides you.

The story has a lot of joy

And a good soul that dreams
About love in our world.

The words of delight fly

In the gentle wind

And everything is fine

For the beautiful soul of life
Which opens all portals
With discourse that shows
The fire in the heart.

And this story shows

That bliss sharpens the mind
And no one is lost

If devotion prevails

And the story raises hopes,
It drives evil away,

And spreads love.

And the story soars widely,

As a song, free from anxiety,

It is as gentle as the smile
When the bright sun is shining.
On a true day, with harmony
On the road of life

Now your story is told.



Ljifur leikur

Saga okkar er ljufur leikur, ferdaleg sem vid eigum ad njéta. Leikur ad gédum gildum, yndislegum

hugsunum og umfram allt er lifid leikur sem er keppni 4 persénulegum grunni, par sem vid

keppumst vid ad skapa sem fegurstar minningar. Sagan af vindinum, frejunum, voninni, félkinu

og 6llu sem ritar 1j6d lifsins 4 aldrei ad vera annad en ljufur leikur.

LJUFUR LEIKUR

Eg 1ék med pér i sandi er fjdrugrjétid grée
og graherd néttin kynntist dauda sinum
en minninganna mattur

vid morgunrodann virtist vera sattur

og pegar médninn ferdi sig um set

ur songleik dagsins, djapt { huga minum,
var fluttur fyrsti paceur.

Og pti { fadmi minum varst morgunbirtan blid,
er blerinn orti 4starljéd { sandinn,

pa dttu hjorrun ungu

pad afl sem vildi bifa fargi pungu.

A medan vid par 1ékum langa hrid

pd lifnadi af dvala sagnarandinn

og selir fuglar sungu.

A medan vonin orti { fioru falleg 1j6d
{ fjarska métti heyra rokid gnauda.
Er aldan klettinn kyssti,

hin krftug ord { yfirbordid risti
sem ttlka mdttu andans dyra 63

um 4tokin 4 milli lifs og dauda,

b4 var sem vonin brysti.

En sdl min fékk ad stara { dstrik augun pin
er @stur stormur Iék 4 hafsins barum.

I skjolin flest var fokid

er fjorugrjotid setti sig vid rokid.

Og nuna finnur hlyju hugsun min

er hjartad skynjar song fr4 lidnum drum.
J4, senn er leiknum lokid.



SWEET PLAY

I played with you in the sand when the rocks were crying

And the grey-haired night met its death.

But the power of memories

In the morning twilight seemed satisfied

And when the moon moved

From the musical of the day, deep in my mind,
We got the opening song.

With you in my arms, the morning light was gentle,

When the shade wrote a love poem in the sand,
Then young hearts possessed

A force that wanted to discard a heavy load.
While we played for a long time

The storyteller’s spirit came alive from slumber

And happy birds sang.

While the hope wrote beautiful poems in the tide
In the distance, you could hear the wind howling.
When the waves kissed the rock

Scratching powerful words into its surface

That could interpret the ode of the spirit

About the conflict between life and death,

Then it looked like hope had broken down.

But my soul got to stare into your loving eyes

When a raging storm played on the ocean’s shores.
‘There was nearly no way out

When the beach rocks accepted the wind.

And now my thoughts found warmth

When the heart perceived a song from years gone by.
Yes, the game will soon be over.



Vertu hjd mér

Vertu hjd mér geymir einkar hlyjan bodskap: Fyrir mannsandann er hugsun um sannan vin

svo dyrmat. Pakkletid nerir sdlartetrid med orkurikri hlyju. Pegar myrkrid herdir tdkin og

vetrarkldin virdist kndin af grimmd pd bidum vid pess ad birti til. P4 er pad einleg ésk hjartans

ad hafa vin sér vid hlid — vin sem styttir bidina og gefur henni tilgang.

VERTU HJA MER

Vertu hjd mér vinur

pvi vart nt sofa fjéllin
4 medan stormur stynur
og stekkar vetrarhéllin.

Vid skynjum kaldan klaka
og kyrrd er votnin frjésa,
um stund vid viljum vaka
{ verdld nordurljésa.

Vid eigum 6sk sem hylur
iskold klakabrynja

pegar pungur bylur

parf sinn harm ad skynja.

Er vetrarhsllin hrynur
b4 hlynar okkur bddum,
j4, vertu hjd mér vinur
pvi vorid kemur brédum.

STAY WITH ME

Stay with me, my friend

Because now the mountains are sleeping
While the storm is moaning

And the winter palace expands.

We sense the ice

And stillness when the waters freeze,
For a while, we want to stay

In the world of northern lights.

We have a wish that is covered
By the ice-cold winter’s armour
When a heavy storm

Needs to understand our grief.

When the winter palace collapses
Then both of us feel warm.

Yes, stay with me, my friend,
Because spring is coming soon.



Bros

Vid getum spurt: Hvad er tofrandi verdld? Hvad er dreynslulaus fegurd? Svarid er til demis:

Froststillur og s6l um midjan vetur, pegar lognid brosir og pdgnin er dpreifanleg eda sumarsdl

sem brosir 4 milli skyja og sélstafir sem tengja saman himin og j6rd. Hid undurfagra verdur

émetanlegt ef vid brosum pvi pd er einsog brosid verdi ad hinu eina, ndkvema ljési sem gefur

lifinu hinn eina, rétta lit.

BROS

Eg man pd stund { miklu frosti
4 midjum degi

ad falslaus vid mér fegurd brosti
4 fornum vegi.

Og svo var pad 4 sumarengi
er sonn var hlyja

ad birtist sol og brosti lengi
hj4 bokkum skyja.

Eg brosid let { vedri vaka

og vonin lifir

en pegar kemur bros til baka
pa birtir yfir.

SMILE

I remember that moment in the deep frost
In the middle of the day
When sincere beauty smiled at me

On the road.

And then it was in a summer meadow,

It was warm,

And the sun appeared and smiled for a long time
By banks of clouds.

With my smile, I want to show
That my hope lives on

But when a smile is returned

It brightens up my day.






Porvaldur Gylfason er préfessor emeritus { hagfrzdi { Hiskéla Tslands og
hefur samid 140 songlog, m.a. Sautjdn sonnettur um heimspeki hjartans,
Songva um svifandi fugla og Sj6 sdlma vid kvadi Kristjdns Hreinssonar.
Sonnetturnar voru fluttar 4 ténleikum { Horpu 2012 og 2013, Fugla-
songvarnir { Salnum i Képavogi og Bergi 4 Dalvik 2014 og { RUV 2020 og
sdlmarnir { Langholtskirkju 2014 og Gudridarkirkju 2015. Flokkarnir tveir
4 pessum diskum, Sextdn séngvar og Sumarferdin, voru fluttir 4 ténleikum
i Hannesarholti 2017 og Hérpu 2022. Tralska séngvabdkin, sem geymir
urval 24ra laga og lj¢da ar pessum flokkum { ftalskri pydingu Olgu
Clausen, var flutt 4 ténleikum { Hannesarholti 2022 og sidan { prem
baejum vid Gardavatn 4 ftalfu. Eftir Porvald liggja einnig Fimm 4rstidir vid
kvadi Snorra Hjartarsonar og voru per frumfluttar { Hannesarholti 2017
og RUV 2021 og Télf sénglog vid kvaedi tolf skilda, sem voru fluet { Horpu
2023, auk margra kérlaga. Log hans heyrast annad veifid sem sidasta lag
fyrir fréctir { rikisdtvarpinu.



Kristjan Hreinsson er skdld og heimspekingur. Hann hefur birt brédum
90 bzkur, nd sidast m.a. ljddabazkurnar Ljédin um veginn (2011), Verdi
163 (2015), Eg sendi pér engil (2016), Skald eru skrytnir fuglar (2016),
Koddaljéd (2017), Vinaljéd (2018), Dagatal (2019), Fimmtiu [j6d um
fegurd (2019), Englalj6d (2020), Métmeli (2020), Ljédayoga (2021)
og Attjardarljéd (2023) og cinnig skdldsdgurnar Leti er dygd (2018),
Cardenio (2019), Lokin { golunni (2021) og Afkvaemi 6ttans (2022).
Skéldségurnar eru alls tSIf talsins og ein peirra hefur verid pydd 4 {tdlsku
og gefin t 4 ftalfu. Eftir hann liggja einnig m.a. Gtvarpsleikrit, sem fluct
hafa verid { rikisGtvarpinu. P4 hefur hann sent frd sér tug hljomdiska,
par m4 nefna: Islandsvinurinn og @ttarséminn (1998), I studi med Gudi
(2001) og Eftir dansinn (2002), par sem hann flytur dsamt 6drum eigin
16g og 1j6d. Séngtextarnir sem hann hefur samid handa fjélda listamanna
eru { ndmunda vid 2000 talsins. Einnig hefur hann starfad sem kennari
og haldid fjslda ndmskeida, einkum { ritlist, songtextagerd og bragfradi.



Elmar Gilbertsson héf ténlistarferil sinn { bil-
skirsbondum { Badardal, Iék pd 4 rafmagnsgitar og
séng, mest pungarokk, jafnvel daudarokk. Elmar
héf songndm 2001 og ttskrifadist frd Ténlistarskola
Sigurdar Demetz { Reykjavik vorid 2007. Vorid
2009 lauk hann meistarandmi vid Konunglega
tonlistarhdskélann { Haag og Tonlistarhdskolann {
Amsterdam. Kennarar hans par voru Jén Porsteins-
son og Peter Nilson. Elmar hefur sungid morg
éperuhlutverk 4 svidi, einkum { Hollandi og Belgiu
og einnig { Englandi, Frakklandi og Pyzkalandi, par
sem hann starfar nd vid éperuna { Stutegart. Med
hlutverka hans eru Chevalier de la Force { Dialogues
des Carmélites eftir Poulenc, Don Ottavio i Don
Giovanni eftir Mozart, Nerone { Kryning Poppeu
eftir Monteverdi, Ferrando i Cosi fan tutte eftir
Mozart, Tamino og Monostatos { Tofraflautu
Mozarts, Alfred { Ledurblokunni eftir Johann
Strauss, Elvino { La Sonnambula eftir Bellini,
hertoginn { Rigoletto eftir Verdi, Kadrjds { Katja
Kabanova eftir Jandcek, prinsinn { Oskubusku eftir Rossini, brédir Massée { Heilagur Frans frd Assisi
eftir Messiaen og Mimir { Rinargulli Wagners. Hlutverk hans i [slensku éperunni eru m.a. Alfredo
i La traviata eftir Verdi, Dadi { Ragnheidur eftir Gunnar Pérdarson, Lenski { Evgéni Onégin eftir
Tsjekovski og Jamie { Breedur eftir Daniel Bjarnason. Elmar hlaut Grimuverdlaunin 2014 sem sor

vari drsins fyrir hlutverk Dada og aftur 2016 fyrir hlutverk Don Ottavio. Elmar hlaut einnig fslens..&

tonlistarverdlaunin 2014 sem songvari 4rsins { flokki sigildrar og samtimatdnlistar og aftur 2016 fyrir
hlutverk Lenskis.
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Hallveig Rinarsdéttir hefur sungid
frd unga aldri. Medal dperuhlut-
verka hennar eru Donna Anna{Don
Giovanni eftir Mozart, Michaéla
i Carmen eftir Bizet, Fiordiligi {
Cosi fan tutte eftir Mozart, Lucy {
Simanum eftir Menotti, Gianetta
It Astardrykknum eftir Donizetti,
Roédd af himnum { Don Carlo eftir
Verdi og Echo { Ariadne auf Naxos
eftir Richard Strauss. Pau hlutverk
sem Hallveig hefur frumflute eru
Gilitrutt { samnefndri éperu og

Traversing the void eftir Hildigunni
Ranarsdéttur og hlutverk stdlku
éperunni Lj6s af 1j6di eftir Kristian Blak. Hallveig hefur komid fram sem einséngvari vida um
heim og sungid sépranhlutverkid { morgum helztu stérverkum ténbékmenntanna, margoft med
Sinféniuhljémsveit Tslands auk fjélda annarra hljémsveita heima og erlendis. Han hefur frum-
fluce morg ny islensk verk, t.d. 4 Listahdtid { Reykjavik og 4 Sumarténleikum { Skdlholti og { tt-
varpi. Hallveig hefur haldid fjélda einséngstonleika 4 Tslandi og erlendis med dherzlu 4 lj6dasong.
A geisladiskinum T 4st s6lar flytur hiin islenzk songlég dsame Arna Heimi Ingélfssyni piané-
leikara. Hiin hlaut Tslensku t6nlistarverdlaunin sem séngkona drsins { sigildri- og samtimaténlist
4rid 2013 og 2018 og hlaut einnig tilnefningu til sému verdlauna 2014, 2016 og 2020. Htn var
cinnig tilnefnd til Grimuverdlauna sem songvari drsins 2014 og 2017. Hun er listrenn stjorn-
andi og stofnandi sénghdpsins Cantoque Ensemble sem sérhefir sig { flutningi barokkverka med
upprunahljémsveitum, heima og erlendis. Hun starfar einnig sem adstodarskdlastjori Songskéla
Sigurdar Demetz par sem hin kennir lika séng.



Snorri Sigfis Birgisson stendur
{ fremstu 80 islenzkra pfand-
leikara og er jafnframt mikilvirke
tonskald. Eftir hann liggur fjoldi
tonverka: einleiksverk, kammer-
ténlist, raftédnlist, kérednlist,
sinfénisk verk og sénglog. Snorri
héf tonlistarndm  hjé Gunnari
Sigurgeirssyni og f6r sidan { ndm
vid Ténlistarskélann { Reykjavik
par sem kennarar hans voru
Hermina Kristjansson, Jén Nor-
dal og Ami Kristjdnsson (pfand)
og Dorkell Sigurbjornsson (tén-
smidar). Snorri lerdi 4 piand hjd
Barry Snyder vid Eastman School
of Music { Bandarikjunum 1974-
1975 og ténsmidar hja Finn
Mortensen { Noregi, par sem hann lerdi einnig rafténlist hjd Lasse Thoresen og hljédfredi hja
Thoresen og Olav Anton Thommessen 1975-1976. Snorri flutti til Amsterdam 4rid 1976 par sem
hann lerdi ténsmidar { tvd 4r hjd Ton de Leeuw. Frd 1980 hefur hann verid busettur { Reykjavik
og starfar par sem tdnlistarmadur og var ténlistarkennari par { 40 4r samfleytt. Hann er medlimur
CAPUT-ensemble. Ténlist Snorra Sigfusar er ad finna 4 fjslmérgum geisladiskum og hljém-
plétum. Medal diska hans er Heyrdu nt hjartans malid mitt par sem hann leikur eigin ttsetningar
423 islenzkum pjédlogum.
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