Pusund milur ad heiman
Nokkrir textar Bobs Dylan

Inngangur

Eg tok mig til 4rid 2000 fyrir deggjan bernskuvinar mins, Arna
Mogens Bjornssonar prentsmids, og pyddi Urval af textum
Bobs Dylans, auk aviagrips hans. Vid aetludum sidan ad gefa
betta efni ut i litlu hefti, 4 steerd vid hljomdisk, til heidurs
Dylan. bydingin er pannig ad ég reyndi ad endurskapa stemn-
ingu og ble textana sem ljodraens texta en hirti minna um
form, takt og bragarhatt enda ekki atladir til ad syngja pa.
Textana atti einnig ad birta & ensku. Vid reyndum manudum
saman ad fa leyfi umbodsmanna Bobs Dylans til ad gefa ur
bessar pydingar en fengum loks afsvar par sem pad stangadist
a vid hagsmuni einhverra hljomplotuitgefenda hérlendis.
betta efni er nu birt hér til gamans og vonandi hafa einhverjir
adrir unun af pvi en vid Arni. Fyrst kemur islenski textinn , svo
sa enski. Og aevidgripid sem neaer adeins til pess tima pegar atti
ad gefa efnid Ut er aftast. Eg hef lagfeert textana orlitid.
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Odur til Woodys

Hér er ég, pusund milur ad heiman, og geng eftir vegi sem
adrir menn hafa trodid. Eg horfi & veréldina, fulla af félki og
hlutum, nidursetningum og baendum, prinsum og kéngum.

Heill pér, Woody Guthrie, ég orti 63 til pin um pennan gamla,
skritna heim sem heldur a4fram géngu sinni. Hann virdist veik-
ur, er svangur, preyttur og ldinn. Hann virdist i daudateygj-
unum, pétt hann sé vart feeddur.

Komdu szll, Woody Guthrie, ég veit ad pu pekkir allt sem ég
tala um og svo 6talmargt fleira. Eg syng pér pennan séng en
get ekki sungid pér ndg pvi ad peir eru ekki margir sem hafa
dorkad jafn miklu og pu.

Skal fyrir Cisco og Sonny og Leadbelly og 6llum peim gdédu
monnum sem attu samleid med pér. Skal fyrir hjortum og
hondum peirra manna sem komu med rykinu og eru horfnir
med vindinum.

Eg fer aftur 4 morgun, en geeti allt eins farid i dag, eitthvert
afram veginn, einhvern daginn. Ad sidustu langar mig til ad
segja pér ad ég hef einnig att erfida ferd.

Song to Woody
(af pl6tunni ,,Bob Dylan®)

I'm out here a thousand miles from my home,
Walkin' a road other men have gone down.

I'm seein' your world of people and things,

Your paupers and peasants and princes and kings.



Hey, hey Woody Guthrie, | wrote you a song
'‘Bout a funny ol' world that's a-comin' along.
Seems sick an' it's hungry, it's tired an' it's torn,
It looks like it's a-dyin' an'it's hardly been born.

Hey, Woody Guthrie, but | know that you know

All the things that I'm a-sayin' an' a-many times more.

I'm a-singin' you the song, but | can't sing enough,

'Cause there's not many men that done the things that you've
done.

Here's to Cisco an' Sonny an' Leadbelly too,

An' to all the good people that traveled with you.
Here's to the hearts and the hands of the men

That come with the dust and are gone with the wind.

I'm a-leaving' tomorrow, but | could leave today,
Somewhere down the road someday.
The very last thing that I'd want to do
Is to say I've been hittin' some hard travelin' too.



Berst med vindinum

Hve marga vegi verdur einn madur ad ganga til enda, adur en
hann geti kallast karlmadur? J3, og hve morg hof verdur hvit
dufa ad sigla, 46ur en hudn sofnar i sandinum? Ja, og hversu
oft parf fallbyssukalan ad pjéta, adur en hin verdur ad eiflifu
b6nnud? Svarid, vinur, berst med vindinum. Svarid berst med
vindinum.

Hversu oft parf madur ad lita til lofts, a6ur en hann sér til
himins? J4, og hversu morg eyru parf manninum ad vaxa, aéur
en hann heyrir folkid grata? Ja, og hversu marga dauddaga
parf hann til ad skilja ad allt of margt félk hefur |atist? Svarid,
vinur, berst med vindinum. Svarid berst med vindinum.

Hversu morg ar getur fjall verid til, 40ur en pad skolast til
sjavar? Ja, og hve morg ar getur mannkynid verid til, 4dur en
pvi er leyft ad vera frjalst? J4, og hversu oft getur einn madur
litid undan og podst ekkert sja? Svarid, vinur, berst med
vindinum. Svarid berst med vindinum.

Blowin” in the Wind
(af plétunni ,, The Freewheelin« Bob Dylan“)

How many roads must a man walk down

Before you call him a man?

Yes, 'n' how many seas must a white dove sail
Before she sleeps in the sand?

Yes, 'n' how many times must the cannon balls fly
Before they're forever banned?

The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind,
The answer is blowin' in the wind.



How many times must a man look up

Before he can see the sky?

Yes, 'n' how many ears must one man have
Before he can hear people cry?

Yes, 'n' how many deaths will it take till he knows
That too many people have died?

The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind,
The answer is blowin' in the wind.

How many years can a mountain exist

Before it's washed to the sea?

Yes, 'n' how many years can some people exist
Before they're allowed to be free?

Yes, 'n' how many times can a man turn his head,
Pretending he just doesn't see?

The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind,
The answer is blowin' in the wind.



Bratt verdur steypiregn

O, hvar hefurdu verid, blaeygi sonur? O, hvar hefurdu verid,
kaeri ungi sveinn? Eg hef reikad um hlidar télf skyhulinna
fjalla. Eg hef gengid og skridid & sex krokéttum pjédvegum. Eg
hef dansad i midju sjo depurdarskéga. Eg hef stadid frammi
fyrir tylft daudahafa. Eg hef farid tiu pusund milur ad mynni
kirkjugards. Bratt verdur steypi, verdur steypi ... verdur
steypiregn.

0, hvad sastu, blaeygi sonur? O, hvad sastu, kaeri ungi sveinn?
Eg sa nyfett barn umkringt villidifahjord. Eg s& deméntum
skreyttan pjédveg par sem enginn var. Eg sa svarta grein sem
bl68id draup af. Eg sa herbergi fullt af ménnum med blddi
drifna hamra. Eg sa hvitan stiga pakinn vatni. Eg sd tiu pasund
raedumenn med afhéggnar tungur. Eg sa byssur og beitt sverd
i hondum ungra barna. Bratt verdur steypi, verdur steypi ...
verdur steypiregn.

0, hvad heyrdirdu, blaeygi sonur? O, hvad heyrdirdu, keeri
ungi sveinn? Eg heyrdi prumugny, sem &skradi i vidvérunar-
skyni. Eg heyrdi brimhljéd i 6ldu sem gaeti drekkt gjérvéllum
heiminum. Eg heyrdi i hundrad trumbuslégurum med logsara
I6fa. Eg heyrdi tiu pusundir hvisla en enginn hlustadi. Eg
heyrdi einn mann svelta en fjéldi félks hlé. Eg heyrdi séng
skalds sem do i reesinu. Eg heyrdi i trudi sem grét i trjagong-
unum. Bratt verdur steypi, verdur steypi ... verdur steypiregn.



O, hvern hittirdu, bldeygi sonur? O, hvern hittirdu, keeri ungi
sveinn? Eg hitti ungt barn hja daudum hesti. Eg hitti hvitan
mann & génguferd med svartan hund. Eg hitti unga konu med
brennandi likama. Eg hitti unga stdlku sem faerdi mér
regnboga. Eg hitti mann sem var lostinn af ast. Eg hitti annan
mann sem var sar af hatri. Bratt verdur steypi, verdur steypi
... verdur steypiregn.

0, hvad tlardu nu ad gera, blaeygi sonur? O, hvad atlardu
nu ad gera, kaeri ungi sveinn? Eg aetla aftur af stad 4dur en
regnid tekur ad falla. Eg setla ad ganga lengst inn i myrkur hins
dimmasta skdgar par sem félkid er svo margt og hendur pess
tdmar, par sem eiturhoglin menga vatn pess, par sem heimilin
i dalnum og rakt skitugt fangelsid meetast, par sem andlit
bodulsins er avallt vel hulid, par sem hungrid er ljétt, par sem
sdlirnar eru gleymdar, par sem svart er eini liturinn, par sem
ekkert er eina talan. Og ég mun segja fra pvi, hugsa pad, tala
bad og anda pvi og endurvarpa pvi fra fjéllunum, svo ad allar
salir megi sja pad. Sidan stend ég 4 hafinu par til ég fer ad
sokkva. En ég mun pekkja sénginn minn til hlytar adur en ég
fer ad syngja hann. Bratt verdur steypi, verdur steypi ...
verdur steypiregn.



A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall
(af plotunni ,, The Freewheelin« Bob Dylan“)

Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son?

Oh, where have you been, my darling young one?

I've stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains,

I've walked and I've crawled on six crooked highways,

I've stepped in the middle of seven sad forests,

I've been out in front of a dozen dead oceans,

I've been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard,
And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, and it's a hard,
And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.

Oh, what did you see, my blue-eyed son?

Oh, what did you see, my darling young one?

| saw a newborn baby with wild wolves all around it

| saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it,

| saw a black branch with blood that kept drippin’,

| saw a room full of men with their hammers a-bleedin’,

| saw a white ladder all covered with water,

I saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were all broken,
I saw guns and sharp swords in the hands of young children,
And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard,

And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.

And what did you hear, my blue-eyed son?

And what did you hear, my darling young one?

| heard the sound of a thunder, it roared out a warnin',
Heard the roar of a wave that could drown the whole world,
Heard one hundred drummers whose hands were a-blazin',
Heard ten thousand whisperin' and nobody listenin',

Heard one person starve, | heard many people laughin’,
Heard the song of a poet who died in the gutter,

Heard the sound of a clown who cried in the alley,

And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard,

And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.
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Oh, who did you meet, my blue-eyed son?

Who did you meet, my darling young one?

| met a young child beside a dead pony,

| met a white man who walked a black dog,

I met a young woman whose body was burning,

| met a young girl, she gave me a rainbow,

| met one man who was wounded in love,

| met another man who was wounded with hatred,
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard,
It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.

Oh, what'll you do now, my blue-eyed son?

Oh, what'll you do now, my darling young one?

I'm a-goin' back out 'fore the rain starts a-fallin’,

I'll walk to the depths of the deepest black forest,

Where the people are many and their hands are all empty,
Where the pellets of poison are flooding their waters,
Where the home in the valley meets the damp dirty prison,
Where the executioner's face is always well hidden,
Where hunger is ugly, where souls are forgotten,

Where black is the color, where none is the number,

And I'll tell it and think it and speak it and breathe it,

And reflect it from the mountain so all souls can see it,
Then I'll stand on the ocean until | start sinkin’,

But I'll know my song well before | start singin',

And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard,

It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.
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Stulka ad nordan

Ef pua att leid um fegurdina fyrir nordan par sem vindarnir
blasa vid landamaerin mundu pa eftir ad skila kvedju til einnar
sem par 4 heima. Hun var eitt sinn min sanna ast.

Ef pu ferd par um pegar snjékornin lemjast, pegar arnar frjdsa
og sumri lykur gadu hvort hdn er i négu hlyrri dlpu til ad
verjast ylfrandi vindunum.

G4du fyrir mig hvort har hennar er slegid, hvort pad bylgist
nidur yfir brjéstin. Gadu fyrir mig hvort har hennar er slegid
pvi pannig man ég hana best.

Eg velti pvi fyrir mér hvort htin muni nokkud eftir mér. Oft hef
ég bedid pess i myrkri neeturinnar og birtu dagsins.

Svo ad ef pu att leid um fegurdina fyrir nor6an par sem
vindarnir bldsa vid landamaerin mundu eftir ad skila kvedju til
einnar sem par 4 heima. Hun var eitt sinn min sanna ast.

Girl From the North Country
(af plétunni , The Freewheelin” Bob Dylan*)

Well, if you're travelin' in the north country fair,
Where the winds hit heavy on the borderline,
Remember me to one who lives there.

She once was a true love of mine.

Well, if you go when the snowflakes storm,
When the rivers freeze and summer ends,
Please see if she's wearing a coat so warm,
To keep her from the howlin' winds.
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Please see for me if her hair hangs long,
If it rolls and flows all down her breast.
Please see for me if her hair hangs long,
That's the way | remember her best.

I'm a-wonderin' if she remembers me at all.
Many times I've often prayed

In the darkness of my night,

In the brightness of my day.

So if you're travelin' in the north country fair,
Where the winds hit heavy on the borderline,
Remember me to one who lives there.

She once was a true love of mine.
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Hugsadu pig ekki um, petta er allt i lagi

Pad er til einskis ad brjota heilann um hversvegna, ljufan, pad
skiptir heldur engu mali. Og pad er til einskis ad brjdta heilann
um hversvegna, ljufan, ef pu veist pad ekki nd pegar. begar
haninn pinn galar i dagrenningu littu pa Ut um gluggann og
sjadu ad ég er farinn. bin vegna held ég afram ferd minni.
Hugsadu pig ekki um, petta er allt i lagi.

pad er til einskis ad kveikja 4 ljosinu pinu, ljufan, ljésinu sem
ég kynntist aldrei. Og pad er til einskis ad kveikja & ljésinu
pinu, ljufan, ég er skuggamegin vid veginn. Samt vildi ég 6ska
ad pu gerdir eda segdir eitthvad til ad fa mig til ad skipta um
skodun og vera kyrr. Vid toludum svo sem ekki mikid saman,
svo ad hugsadu pig ekki um, petta er allt i lagi.

Pad er til einskis ad kalla nafnid mitt, ljufan, enda hefur pu
aldrei gert pad adur. Pad er til einskis ad kalla nafnid mitt,
ljufan, ég heyri ekki lengur til pin. A leid minni eftir veginum
hugsa ég og grufla - eitt sinn elskadi ég konu, barn ad pvi er
mér er sagt. Eg gaf henni hjarta mitt en hun vildi sal mina. En
hugsadu pig ekki um, petta er allt i lagi.

Eg geng eftir 1dngum, einmanalegum veginum, ljufan. Hvert
ég stefni get ég ekki sagt. En vertu szl er of gdd kvedja, ljufan,
svo ad ég segi bara bless. Eg segi ekki ad pu hafir komid illa
fram vid mig, pu hefdir getad gert betur en mér er alveg
sama, pu sdadir bara dyrmaetum tima minum. En hugsadu big
ekki um, petta er allt i lagi.
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Don’t Think Twice, It’s all Right
(af plotunni ,, The Freewheelin« Bob Dylan“)

It ain't no use to sit and wonder why, babe

It don't matter, anyhow

An' it ain't no use to sit and wonder why, babe
If you don't know by now

When your rooster crows at the break of dawn
Look out your window and I'll be gone

You're the reason I'm trav'lin' on

Don't think twice, it's all right

It ain't no use in turnin' on your light, babe

That light | never knowed

An' it ain't no use in turnin' on your light, babe

I'm on the dark side of the road

Still I wish there was somethin' you would do or say
To try and make me change my mind and stay

We never did too much talkin' anyway

So don't think twice, it's all right

It ain't no use in callin' out my name, gal

Like you never did before

It ain't no use in callin' out my name, gal

| can't hear you any more

I'm a-thinkin' and a-wond'rin' all the way down the road
| once loved a woman, a child I'm told

| give her my heart but she wanted my soul

But don't think twice, it's all right

I'm walkin' down that long, lonesome road, babe
Where I'm bound, | can't tell

But goodbye's too good a word, gal

So I'll just say fare thee well

| ain't sayin' you treated me unkind

You could have done better but | don't mind

You just kinda wasted my precious time

But don't think twice, it's all right.
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Einmanalegur dauddagi Hattie Carroll

William Zanzinger drap vesalings Hattie Carroll med gongustaf
sem hann sveifladi med demantskryddum baugfingri a finni
samkomu & hételi i Baltimore. Og l6greglumenn voru kalladir
til og vopnid tekid af honum & leid peirra med hann i geeslu-
vardhald 3 st6dinni. Og peir kaerdu William Zanzinger fyrir
mord ad yfirlogdu radi. En pid sem stundid heimspekilegar
hugleidingar um smanina og gagnrynid allan otta, takid
klatinn frd andlitinu. NU er ekki rétti timinn til ad grata.

William Zanzinger er adeins 24 ara gamall en 4 samt tdbaks-
bugard upp 4 600 ekrur og vellauduga foreldra sem sja honum
fyrir 6llu og vernda hann og hann hefur géd sambond i opin-
berum stjérnmalum Marylands. Hann brast vid 6dzedi sinu
med pvi ad yppta 6xlum, bdlva, glotta og fyla gron. Eftir orfaar
minatur gekk hann ut sem frjals madur eftir ad lausnarfé
hafdi verid greitt fyrir hann. En pid sem stundid heimspeki-
legar hugleidingar um smanina og gagnrynid allan 6tta, takid
klatinn frd andlitinu. NG er ekki rétti timinn til ad grata.

Hattie Carroll var vinnukona i eldhusinu. Han var 51 ars
goémul, médir 10 barna sem téku af bordinu og féru ut med
ruslid. Og hun hafdi aldrei svo mikid sem setid vid bordsenda
og taladi ekki einu sinni vid bordpjénustufélkid sem var ny-
buid ad hreinsa allan mat af bordinu og teema 6skubakkana a
allt annari haed. Han var drepin i einu vetfangi, slatrad med
gongustaf sem paut i gegnum loftid pvert yfir herbergid,
bodinn og buinn til ad eyda 6llu géfugu. Og hdn hafdi aldrei
gert William Zanzinger eitt eda neitt. En pid sem stundid
heimspekilegar hugleidingar um smanina og gagnrynid allan
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otta, takid klatinn fra andlitinu. NU er ekki rétti timinn til ad
grata.

[ haestvirtum démssal slé démarinn hamrinum i pult sitt til ad
syna ad allir veeru jafnir og démurinn réttlatur, ad ekki veeri
teygt og togad i strengi l6gbdkanna, ad jafnvel hinir tignu
fengju réttlata medferd, svo fremi verdir laganna hefdu elt pa
og nad peim, - armur laganna atti sér engin takmork. Hann
stardi 4 manninn sem drap 4n astaedu, sem hafdi adeins feng-
i0 pessa longun svo skyndilega, og hann taladi i gegnum
skikkjuna svo djupt og af dkvedni og felldi af myndugleik dém
sinn til framkvaemdar og eftirbreytni: William Zanzinger fékk
halfs ars dom. O, pid sem stundid heimspekilegar hugleidingar
um smanina og gagnrynid allan otta, setjid klatinn fyrir
andlitid pvi nu er rétti timinn til ad grata.

The Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll
(af plétunni ,, The Times They Are A-Changin”)

William Zanzinger killed poor Hattie Carroll

With a cane that he twirled around his diamond ring finger
At a Baltimore hotel society gath'rin’.

And the cops were called in and his weapon took from him
As they rode him in custody down to the station

And booked William Zanzinger for first-degree murder.
But you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears,
Take the rag away from your face.

Now ain't the time for your tears.
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William Zanzinger, who at twenty-four years

Owns a tobacco farm of six hundred acres

With rich wealthy parents who provide and protect him

And high office relations in the politics of Maryland,

Reacted to his deed with a shrug of his shoulders

And swear words and sneering, and his tongue it was snarling,
In a matter of minutes on bail was out walking.

But you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears,

Take the rag away from your face.

Now ain't the time for your tears.

Hattie Carroll was a maid of the kitchen.

She was fifty-one years old and gave birth to ten children
Who carried the dishes and took out the garbage

And never sat once at the head of the table

And didn't even talk to the people at the table

Who just cleaned up all the food from the table

And emptied the ashtrays on a whole other level,

Got killed by a blow, lay slain by a cane

That sailed through the air and came down through the room,
Doomed and determined to destroy all the gentle.

And she never done nothing to William Zanzinger.

But you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears,
Take the rag away from your face.

Now ain't the time for your tears.

In the courtroom of honor, the judge pounded his gavel

To show that all's equal and that the courts are on the level
And that the strings in the books ain't pulled and persuaded
And that even the nobles get properly handled

Once that the cops have chased after and caught 'em

And that the ladder of law has no top and no bottom,
Stared at the person who killed for no reason

Who just happened to be feelin' that way without warnin'.
And he spoke through his cloak, most deep and distinguished,
And handed out strongly, for penalty and repentance,
William Zanzinger with a six-month sentence.

Oh, but you who philosophize disgrace and criticize all fears,
Bury the rag deep in your face

For now's the time for your tears.
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Timarnir breytast

Safnist saman, gott folk, hvar sem pid erud & flakki, og vidur-
kennid ad votnin umhverfis ykkur hafa vaxid. Saettid ykkur vid
ad bratt verdid pid holdvot. Sé avi ykkar pess virdi ad bjarga
henni, settud pid ad leggjast til sunds, annars sokkvid pid eins
og steinar pvi ad timarnir breytast.

Komid rithdfundar og gagnrynendur sem spaid med pennum
ykkar. Haldid augunum galopnum, tekifeerid gefst ekki aftur.
Takid ekki of fljott til mals, pvi ad hjélid snyst enn og enginn
veit & hvers nafni pad lendir. beir sem tapa nina munu sigra
sidar pvi ad timarnir breytast.

Komid, 6ldungadeildarmenn, pingmenn, sinnid kallinu. Stand-
i0 ekki i dyrageettinni, fyllid ekki gangana. Sa sem meidist
verdur sa sem hindrar. Pad er bardagi uti og hann geysar enn.
Bratt mun hann hrista glugga ykkar og veggi pvi ad timarnir
breytast.

Komid, maedur og fedur alls stadar ad. Gagnrynid ekki pad
sem pid getid ekki skilid. Synir ykkar og deetur taka ekki lengur
vid skipunum ykkar. Gamla brautin ykkar eldist hratt. Farid ut
af nyju brautunum nema pid getid rétt hjalparhond pvi ad
timarnir breytast.

Komid er ad lokum, bélvunin skollin 4. Sa sem er haegfara nu
verdur hradfara sidar, rétt eins og nutidin nu verdur sidar ad
fortid. Reglan er & hr6du undanhaldi og peir fyrstu nu verda
sidastir sidar pvi ad timarnir breytast.
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The Times They Are A-Changin«
(af plétunni ,, The Times They Are A-Changin«“)

Come gather 'round people
Wherever you roam

And admit that the waters
Around you have grown

And accept it that soon

You'll be drenched to the bone.
If your time to you

Is worth savin'

Then you better start swimmin'
Or you'll sink like a stone

For the times they are a-changin'.

Come writers and critics

Who prophesize with your pen
And keep your eyes wide

The chance won't come again
And don't speak too soon

For the wheel's still in spin
And there's no tellin' who
That it's namin'.

For the loser now

Will be later to win

For the times they are a-changin'.

Come senators, congressmen
Please heed the call

Don't stand in the doorway
Don't block up the hall

For he that gets hurt

Will be he who has stalled
There's a battle outside

And it is ragin'.

It'll soon shake your windows
And rattle your walls

For the times they are a-changin'.
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Come mothers and fathers
Throughout the land

And don't criticize

What you can't understand
Your sons and your daughters
Are beyond your command
Your old road is

Rapidly agin'.

Please get out of the new one
If you can't lend your hand
For the times they are a-changin'.

The line it is drawn
The curse it is cast
The slow one now
Will later be fast

As the present now
Will later be past

The order is

Rapidly fadin'.

And the first one now
Will later be last

For the times they are a-changin'.
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Stigvél ar spaensku ledri

O, nu sigli ég burtu, min eina sanna &st. Eg sigli burt i fyrra-
malid. Er eitthvad sem ég get sent pér handan hafsins? padan
sem ég lendi?

Nei, pad er ekkert sem pu getur sent mér, min eina sanna ast,
pbad er ekkert sem mig langar til ad eiga. Flyttu sjalfan pig
adeins dskemmdan til baka handan einmanalegs hafsins.

0, ég hélt ad pig kynni ad langa i eitthvad fallegt, gert af silfri
eda gulli, annadhvort ur fjéllum Madridar eda af strond Barce-
[6nu.

0, aetti ég stjérnur dimmustu natta og demanta djupasta sjav-
ar mundi ég gefa pa alla i skiptum fyrir seetan koss pinn, pvi
pad er allt sem mig langar til ad eiga.

Kannski verd ég lengi i burtu svo ad allt sem ég spyr pig um er
petta: Er eitthvad sem ég get sent pér til ad minna pig & mig,
til ad létta pér stundina?

0, hvernig geturdu, hvernig geturdu spurt mig aftur? pad faer-
ir mér adeins sorg. Pad sama og ég prai fra pér i dag, prai ég
aftur @ morgun.

Eg fékk bréf einn einmanalegan dag. bad kom fra skipinu sem

hin sigldi med. | pvi segir: Eg veit ekki hvenzer ég kem aftur.
pad veltur a pvi hvernig mér lidur.
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Jeeja, astin min, ef pu verdur ad hugsa pannig, veit ég ad
hugur pinn er a reiki, veit ad hjarta pitt er ekki hja mér, heldur
landinu sem pu stefnir til.

Gefdu pvi gaum, gefdu gaum ad vestanvindinum, gefdu gaum
ad évedrinu. Og raunar er eitt sem pu gaetir sent mér, spaensk
stigvél ar spaensku ledri.

Boots of Spanish Leather
(af plotunni ,, The Times They Are A-Changin”“)

Oh, I'm sailin' away my own true love,

I'm sailin' away in the morning.

Is there something | can send you from across the sea,
From the place that I'll be landing?

No, there's nothin' you can send me, my own true love,
There's nothin' | wish to be ownin'.

Just carry yourself back to me unspoiled,

From across that lonesome ocean.

Oh, but | just thought you might want something fine
Made of silver or of golden,

Either from the mountains of Madrid

Or from the coast of Barcelona.

Oh, but if | had the stars from the darkest night
And the diamonds from the deepest ocean,

I'd forsake them all for your sweet kiss,

For that's all I'm wishin' to be ownin'.

That | might be gone a long time

And it's only that I'm askin',

Is there something | can send you to remember me by,
To make your time more easy passin'.
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Oh, how can, how can you ask me again,
It only brings me sorrow.

The same thing | want from you today,

| would want again tomorrow.

| got a letter on a lonesome day,

It was from her ship a-sailin’,

Saying | don't know when I'll be comin' back again,
It depends on how I'm a-feelin'.

Well, if you, my love, must think that-a-way,
I'm sure your mind is roamin'.

I'm sure your heart is not with me,

But with the country to where you're goin'.

So take heed, take heed of the western wind,

Take heed of the stormy weather.

And yes, there's something you can send back to me,
Spanish boots of Spanish leather.
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Eirdarlaus kvedja

0, allir pessir peningar sem ég séadi allt mitt lif, hvort sem ég
fékk pa med réttu eda rongu. Eg lét pa renna um greipar vina
minna til ad hnyta saman timann med handafli. En floskurnar
eru témar, vid hofum teemt peer allar. Og bordid er fullt og of-
hladid og 4 skiltinu & horninu segir ad komid sé ad lokunar-
tima. Eg kved pvi og held 4fram veginn.

0, sérhver stulka sem ég hef snert, ég gerdi pad ekki til ad
skada hana. Og sérhver stulka sem ég hef sart, ég gerdi pad
ekki af dsettu rddi. En svo ad vid skiljumst sem vinir og baetum
fyrir allt parftu pinn tima og verdur eftir. Og par sem feetur
minir hlaupa og beinast brott fra fortidinni, kved ég og held
EHETNJETTER

0, sérhver dvinur sem ég st6d frammi fyrir, malstadurinn var
par adur en vid birtumst. Og fyrir sérhvern malstad sem ég
bardist fyrir, bardist ég an idrunar eda skammar. En myrkrid
deyr pegar tjoldin eru dregin fra og augu einhverra hljéta ad
maeta dagrenningunni. Og ef ég sé dagsljésid neydist ég ad-
eins til ad dvelja lengur, svo ad ég kved um nétt og fer.

0, sérhver hugsun sem hefur bundid hndt i huga mér, ég yrdi
gedveikur ef ekki maetti leysa hann. En pad er ekki til ad geta
stadid nakinn fyrir dvitandi augum. Fyrir mig og vini mina eru
sdégur minar sungnar. En timinn er ekki har i loftinu. Samt
reidum vid okkur a timann og ordin eru ekki eign neins sér-
staks vinar. Og pétt linan sé rofin, eru pad engin endalok alls.
Eg kved adeins par til vid hittumst aftur.
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0, folsk klukka reynir ad tifa burt tima minn til ad smana mig,
rugla og angra. Og skitur slidursins feykist i andlit mér og
rykagnir ordrémsins hylja mig. En sé orin bein og oddurinn
hvass, getur hann komist i gegnum rykid, sama hve pykkt pad
er. Svo ad ég tek afst6du og held afram ad vera ég sjalfur,
kved og leet mér standa a sama.

Restless Farewell
(af plotunni ,, The Times They Are A-Changin”“)

Oh all the money that in my whole life | did spend,
Be it mine right or wrongfully,

| let it slip gladly past the hands of my friends

To tie up the time most forcefully.

But the bottles are done,

We've killed each one

And the table's full and overflowed.

And the corner sign

Says it's closing time,

So I'll bid farewell and be down the road.

Oh ev'ry girl that ever I've touched,

I did not do it harmfully.

And ev'ry girl that ever I've hurt,

| did not do it knowin'ly.

But to remain as friends and make amends
You need the time and stay behind.

And since my feet are now fast

And point away from the past,

I'll bid farewell and be down the line.
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Oh ev'ry foe that ever | faced,

The cause was there before we came.

And ev'ry cause that ever | fought,

| fought it full without regret or shame.

But the dark does die

As the curtain is drawn and somebody's eyes
Must meet the dawn.

And if | see the day

I'd only have to stay,

So I'll bid farewell in the night and be gone.

Oh, ev'ry thought that's strung a knot in my mind,
| might go insane if it couldn't be sprung.

But it's not to stand naked under unknowin' eyes,
It's for myself and my friends my stories are sung.
But the time ain't tall,

Yet on time you depend and no word is possessed
By no special friend.

And though the line is cut,

It ain't quite the end,

I'll just bid farewell till we meet again.

Oh a false clock tries to tick out my time

To disgrace, distract, and bother me.

And the dirt of gossip blows into my face,

And the dust of rumors covers me.

But if the arrow is straight

And the point is slick,

It can pierce through dust no matter how thick.
So I'll make my stand

And remain as | am

And bid farewell and not give a damn.
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Pad er ekki ég, ljufan

Fardu burt fra glugganum minum, fardu a peim hrada sem pu
kyst. Eg er ekki sa sem pu vilt, ljufan, ég er ekki sa sem pu
parft. PU segist vera ad leita ad einhverjum sem er aldrei
veikur, alltaf sterkur, til ad vernda pig og verja hvort sem pu
hafir & réttu ad standa eda rongu, manni til ad opna pér allar
dyr. En pad er ekki ég, ljufan. Nei, nei, nei, pad er ekki ég,
ljufan. ba ert ekki ad leita ad mér, ljufan.

Gakktu létt fra syllunni, ljufan, gakktu létt & jordinni. Eg er ekki
sa sem pu vilt, ljufan, ég mun adeins bregdast pér. bu segist
vera ad leita ad einhverjum sem lofi ad yfirgefa pig aldrei,
manni sem vilji loka augum sinum fyrir pig, manni sem vilji
loka hjarta sinu, manni sem vilji deyja fyrir pig og jafnvel
meira. En pad er ekki ég, ljufan. Nei, nei, nei, pad er ekki ég,
ljufan. pu ert ekki ad leita ad mér, ljufan.

Hverfdu aftur inn i néttina, ljufan. Allt hér inni er gert ur
steini. Ekkert baerist hér inni. Og auk pess er ég ekki einn. bu
segist vera ad leita ad einhverjum, sem muni reisa pig a faetur
i hvert sinn sem pu hrasir, manni sem tini stédugt blém og
hlydi hverju pinu kalli. Mann sem sé lifstidarelskhugi pinn og
ekkert annad. En pad er ekki ég, ljufan. Nei, nei, nei, pad er
ekki ég, ljufan. bu ert ekki ad leita ad mér, ljufan.
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It Ain«t Me Babe
(af plétunni ,,Another Side of Bob Dylan“)

Go 'way from my window,

Leave at your own chosen speed.
I'm not the one you want, babe,
I'm not the one you need.

You say you're lookin' for someone
Never weak but always strong,

To protect you an' defend you
Whether you are right or wrong,
Someone to open each and every door,
But it ain't me, babe,

No, no, no, it ain't me, babe,

It ain't me you're lookin' for, babe.

Go lightly from the ledge, babe,
Go lightly on the ground.

I'm not the one you want, babe,

| will only let you down.

You say you're lookin' for someone
Who will promise never to part,
Someone to close his eyes for you,
Someone to close his heart,
Someone who will die for you an' more,
But it ain't me, babe,

No, no, no, it ain't me, babe,

It ain't me you're lookin' for, babe.

Go melt back into the night, babe,
Everything inside is made of stone.
There's nothing in here moving

An' anyway I'm not alone.

You say you're looking for someone
Who'll pick you up each time you fall,
To gather flowers constantly

An' to come each time you call,

A lover for your life an' nothing more,
But it ain't me, babe,

No, no, no, it ain't me, babe,

It ain't me you're lookin' for, babe.
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Ballada i D-moll

Eg elskadi eitt sinn stdlku, hérund hennar var sem brons. Med
sakleysi lambsins var hun vidkveem eins og hindarkalfur. Eg
bidladi til hennar stoltur en na er han farin, farin eins og ars-
tidin sem hun tok med sér.

[ vorgolu hreif ég hana burt fra médur sinni og systur, pé
héldu paer sig ndleegt. Allar pjadust paer vegna mistaka aevi
sinnar. Med strengjum sektar sinnar reyndu paer af alefli ad
leidbeina okkur.

Eg elskadi hina yngri tveggja systra. Skyn hennar var naemt,
han var su peirra sem var skapandi. bar sem hun var stédugur
bléraboggul var audvelt ad skada hana med afbrydi annarra i
kringum sig.

Fyrir snikjusystur hennar bar ég enga virdingu. Hun var fjétrud
af eigin leidindum, eigin metnadi til ad vernda. Oteljandi synir
hinnar spegladi hin sem hakju fyrir sinar eigin uppakomur og
umhverfi.

Eg hef enga afsokun fyrir pvi sem ég gerdi. Breytingarnar sem
ég gekk i gegnum er ekki einu sinni haegt ad nota til ad afsaka
lygarnar sem ég bar a bord i peirri von ad missa hana ekki,
hana sem hefdi getad ordid draumadstmey allrar aevi minnar.

Omedvitad hélt ég i hendi mér stérkostlegum gimsteini pott

kjarni hans veeri skordottur og veitti pvi ekki athygli ad ég var
horfinn inn i synd falsks 6ryggis astarinnar.
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Ppannig barst ég fra Gtlinum reidinnar til tilbdins fridar, tdm-
legra svara, radda sem pdgdu par til ad vid mér blostu fra leg-
steinum skadans engar spurningar, heldur: Ja, en hvad er pad,
hvad er pad sem er i dlagi?

Og bannig gerdist pad eins og sja hefdi matt fyrir, timalaus
sprenging drauma imyndunaraflsins. A hatindi naeturinnar
hrundu bzedi kdngur og drottning og leystust upp til agna.

Vesalings stulkan! hréopadi systir hennar. Lattu hana i fridi. Til
fjandans med pig, fardu ut! Og ég sneri mér ad henni i fullum
herkleedum og negldi hana fasta vid rustir smeedar hennar.

Undir nakinni ljésaperu molnadi gifsid, systir hennar og ég i
Oskrandi bardaga. Og hun & milli, férnarlamb 6hljédanna.
Bratt nidurbrotin sem barn undir skuggum.

Allt er buid, allt er buid, vidurkenndu pad, taktu flugid, stundi
ég tvisvar og tvisvar sinnum pad. Tarin blindudu mig. Hugur
minn var limlestur, ég hljop Ut i néttina og skildi eftir mig 6sku
astarinnar.

Vindurinn lemur glugga minn, herbergié er rakt. Afsékunar-
ordin hef ég ekki fundid enn. Eg hugsa oft til hennar og vona,
ad hver sa sem hefur hitt hana geri sér fulla grein fyrir pvi hve
dyrmeet han er.

J3, en fangelsisfélagar minir spyrja: Hversu gott, hversu gott

finnst pér ad vera frjals? Og ég svara peim a dulidugan hatt:
Eru fuglarnir frjdlsir fra hlekkjum himinsbrauta?
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Ballad in Plain D
(af plétunni ,Another Side of Bob Dylan*)

| once loved a girl, her skin it was bronze.

With the innocence of a lamb, she was gentle like a fawn.
| courted her proudly but now she is gone,

Gone as the season she's taken.

Through young summer's breeze, | stole her away

From her mother and sister, though close did they stay.
Each one of them suffering from the failures of their day,
With strings of guilt they tried hard to guide us.

Of the two sisters, | loved the young.

With sensitive instincts, she was the creative one.
The constant scapegoat, she was easily undone
By the jealousy of others around her.

For her parasite sister, | had no respect,
Bound by her boredom, her pride to protect.
Countless visions of the other she'd reflect
As a crutch for her scenes and her society.

Myself, for what | did, | cannot be excused,

The changes | was going through can't even be used,
For the lies that | told her in hopes not to lose

The could-be dream-lover of my lifetime.

With unknown consciousness, | possessed in my grip

A magnificent mantelpiece, though its heart being chipped,
Noticing not that I'd already slipped

To a sin of love's false security.

From silhouetted anger to manufactured peace,

Answers of emptiness, voice vacancies,

Till the tombstones of damage read me no questions but, "Please,
What's wrong and what's exactly the matter?"
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And so it did happen like it could have been foreseen,
The timeless explosion of fantasy's dream.

At the peak of the night, the king and the queen
Tumbled all down into pieces.

"The tragic figure!" her sister did shout,
"Leave her alone, God damn you, get out!"
And | in my armor, turning about

And nailing her to the ruins of her pettiness.

Beneath a bare light bulb the plaster did pound
Her sister and | in a screaming battleground.
And she in between, the victim of sound,

Soon shattered as a child 'neath her shadows.

Allis gone, all is gone, admit it, take flight.

| gagged twice, doubled, tears blinding my sight.
My mind it was mangled, | ran into the night
Leaving all of love's ashes behind me.

The wind knocks my window, the room it is wet.
The words to say I'm sorry, | haven't found yet.

| think of her often and hope whoever she's met
Will be fully aware of how precious she is.

Ah, my friends from the prison, they ask unto me,
"How good, how good does it feel to be free?"
And | answer them most mysteriously,

"Are birds free from the chains of the skyway?"
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Nedanjardarheimprarljéd

Johnny er i kjallaranum ad blanda medalid. Eg er uppi & gang-
stétt ad hugsa um rikisstjérnina. Madurinn i rykfrakka, skjold-
urinn ut, til synis. Segist vera med vont kvef, vill lata muta sér.
Gaettu pin, drengur, pad var eitthvad sem pu gerdir, Gud veit
hvenzr, en pu ert enn ad gera pad. Flydu heldur i skjoli
husasunda og leitadu nyrra vina. Madurinn med bjarnar-
skinnshattinn i storu stiunni vill fa ellefu dollarasedla. bu att
bara tiu.

Maggie kemur snarfeett med andlitid fullt af svortu séti, segir
ad hitinn kveiki plontur i riminu. Siminn er hleradur hvort
sem er. Maggie segir ad margir segi ad pau hljéti ad blémstra i
byrjun mai. Fyrirmeeli frd umdaemissakséknaranum: Geettu
bin, drengur, pad skiptir ekki mali hvad pu gerdir. Gakktu a
tdnum. Reyndu ekki pad sem ekki ma. Haltu pig burtu fra
peim sem halda & slokkvislongu. Haltu nefinu hreinu. Sjadu
pessi einfoldu klaedi. Pad parf engan vedurfraeding til ad finna
hvadan vindurinn blaes.

Vertu veikur, vertu hress, hangsadu vid blekbyttu. Hringdu
bjollu, erfitt ad segja hvort eitthvad seljist. Reyndu til prautar,
lattu fangelsa pig, komdu aftur, skrifadu blindraletur, fardu i
steininn, stingdu af fra tryggingunni. Fardu i herinn ef pér
mistekst. Gaettu pin, drengur, pu verdur skotinn. En notendur,
svindlarar, margfaldir taparar hangsa fyrir utan leikhusin.
Stulka vid hringiduna leitar sér ad nyjum bjana. Fylgdu ekki
foringjum. Fylgstu med stodumaelum.
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Leyfou pér ad faedast, vera hlytt. Fadur pér stuttbuxur, astar-
aevintyri, leerdu ad dansa. Klaeddu pig, lattu blessa pig, reyndu
ad sla i gegn. béknastu henni, pdknastu honum, keyptu gjafir.
Pu skalt ekki stela eda hnupla. Eftir 20 ara skélagongu setja
peir pig 4 dagvakt. Geettu pin, drengur, peir halda pvi 6llu
leyndu. Stokktu heldur nidur i mannhol, kveiktu a kerti. Not-
adu ekki sandala, reyndu ad fordast hneykslin. Viljirdu ekki
verda roéni, skaltu heldur tyggja tyggjo. Daelan virkar ekki, pvi
ad skemmdarvargarnir téku handfongin.

Subterranean Homesick Blues
(af plotunni ,,Bringing It All Back Home*“)

Johnny's in the basement
Mixing up the medicine

I'm on the pavement

Thinking about the government
The man in the trench coat
Badge out, laid off

Says he's got a bad cough
Wants to get it paid off

Look out kid

It's somethin' you did

God knows when

But you're doin' it again

You better duck down the alley way
Lookin' for a new friend

The man in the coon-skin cap
In the big pen

Wants eleven dollar bills

You only got ten
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Maggie comes fleet foot

Face full of black soot

Talkin' that the heat put

Plants in the bed but

The phone's tapped anyway
Maggie says that many say
They must bust in early May
Orders from the D. A.

Look out kid

Don't matter what you did
Walk on your tip toes

Don't try "No Doz"

Better stay away from those
That carry around a fire hose
Keep a clean nose

Watch the plain clothes

You don't need a weather man
To know which way the wind blows

Get sick, get well

Hang around a ink well
Ring bell, hard to tell

If anything is goin' to sell
Try hard, get barred

Get back, write braille

Get jailed, jump bail

Join the army, if you fail
Look out kid

You're gonna get hit

But users, cheaters
Six-time losers

Hang around the theaters
Girl by the whirlpool
Lookin' for a new fool
Don't follow leaders
Watch the parkin' meters
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Ah get born, keep warm

Short pants, romance, learn to dance
Get dressed, get blessed

Try to be a success

Please her, please him, buy gifts
Don't steal, don't lift

Twenty years of schoolin'

And they put you on the day shift
Look out kid

They keep it all hid

Better jump down a manhole

Light yourself a candle

Don't wear sandals

Try to avoid the scandals

Don't wanna be a bum

You better chew gum

The pump don't work

'Cause the vandals took the handles.
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Hr. tambdrinuleikari

Sall, hr. tambdurinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. Eg er ekki syfjadur
og get ekkert farid. Szell, hr. tamburinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. |
myrrakyrrafyrramalid zetla ég ad fylgja pér.

Samt veit ég ad heimsveldi kvoldsins hefur aftur breyst i sand
og horfid milli fingra mér, skilid mig hér eftir standandi i
blindni en sofna ekki. breytan kemur mér a dévart, feetur minir
eru markadir. Eg parf engan ad hitta og gamalt, autt straetid
er of dautt til ad lata sig dreyma par.

Sall, hr. tamburinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. Eg er ekki syfjadur
og get ekkert farid. Szell, hr. tamburinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. |
myrrakyrrafyrramalid setla ég ad fylgja pér.

Taktu mig med i ferd & idandi tofraskipinu pinu. Skynfaeri min
eru tdm og hendurnar finna ekkert grip. Taernar eru of dofnar
til ad dansa og bida pess eins ad stigvélahaelarnir gangi afram.
Eg er ferdbuinn hvert sem er, ég er tilbuinn til ad hverfa inn i
mina eigin skradgongu. Stradu dansgdldrum pinum yfir mig,
ég lofa ad gangast undir pa.

Sall, hr. tambdurinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. Eg er ekki syfjadur
og get ekkert farid. Szell, hr. tamburinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. |
myrrakyrrafyrramalid eetla ég ad fylgja pér.

P6 pu heyrir gedveikislegan hlatur, snuning, sveiflu upp yfir
sélina er henni ekki beint ad neinum sérstékum. Hun sleppur
bara ut a flottanum. Og fyrir utan skyin eru engar hindranir i
vegi. Og ef pu heyrir 6ljés merki um skoppandi fjorugt lag i
tamburinunni pinni er pad adeins totralegur tradur ad baki.
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Eg mundi ekki gefa pvi neinar gaetur, pad er adeins skugginn
sem pu sérd hann eltast vid.

Sall, hr. tamburinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. Eg er ekki syfjadur
og get ekkert farid..Szell, hr. tamburinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. |
myrrakyrrafyrramalid zetla ég ad fylgja pér.

Lattu mig sidan hverfa med pér i gegnum reykhringi huga
mins, nidur pokukenndar ruastir timans, langt fram hja frosn-
um laufunum, hundelt, éttaslegin trén, ut til storma strandar-
innar, langt i burtu frd sndnum greipum gedveikrar sorgar.
Samt dansa ég undir demantaskyjum og veifa frjalslega med
annarri hendi, utlinurnar ber vid hafid umgirt af sirkussandi
med allar minningarnar og 6rlégin kaffaerd djapt undir 6ldun-
um. Leyfdu mér ad gleyma deginum i dag til morguns.

Sall, hr. tambdurinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. Eg er ekki syfjadur
og get ekkert farid. Szell, hr. tamburinuleikari, leiktu mér lag. |
myrrakyrrafyrramalid eetla ég ad fylgja pér.

Mr. Tambourine Man
(af plétunni ,,Bringing It All Back Home*)

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,
I'm not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to.
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin' you.

Though | know that evenin's empire has returned into sand,
Vanished from my hand,

Left me blindly here to stand but still not sleeping.

My weariness amazes me, I'm branded on my feet,

| have no one to meet

And the ancient empty street's too dead for dreaming.
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Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,
I'm not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to.
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin' you.

Take me on a trip upon your magic swirlin' ship,

My senses have been stripped, my hands can't feel to grip,
My toes too numb to step, wait only for my boot heels

To be wanderin'.

I'm ready to go anywhere, I'm ready for to fade

Into my own parade, cast your dancing spell my way,

| promise to go under it.

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,
I'm not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to.
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin' you.

Though you might hear laughin', spinnin’, swingin' madly across
the sun,

It's not aimed at anyone, it's just escapin' on the run

And but for the sky there are no fences facin'.

And if you hear vague traces of skippin' reels of rhyme

To your tambourine in time, it's just a ragged clown behind,

| wouldn't pay it any mind, it's just a shadow you're

Seein' that he's chasing.

Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,
I'm not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to.
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin' you.

Then take me disappearin' through the smoke rings of my mind,

Down the foggy ruins of time, far past the frozen leaves,

The haunted, frightened trees, out to the windy beach,

Far from the twisted reach of crazy sorrow.

Yes, to dance beneath the diamond sky with one hand waving
free,

Silhouetted by the sea, circled by the circus sands,

With all memory and fate driven deep beneath the waves,

Let me forget about today until tomorrow.
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Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,
I'm not sleepy and there is no place I'm going to.
Hey! Mr. Tambourine Man, play a song for me,

In the jingle jangle morning I'll come followin' you.
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pvi er 6llu lokid, ljafan madda

NU verdur pu ad fara, taktu med pér pad sem pu parfnast og
heldur ad endist. En pvi sem pu vilt halda, zettirdu ad halda
fast. barna hinum megin stendur munadarleysinginn pinn
med byssu, dskrar eins og eldur sélar. Passadu pig, dyrling-
arnir eru ad komast i gegn og pvi er 6llu lokid, ljifan maedda.

pjédvegurinn er fyrir fjarheettuspilara, notadu heldur skyn-
semina. Taktu heldur pad sem ad pér hefur safnast fyrir til-
viljun. Témhenti malarinn af streetunum pinum er ad teikna
geggjud mynstur 4 bl6din pin. Og pessi himinn lykst yfir pér,
og pvi er 6llu lokid.

Allir sjéveiku sjomennirnir pinir réa nd heim 3 leid og hrein-
dyraherirnir pinir eru lika 3@ heimleid. Elskhuginn sem nylega
yfirgaf pig tok med sér abreidurnar sinar af golfinu pinu.
Teppid bifast lika undir fotum pér og pvi er 6llu lokid, ljufan
madda.

Skildu gangsteinana eftir, eitthvad kallar pig til sin. Gleymdu
peim daudu sem eru ad baki, peir munu ekki fylgja pér. Flakk-
arinn sem hamast @ dyrunum hja pér stendur parna i fétunum
sem pu attir eitt sinn. Kveiktu & annarri eldspytu, byrjadu &
nyjan leik, pvi er 6llu lokid, ljufan meaedda.
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It«s All Over Now, Baby Blue
(af pl6tunni ,Bringing It All Back Home*)

You must leave now, take what you need, you think will last.
But whatever you wish to keep, you better grab it fast.
Yonder stands your orphan with his gun,

Crying like a fire in the sun.

Look out the saints are comin' through

And it's all over now, Baby Blue.

The highway is for gamblers, better use your sense.
Take what you have gathered from coincidence.
The empty-handed painter from your streets

Is drawing crazy patterns on your sheets.

This sky, too, is folding under you

And it's all over now, Baby Blue.

All your seasick sailors, they are rowing home.
All your reindeer armies, are all going home.
The lover who just walked out your door

Has taken all his blankets from the floor.

The carpet, too, is moving under you

And it's all over now, Baby Blue.

Leave your stepping stones behind, something calls for you.
Forget the dead you've left, they will not follow you.

The vagabond who's rapping at your door

Is standing in the clothes that you once wore.

Strike another match, go start anew

And it's all over now, Baby Blue.

43



Eins og veltandi grjot

Eitt sinn klaeddist pu svo finum fétum. begar pu varst i bléma
varstu vanur ad kasta skildingi til ronans, ekki satt? Folk
kalladi til pin: Gaettu pin, bruda, pu att eftir ad luta lagt. bu
hélst ad félkid veeri allt ad strida pér. bu hlést upphatt ad
Ollum sem pveeldust um. NG talardu ekki jafn hatt, nd ertu
ekki eins hreykin af ad purfa ad nurla saman fyrir hverri mal-
tid.

Hvernig finnst pér, hvernig finnst pér ad eiga hvergi heima,
vera eins og framandi gestur, eins og veltandi grjét?

PU hefur svo sem gengid i bestu skélana, ungfri Einsemd, en
pu veist ad par leerdirdu adeins ad drekka. Og enginn hefur
kennt pér hvernig & ad lifa af a gétunni. NU skilurdu ad pu
verdur ad venjast pvi. PuU sagdist aldrei mundu saetta big til
malamynda vid dularfullan rénann. En nu skilurdu ad hann er
ekki ad selja fjarvistarsannanir pegar pu starir i augu honum
og spyrd hann: Eigum vid ad semja?

Hvernig finnst pér, hvernig finnst pér ad vera upp 3 sjalfa pig

komin og eiga enga stefnu heim, vera eins og framandi gestur,
eins og veltandi grjot?
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PU snerir pér aldrei vid til ad sja yglibrdnina & téframénnum
og trddum sem stilltu sér upp og syndu pér brégd sin. bu
skildir aldrei ad pad er til einskis, pu att aldrei ad lata annad
folk a4 sporkin sem pér eru aetlud. bu varst von ad spdka pig a
krémhesti med dipldmatanum pinum sem var med Siamskott
a oxlinni. Er ekki erfitt ad uppgotva ad hann var eitthvad allt
annad, pegar hann hann var budinn ad stela af pér 6llu sem
hond a festi?

Hvernig finnst pér, hvernig finnst pér ad vera upp 3 sjalfa pig
komin og eiga enga stefnu heim, vera eins og framandi gestur,
eins og veltandi grjot?

Prinsessan i turninum og allt petta fallega félk, nu drekkur pad
og hugsar med sér ad allt petta hafi pvi tekist. bad skiptist &
dyrmaetum gjofum en pu eettir heldur ad lyfta demantshring
pinum, pu zettir ad setja hann i pant, ljufan. b hafdir alltaf
svo gaman af ad sja keisarann i kotungsklaedum og hlusta 3
malid sem hann taladi. Gakktu nu til hans, hann kallar & pig,
pu getur ekki neitad. beir sem ekkert eiga, hafa engu ad tapa.
Nuna ertu ésynileg, pu att engin leyndarmal til ad fela.

Hvernig finnst pér, hvernig finnst pér ad vera upp a sjalfa pig

komin og eiga enga stefnu heim, vera eins og framandi gestur,
eins og veltandi grjot?
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Like a Rolling Stone
(af plétunni "Highway 61 Revisited")

Once upon a time you dressed so fine

You threw the bums a dime in your prime, didn't you?
People'd call, say, "Beware doll, you're bound to fall"
You thought they were all kiddin' you

You used to laugh about

Everybody that was hangin' out

Now you don't talk so loud

Now you don't seem so proud

About having to be scrounging for your next meal.

How does it feel

How does it feel

To be without a home
Like a complete unknown
Like a rolling stone?

You've gone to the finest school all right, Miss Lonely

But you know you only used to get juiced in it

And nobody has ever taught you how to live on the street
And now you find out you're gonna have to get used to it
You said you'd never compromise

With the mystery tramp, but now you realize

He's not selling any alibis

As you stare into the vacuum of his eyes

And ask him do you want to make a deal?

How does it feel

How does it feel

To be on your own

With no direction home
Like a complete unknown
Like a rolling stone?

You never turned around to see the frowns on the jugglers and
the clowns

When they all come down and did tricks for you

You never understood that it ain't no good

You shouldn't let other people get your kicks for you
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You used to ride on the chrome horse with your diplomat
Who carried on his shoulder a Siamese cat

Ain't it hard when you discover that

He really wasn't where it's at

After he took from you everything he could steal.

How does it feel

How does it feel

To be on your own

With no direction home
Like a complete unknown
Like a rolling stone?

Princess on the steeple and all the pretty people

They're drinkin', thinkin' that they got it made

Exchanging all kinds of precious gifts and things

But you'd better lift your diamond ring, you'd better pawn it babe
You used to be so amused

At Napoleon in rags and the language that he used

Go to him now, he calls you, you can't refuse

When you got nothing, you got nothing to lose

You're invisible now, you got no secrets to conceal.

How does it feel

How does it feel

To be on your own

With no direction home
Like a complete unknown
Like a rolling stone?
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Kona i rigningu nr. 12 og 35

J3a, peir gryta pig pegar pig langar ad vera svo god, peir gryta
big eins og peir sogdust xtla ad gera, peir gryta pig pegar pu
tlar ad reyna ad komast heim og svo gryta peir pig pegar pu
ert alein. En mér mundi ekki finnast ég vera svo ein, allir verda
ad detta i pad.

J3, peir gryta pig pegar pu gengur eftir gétunni, peir gryta pig
pbegar pu reynir ad halda satinu, peir gryta pig pegar pu
gengur um golf og peir gryta pig pegar pu ferd til dyra. En mér
mundi ekki finnast ég vera svo ein, allir verda ad detta i pad.

beir gryta pig pegar pu ert ad fa pér morgunmat, peir gryta
big pegar pu ert ung og faer, peir gryta pig pegar pu ert ad
reyna ad vinna pér inn pening og peir gryta pig og segja svo:
Gangi pér vel. En ég get sagt pér ad mér mundi ekki finnast ég
vera svo ein, allir verda ad detta i pad.

J3, peir gryta pig og segja ad nu sé pvi lokid, peir gryta pig og
svo koma peir aftur, peir gryta pig pegar pu ekur i bilnum
pbinum og peir gryta pig pegar pu ert ad leika a gitarinn pinn.
J4 en mér mundi ekki finnast ég vera svo ein, allir verda ad
detta i pad.

Ja, peir gryta pig pegar pu gengur alveg ein, peir gryta pig
pbegar pu gengur heim 4 leid, peir gryta pig og segja svo ad pu
sért hugrokk og peir gryta pig pegar pu ert 4 leid i grofina. En
mér mundi ekki finnast ég vera svo ein, allir verda ad detta i
pad.
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Rainy Day Women # 12 & 35
(af plétunni ,,Blonde on Blonde“)

Well, they'll stone ya when you're trying to be so good,
They'll stone ya just a-like they said they would.

They'll stone ya when you're tryin' to go home.

Then they'll stone ya when you're there all alone.

But | would not feel so all alone,

Everybody must get stoned.

Well, they'll stone ya when you're walkin' 'long the street.
They'll stone ya when you're tryin' to keep your seat.
They'll stone ya when you're walkin' on the floor.

They'll stone ya when you're walkin' to the door.

But I would not feel so all alone,

Everybody must get stoned.

They'll stone ya when you're at the breakfast table.
They'll stone ya when you are young and able.
They'll stone ya when you're tryin' to make a buck.
They'll stone ya and then they'll say, "good luck."
Tell ya what, | would not feel so all alone,
Everybody must get stoned.

Well, they'll stone you and say that it's the end.

Then they'll stone you and then they'll come back again.
They'll stone you when you're riding in your car.

They'll stone you when you're playing your guitar.

Yes, but | would not feel so all alone,

Everybody must get stoned.

Well, they'll stone you when you walk all alone.

They'll stone you when you are walking home.

They'll stone you and then say you are brave.

They'll stone you when you are set down in your grave.
But | would not feel so all alone,

Everybody must get stoned.
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Fastur & ny inni 8 Mobile med
Memphis-punglyndi

O, totrarinn teiknar hringi upp og nidur eftir gétunni. Eg geeti
spurt hann hvad sé ad en ég veit ad hann talar ekki. Og
konurnar fara vel med mig og lata mig hafa ndég af hljod-
snaeldum. En djapt i hjarta mér veit ég ad ég get ekki sloppid.
0, mamma, getur verid ad petta séu lokin? Ad vera fastur inni
a Mobile med Memphis-punglyndi?

JU, Shakespeare er i hisasundinu i oddmjéu skdnum sinum og
med bjollurnar sinar. Hann er ad tala vid einhverja franska
stelpu sem segist pekkja mig vel. Og ég myndi senda skilabod
til ad komast ad pvi hvort hun hefur talad en pdsthusinu hefur
verid stolid og postkassinn er lokadur. O, mamma, getur verid
ad petta séu lokin? A8 vera fastur inni & Mobile med
Memphis-punglyndi?

Mona reyndi ad segja mér ad halda mig fjarri jarnbrauta-
teinunum. HUn sagdi ad allir jdrnbrautamennirnir drykkju bara
ar manni blédid eins og vin. Og ég sagdi: O, ég vissi pad ekki
en ég hef raunar ekki hitt nema einn og hann reykti bara
augnlokin i mér og slé i sigarettuna mina. O, mamma, getur
verid ad petta séu lokin? AJ vera fastur inni & Mobile med
Memphis-punglyndi?

Afi do i siGustu viku og nu er buid ad jarda hann uppi i klett-
unum. En ennpa tala allir ekki um annad en hve mikid afall
peir fengu. En ég, ég atti von a pvi, ég vissi ad hann var buinn
ad missa tokin pegar hann hléd balkost i Adalstraeti og skaut
hann sundur og saman. O, mamma, getur verid ad petta séu
lokin? Ad vera fastur inni @ Mobile med Memphis-punglyndi?
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Adan kom pingmadurinn hingad nidur og syndi éllum byssuna
sina og deildi ut dkeypis adgdongumidum ad brddkaupi sonar
sins. Og ég, ég var naestum gripinn. Vaeri pad ekki eftir mér ad
vera tekinn an adgdngumida og finnast undir flutningabil? O,
mamma, getur verid ad petta séu lokin? Ad vera fastur inni a
Mobile med Memphis-punglyndi?

Adan vard presturinn svo hissa pegar ég spurdi hann hvers
vegna hann veeri kleeddur i tuttugu pund af fyrirségnum sem
hefladar vaeru 4 brjdstkassann & honum. En hann bolvadi mér
begar ég sannadi pad fyrir honum. Sidan hvisladi ég: Jafnvel
bu getur ekki falist. barna sérdu ad pu ert alveg eins og ég. Eg
vona ad pu sért dnaegdur. - O, mamma, getur verid ad petta
séu lokin? Ad vera fastur inni 3 Mobile med Memphis-pung-
lyndi?

Adan gaf regnmadurinn mér tvo skammta. Svo sagdi hann:
Hoppadu upp i. - Annad var lyf fra Texas, hitt var bara jarn-
brautagin. Og eins og asni rugladi ég peim saman og ég var
alveg lokadur & eftir. Og nu verdur félkid bara ljétara og
lj6tara og ég hef ekkert timaskyn. O, mamma, getur verid ad
petta séu lokin? Ad vera fastur inni @ Mobile med Memphis-
pbunglyndi?

begar Ruthie segir: Komdu og sjadu hana i honky-tonk-1éninu
par sem ég get horft 4 hana dansa vals dkeypis undir Panama-
manaskini og ég segi: £, komdu, pu hlytur ad vita um fyrstu
astina mina. Og hun svarar: Fyrsta astin pin veit hvers pu
barfnast en ég veit hvad pu vilt. - O, mamma, getur verid ad
petta séu lokin? Ad vera fastur inni @ Mobile med Memphis-
punglyndi?
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NU liggja mdarsteinarnir 4 Stérastreti par sem neonljésa-
brjdlaedingarnar klifra. peir detta allir par & svo fullkominn
hatt, timasetningin virdist frabaer. Og hér sit ég svo polin-
madur og bid pess ad komast ad pvi hvada verd pu verdir ad
greida til ad komast af eftir ad hafa purft ad ganga i gegnum
betta allt tvisvar. O, mamma, getur verid ad petta séu lokin?
AQ vera fastur inni 8 Mobile med Memphis-punglyndi?

Stuck Inside of Mobile With the Memphis Blues Again
(af plotunni ,,Blonde on Blonde*)

Oh, the ragman draws circles
Up and down the block.

I'd ask him what the matter was
But | know that he don't talk.
And the ladies treat me kindly
And furnish me with tape,

But deep inside my heart

I know | can't escape.

Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile
With the Memphis blues again.

Well, Shakespeare, he's in the alley
With his pointed shoes and his bells,
Speaking to some French girl,

Who says she knows me well.

And | would send a message

To find out if she's talked,

But the post office has been stolen
And the mailbox is locked.

Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.

Mona tried to tell me

To stay away from the train line.
She said that all the railroad men
Just drink up your blood like wine.
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An' | said, "Oh, | didn't know that,

But then again, there's only one I've met
An' he just smoked my eyelids

An' punched my cigarette."

Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.

Grandpa died last week

And now he's buried in the rocks,
But everybody still talks about

How badly they were shocked.

But me, | expected it to happen,

| knew he'd lost control

When he built a fire on Main Street
And shot it full of holes.

Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.

Now the senator came down here
Showing ev'ryone his gun,

Handing out free tickets

To the wedding of his son.

An' me, | nearly got busted

An' wouldn't it be my luck

To get caught without a ticket

And be discovered beneath a truck.
Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.
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Now the preacher looked so baffled
When | asked him why he dressed

With twenty pounds of headlines

Stapled to his chest.

But he cursed me when | proved it to him,
Then | whispered, "Not even you can hide.
You see, you're just like me,

| hope you're satisfied."

Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,

To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.

Now the rainman gave me two cures,
Then he said, "Jump right in."

The one was Texas medicine,

The other was just railroad gin.

An' like a fool | mixed them

An' it strangled up my mind,

An' now people just get uglier

An' | have no sense of time.

Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.

When Ruthie says come see her

In her honky-tonk lagoon,

Where | can watch her waltz for free
‘Neath her Panamanian moon.

An' | say, "Aw come on now,

You must know about my debutante."
An' she says, "Your debutante just knows what you need
But | know what you want."

Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.
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Now the bricks lay on Grand Street
Where the neon madmen climb.
They all fall there so perfectly,

It all seems so well timed.

An' here | sit so patiently

Waiting to find out what price

You have to pay to get out of

Going through all these things twice.
Oh, Mama, can this really be the end,
To be stuck inside of Mobile

With the Memphis blues again.
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Myndir af J6hénnu

Er petta nu rétta noéttin fyrir tofrabrogd, pegar pu reynir ad
vera svo hljod? Vid sitjum hér fost pott vid reynum o6ll ad
praeta fyrir pad. Og Louise heldur a Iéfafylli af regni, reynir ad
fa pig til ad égra pvi. Ljésid blikkar i pakherberginu & méti. |
pbessu herbergi hésta hitapipurnar. Sveitaséngvastédin leikur
ljuf 16g en pad er ekkert, alls ekkert sem asteeda er til ad
slokkva a. Adeins Louise og elskhugi hennar svo samtvinnud.
Og pessar myndir af J6hénnu sem sigra huga minn.

[ tdéminu par sem konurnar leika blindingjaleik med lyklakipp-
una og stulkur naturinnar hvislast & um fléttamenn ar D-
lestinni getum vid heyrt naeturvardmanninn kveikja & vasa-
ljésinu sinu og spyrja sjalfan sig hvort pad sé hann eda pau
sem séu gedveik. Louise, hun er i lagi, hun er bara svo neerri.
Hun er brothaett og virdist eins og spegillinn. En hennar vegna
verdur pad bara of nakveemt og of skyrt ad Jéhanna er ekki
hér. Draugur rafmagnsins ylfrar i beinum andlits hennar par
sem pessar myndir af J6hénnu hafa nd komid i minn stad.

Nudna tekur litli, tyndi drengurinn sjalfan sig svo alvarlega.
Hann steerir sig af veséld sinni, hann vill lifa dhaettusdomu lifi.
Og begar nafn hennar ber @ gédma, talar hann um kvedjukoss
vid mig. Vissulega hefur hann mikinn kjark ad vera svona
gagnslaus, muldrandi innihaldslaus ord ad veggnum a medan
ég er Uti 4 gangi. Hvernig get ég Utskyrt petta? O, pad er svo
erfitt ad atta sig og pessar myndir af J6honnu héldu voku fyrir
mér fram yfir dagrenningu.
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Inni @ so6fnunum er dendanleikinn fyrir rétti. Raddir bergmala
ad petta hljoti ad vera eins og frelsunin verdi eftir skamma
hrid. En Modna Lisa hlytur ad hafa verid haldin pjédvega-
punglyndi, pad sést a brosinu. Sjaid frumsteett veggblémid
friosa pegar konurnar med hlaupkennd andlitin hnerra.
Heyrid manninn med yfirskeggid segja: Jeslis minn, ég finn
ekki fyrir hnjanum. O, gimsteinar og sjénaukar hanga & haus
muldyrsins, en pessar myndir af J6hénnu gera petta allt svo
grimmdarlegt.

Raedarinn talar nu vid greifynjuna sem pykist lata sér annt um
hann og segir: Nefndu mér einhvern sem ekki er snikjudyr. ba
skal ég fara og bidja fyrir honum. En eins og Louise er von ad
segja: Madur getur ekki horft 8 margt, er pad nokkud? Og hdn
undirbyr sig sjalf fyrir komu hans og Madonna hefur enn ekki
birst. Vid sjdum nu petta tdma bur rydga par sem herdasla
hennar adur fleeddi. Fidlarinn gengur nu Ut a veginn. Hann
skrifar ad 6llu hafi nd verid skilad sem adrir attu upp a pall
fiskflutningabilsins sem verid er ad hlada 4 medan vitund min
springur. Munnhorpurnar leika beinagrindarlykla og rigningu,
og pessar myndir af Johonnu eru allt sem eftir er.

Visions of Johanna
(af plotunni "Blonde on Blonde")

Ain't it just like the night to play tricks when you're tryin' to be so
quiet?

We sit here stranded, though we're all doin' our best to deny it
And Louise holds a handful of rain, temptin' you to defy it

Lights flicker from the opposite loft

In this room the heat pipes just cough

The country music station plays soft

But there's nothing, really nothing to turn off

Just Louise and her lover so entwined

And these visions of Johanna that conquer my mind
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In the empty lot where the ladies play blindman's bluff with the
key chain

And the all-night girls they whisper of escapades out on the "D"
train

We can hear the night watchman click his flashlight

Ask himself if it's him or them that's really insane

Louise, she's all right, she's just near

She's delicate and seems like the mirror

But she just makes it all too concise and too clear

That Johanna's not here

The ghost of 'lectricity howls in the bones of her face

Where these visions of Johanna have now taken my place

Now, little boy lost, he takes himself so seriously

He brags of his misery, he likes to live dangerously

And when bringing her name up

He speaks of a farewell kiss to me

He's sure got a lotta gall to be so useless and all

Muttering small talk at the wall while I'm in the hall

How can | explain?

Oh, it's so hard to get on

And these visions of Johanna, they kept me up past the dawn

Inside the museumes, Infinity goes up on trial

Voices echo this is what salvation must be like after a while
But Mona Lisa musta had the highway blues

You can tell by the way she smiles

See the primitive wallflower freeze

When the jelly-faced women all sneeze

Hear the one with the mustache say, "Jeeze

| can't find my knees"

Oh, jewels and binoculars hang from the head of the mule
But these visions of Johanna, they make it all seem so cruel
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The peddler now speaks to the countess who's pretending to care
for him

Sayin', "Name me someone that's not a parasite and I'll go out and
say a prayer for him"

But like Louise always says

"Ya can't look at much, can ya man?"

As she, herself, prepares for him

And Madonna, she still has not showed

We see this empty cage now corrode

Where her cape of the stage once had flowed

The fiddler, he now steps to the road

He writes ev'rything's been returned which was owed

On the back of the fish truck that loads

While my conscience explodes

The harmonicas play the skeleton keys and the rain

And these visions of Johanna are now all that remain
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pU, dapureyga kona fra Lagléndunum

PU med pinn kvikasilfursmunn & pessum trubodstimum og
augu sem reyk og baenir sem vers og silfurkross og rodd eins
og bjollur. O, hver af peim halda peir ad geti jardad pig? by,
med vasa pina loksins vel verndada og sporvagnsdrauma sem
pu leggur i grasid og med hold eins og silki og andlit eins og
gler. Hver af peim halda peir ad geti borid pig? bu, dapureyga
kona fra Laglondunum pangad sem dapureygir spamenn segja
ad engin mannvera komi, hvad med voruhudsaaugun min,
arabisku trommurnar minar, setti ég ad skilja paer eftir vid hlid
pitt? Eda, pu dapureyga kona, zetti ég ad doka vid?

Pu, sem att 16k eins og malm og belti eins og blundu, og ert
med spilastokk an gosa og d4sa, og ert i kjallarafétum og med
holt andlit. Hver af peim halda peir ad geti reiknad pig ut?
Med utlinur pinar pegar soélskinid dofnar, inn i augu pin par
sem manaskinid syndir, med bpina kappleikjasongva og
sigaunasalma. Hver af peim mundi reyna ad vekja adddun
pina? Pu, dapureyga kona frd Lagléndunum pangad sem
dapureygir spamenn segja ad engin mannvera komi, hvad
med voruhdsaaugun min, arabisku trommurnar minar, zetti ég
ad skilja peer eftir vid hlid pitt? Eda, pu dapureyga kona, setti
ég ad doka vid?
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Kéngarnir i Tyrus med lista sinn yfir grunada bida i r6d eftir
geraniumkossi sinum, og pud mundir ekki vita af pvi ad pad
gerdist bara sisona. Hvern af peim langar raunverulega til ad
kyssa pig? bu, med elda aeskunnar & midnaeturteppinu og
spanska framkomu pina og eiturlyf mddur pinnar og
kurekamunn og utgéngubannsklé. Hver af peim heldurdu ad
geeti stadist pig? bu, dapureyga kona fra Laglondunum
pangad sem dapureygir spdmenn segja ad engin mannvera
komi, hvad med voruhusaaugun min, arabisku trommurnar
minar, eetti ég ad skilja peaer eftir vid hlid pitt? Eda, pu
dapureyga kona, xtti ég ad doka vid?

0, bandurnir og kaupmennirnir, peir akvadu allir ad syna pér
daudu englana sem peir adur voru vanir ad fela. En hvers
vegna reyndu peir ad fa pig til ad syna malstad sinum samud?
0, hvernig géatu peir misreiknad sig svo um pig? beir vildu lata
pig taka & pig sokina fyrir bdndabylid. En pu sem ert med sjo-
inn vid feetur pér og falska uppgerdarvidvérun og med porp-
arabarn i fangi, hvernig gatu peir nokkurn tima, nokkurn tima
fengid af sér ad sannfeera pig? bu, dapureyga kona fra Lag-
|6ndunum pangad sem dapureygir spamenn segja ad engin
mannvera komi, hvad med voruhusaaugun min, arabisku
trommurnar minar, atti ég ad skilja paer eftir vid hlid pitt?
Eda, pu dapureyga kona, atti ég ad doka vid?
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PU med pitt malmbladsminni um Cannery Row og timarita-
eiginmanninn sem dag einn purfti bara ad fara og med
namleika pinn ndna sem pu synir dn pess ad vita af pvi. Hver
af peim heldurdu ad vildi rada pig i vinnu? Nuna stendurdu
med pjofnum pinum, pu ert a reynslulausninni hans, med
heilaga ordu sem fingurgémarnir lykjast um, med pitt heilag-
leikaandlit og pina draugalegu sal. O, hver af peim heldurdu
ad geeti tortimt pér? bu dapureyga kona frd Laglondunum
bangad sem dapureygir spamenn segja ad engin mannvera
komi, hvad med voruhusaaugun min, arabisku trommurnar
minar, atti ég ad skilja peer eftir vid hlid pitt? Eda, pu dapur-
eyga kona, atti ég ad doka vid?

Sad Eyed Lady of the Lowlands
(af plétunni ,,Blonde on Blonde*)

With your mercury mouth in the missionary times,

And your eyes like smoke and your prayers like rhymes,
And your silver cross, and your voice like chimes,

Oh, who among them do they think could bury you?
With your pockets well protected at last,

And your streetcar visions which you place on the grass,
And your flesh like silk, and your face like glass,

Who among them do they think could carry you?
Sad-eyed lady of the lowlands,

Where the sad-eyed prophet says that no man comes,
My warehouse eyes, my Arabian drums,

Should | leave them by your gate,

Or, sad-eyed lady, should | wait?

62



With your sheets like metal and your belt like lace,
And your deck of cards missing the jack and the ace,
And your basement clothes and your hollow face,
Who among them can think he could outguess you?
With your silhouette when the sunlight dims

Into your eyes where the moonlight swims,

And your match-book songs and your gypsy hymns,
Who among them would try to impress you?
Sad-eyed lady of the lowlands,

Where the sad-eyed prophet says that no man comes,
My warehouse eyes, my Arabian drums,

Should | leave them by your gate,

Or, sad-eyed lady, should | wait?

The kings of Tyrus with their convict list

Are waiting in line for their geranium Kkiss,

And you wouldn't know it would happen like this,
But who among them really wants just to kiss you?
With your childhood flames on your midnight rug,
And your Spanish manners and your mother's drugs,
And your cowboy mouth and your curfew plugs,
Who among them do you think could resist you?
Sad-eyed lady of the lowlands,

Where the sad-eyed prophet says that no man comes,
My warehouse eyes, my Arabian drums,

Should | leave them by your gate,

Or, sad-eyed lady, should | wait?

Oh, the farmers and the businessmen, they all did decide
To show you the dead angels that they used to hide.

But why did they pick you to sympathize with their side?
Oh, how could they ever mistake you?

They wished you'd accepted the blame for the farm,

But with the sea at your feet and the phony false alarm,
And with the child of a hoodlum wrapped up in your arms,
How could they ever, ever persuade you?

Sad-eyed lady of the lowlands,

Where the sad-eyed prophet says that no man comes,
My warehouse eyes, my Arabian drums,

Should | leave them by your gate,

Or, sad-eyed lady, should | wait?
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With your sheet-metal memory of Cannery Row,

And your magazine-husband who one day just had to go,
And your gentleness now, which you just can't help but show,
Who among them do you think would employ you?

Now you stand with your thief, you're on his parole

With your holy medallion which your fingertips fold,

And your saintlike face and your ghostlike soul,

Oh, who among them do you think could destroy you
Sad-eyed lady of the lowlands,

Where the sad-eyed prophet says that no man comes,
My warehouse eyes, my Arabian drums,

Should | leave them by your gate,

Or, sad-eyed lady, should | wait?
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Eg er einmana flaekingur

Eg er einmana flaekingur, & hvorki fjélskyldu né vini. bar sem
lif annars manns gaeti byrjad, nakveemlega par lykur minu. Eg
hef syslad vid mutur, fjarkdgun og svik og hef setid inni fyrir
allt nema ad betla & gétum uti.

Ju, eitt sinn var ég efnadur og skorti ekki neitt. Eg var med 14
karata gull i munninum og silki vid bakid. En ég treysti ekki
bréodur minum og kom honum i sman. bad leiddi yfir mig
orlagadéminn - ad fara burt i skomm.

Agzetu herramenn og frur, bratt verd ég horfinn & braut. En
leyfid mér ad vara ykkur vid adur en ég held afram. Haldid
ykkur fra smasalarlegri afbrydi, lifid ekki eftir reglum annarra.
Haldid domgreind ykkar fyrir ykkur sjalf, annars endid pid a
pessum vegi.

I'm a Lonesome Hobo
(af plétunni ,,John Wesley Harding“)

I am a lonesome hobo

Without family or friends,

Where another man's life might begin,
That's exactly where mine ends.

| have tried my hand at bribery,
Blackmail and deceit,

And I've served time for ev'rything
'Cept beggin' on the street.
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Well, once | was rather prosperous,
There was nothing | did lack.

I had fourteen-karat gold in my mouth
And silk upon my back.

But | did not trust my brother,

| carried him to blame,

Which led me to my fatal doom,

To wander off in shame.

Kind ladies and kind gentlemen,
Soon | will be gone,

But let me just warn you all,

Before | do pass on;

Stay free from petty jealousies,

Live by no man's code,

And hold your judgment for yourself
Lest you wind up on this road.
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Eg fleygdi pvi ollu fra mér

Eitt sinn hélt ég henni i 6rmum mér, hin sagdist alltaf mundu
verda hjad mér. En ég var grimmur, ég for eins og bjani med
hana. Eg fleygdi pvi 6llu fra mér.

Eitt sinn hélt ég fjollum i [6fa mér og og @m sem runnu sér-
hvern dag. Eg hlyt ad hafa verid 6dur. Eg vissi ekki hvad ég atti
fyrr en ég hafdi fleygt pvi 6llu fra mér.

Astin er allt sem skiptir mali. Af hennar véldum gengur heim-
urinn sinn gang. Ast og adeins dast, pvi verdur aldrei neitad.
Pad er sama hvad pu heldur, pa getur ekki an hennar verid.
Hlustadu a rad pess sem hefur reynt pad.

Svo ad ef pu finnur einhverja sem gefur pér alla ast sina varo-
veittu hana i hjarta pér. Lattu hana ekki lida hja pvi ad ad eitt
er vist ad pu munt orugglega seera einhvern ef pu fleygir pvi
Ollu fra pér.

| Threw It All Away
(af plétunni ,,Nashville Skyline®)

I once held her in my arms,

She said she would always stay.
But | was cruel,

| treated her like a fool,

| threw it all away.

Once | had mountains in the palm of my hand,
And rivers that ran through ev'ry day.

| must have been mad,

| never knew what | had,

Until | threw it all away.
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Love is all there is, it makes the world go 'round,
Love and only love, it can't be denied.

No matter what you think about it

You just won't be able to do without it.

Take a tip from one who's tried.

So if you find someone that gives you all of her love,
Take it to your heart, don't let it stray,

For one thing that's certain,

You will surely be a-hurtin’,

If you throw it all away.
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Liggdu, kona, liggdu

Liggdu, kona, liggdu - liggdu & stéra latunsriuminu minu.
Liggdu, kona, liggdu - liggdu a stdéra latunsrdminu minu. Alla
liti sem pu geymir i huga pér skal ég syna pér og pu munt sja
pa skina.

Liggdu, kona, liggdu - liggdu a stéra latdnsriminu minu.
Dveldu, kona, dveldu - dveldu med manninum pinum um
stund par til dagur rennur. Lof mér ad sja pig fa hann til ad
brosa. Fotin hans eru dhrein en hendurnar hreinar og pu ert
pbad besta sem hann hefur nokkurn tima séd.

Dveldu, kona, dveldu - dveldu med manninum pinum um
stund. bvi ad bida lengur eftir ad heimurinn hefjist? bu getur
fengid kokuna og bordad hana lika. bvi ad bida lengur eftir
peim sem pu elskar, pegar hann stendur frammi fyrir pér?

Liggdu, kona, liggdu - liggdu a stéra [atdnsrdminu minu.
Dveldu, kona, dveldu - dveldu medan néttin er ennpa ung. Eg
bréi ad sja pig i morgunbirtunni. Eg prai ad teygja mig eftir pér
i neeturmyrkrinu. Dveldu, kona, dveldu - dveldu medan néttin
er ennpd ung.

Lay, Lady, Lay
(af plétunni "Nashville Skyline")

Lay, lady, lay, lay across my big brass bed

Lay, lady, lay, lay across my big brass bed
Whatever colors you have in your mind

I'll show them to you and you'll see them shine

69



Lay, lady, lay, lay across my big brass bed

Stay, lady, stay, stay with your man awhile

Until the break of day, let me see you make him smile
His clothes are dirty but his hands are clean

And you're the best thing that he's ever seen

Stay, lady, stay, stay with your man awhile
Why wait any longer for the world to begin
You can have your cake and eat it too

Why wait any longer for the one you love
When he's standing in front of you

Lay, lady, lay, lay across my big brass bed

Stay, lady, stay, stay while the night is still ahead
I long to see you in the morning light

I long to reach for you in the night

Stay, lady, stay, stay while the night is still ahead
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Ad berja ad dyrum himnarikis

Mamma, taktu petta merki af mér, ég hef ekki lengur not fyrir
bad. pad er ad verda dimmt, of dimmt til ad sja. Mér finnst
eins og ég sé ad berja ad dyrum himnarikis.

Berja, berja, berja ad dyrum himnarikis. Berja, berja, berja ad
dyrum himnarikis. Berja, berja, berja ad dyrum himnarikis.
Berja, berja, berja ad dyrum himnarikis.

Mamma, settu byssurnar minar 4 jordina, ég get ekki skotid ur
peim lengur. Langa, svarta skyid er ad faerast nedar og nedar.
Mér finnst eins og ég sé ad berja ad dyrum himnarikis.

Berja, berja, berja ad dyrum himnarikis. Berja, berja, berja ad
dyrum himnarikis. Berja, berja, berja ad dyrum himnarikis.
Berja, berja, berja ad dyrum himnarikis.

Knockin« on Heavens Door
(Ur kvikmyndinni ,,Pat Garret and Billy the Kid“)

Mama, take this badge off of me

| can't use it anymore.

It's gettin' dark, too dark for me to see

| feel like I'm knockin' on heaven's door.

Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door

Mama, put my guns in the ground

| can't shoot them anymore.

That long black cloud is comin' down

| feel like I'm knockin' on heaven's door.
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Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
Knock, knock, knockin' on heaven's door
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Brddkaupsséngur

Eg elska pig meira en nokkurn tima fyrr, meira en timann,
meira en &stina. Eg elska pig meira en peninga og meira en
stjornurnar @ himninum. Elska pig meira en brjalaedid, meira
en oOldur hafsins. Elska pig meira en lifid sjalft, svo mikils virdi
ertu mér.

Sidan pu gekkst inn, hefur hringurinn verid heill. Eg hef kvatt
reimleikaherbergin sem ég heimsétti svo oft og andlitin 4
goétunni. Kvatt démsal hirdfiflsins sem er falinn fyrir sélu. Eg
elska pig meira en nokkru sinni fyrr og er samt varla byrjadur.

PU andadir 8 mig og augdadir allt lif mitt. Pegar ég var djupt
sokkinn i fataekt, kenndir pu mér ad gefa. berradir tar drauma
minna og drdést mig upp Ur holunni. Svaladir porsta minum og
liknadir brunanum i sal minni.

Pu gafst mér born - eitt, tvo, prju - og pad sem meira er,
bjargadir lifi minu. Auga fyrir auga og tonn fyrir tonn, ast pin
er hnifbeitt. Hugsanir minar um pig hvilast aldrei, pzer draepu
mig ef ég segdi dsatt. Eg mundi férna dllum heiminum fyrir
big og horfa a skilningarvit min deyja.

Lagid sem mér og pér ber ad leika & pessari jord, vid munum
leika pad eins vel og okkur er unnt, hvers virdi sem pad er. Hid
tynda er tynt, vid 68lumst ekki aftur pad sem skoladist burt i
flédinu. En fyrir mér ert pu hamingjan, og ég elska pig meira
en bléd.
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pPad hefur aldrei verid skylda min ad endurskapa allan
heiminn, né heldur er pad atlan min ad bldsa til orrustu. bvi
ég elska pig meira en petta allt og ast min tekur ekki 3 sig
krék. Og sé eilifdin til, mun ég elska pig einnig par.

0, sérdu ekki ad pu faeddist til ad standa mér vid hlid? Og ég
faeddist til ad vera med pér, pu faddist til ad verda brudur
min. Pu ert hinn helmingurinn af pvi sem ég er, pu ert hlutinn
sem vantadi. Og ég elska pig meira en nokkru sinni fyrr med
ast sem aldrei dvin.

PU snyrd sjavarfollunum ad mér & hverjum degi og kennir
augum minum ad sja. Bara pad ad standa pér naest er pad
ellilegasta i heimi. Og ég gaeti aldrei 13tid pig fara, sama hvad
a gengi, pvi ad ég elska pig meira en nokkru sinni fyrr, na
pegar hid lidna er horfid.

Wedding Song
(af plétunni ,Planet Waves*)

| love you more than ever, more than time and more than love,
| love you more than money and more than the stars above,
Love you more than madness, more than waves upon the sea,
Love you more than life itself, you mean that much to me.

Ever since you walked right in, the circle's been complete,
I've said goodbye to haunted rooms and faces in the street,
To the courtyard of the jester which is hidden from the sun,
I love you more than ever and | haven't yet begun.

You breathed on me and made my life a richer one to live,

When | was deep in poverty you taught me how to give,

Dried the tears up from my dreams and pulled me from the hole,
Quenched my thirst and satisfied the burning in my soul.
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You gave me babies one, two, three, what is more, you saved my
life,

Eye for eye and tooth for tooth, your love cuts like a knife,

My thoughts of you don't ever rest, they'd kill me if | lie,

I'd sacrifice the world for you and watch my senses die.

The tune that is yours and mine to play upon this earth,

We'll play it out the best we know, whatever it is worth,

What's lost is lost, we can't regain what went down in the flood,
But happiness to me is you and | love you more than blood.

It's never been my duty to remake the world at large,

Nor is it my intention to sound a battle charge,

‘Cause | love you more than all of that with a love that doesn't
bend,

And if there is eternity I'd love you there again.

Oh, can't you see that you were born to stand by my side

And | was born to be with you, you were born to be my bride,
You're the other half of what | am, you're the missing piece

And | love you more than ever with that love that doesn't cease.

You turn the tide on me each day and teach my eyes to see,
Just bein' next to you is a natural thing for me

And | could never let you go, no matter what goes on,
'Cause | love you more than ever now that the past is gone.
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Fleektur i trega

Dag einn snemma morguns skein sélin og ég 1a i ruminu og
velti fyrir mér hvort hdn hefdi nokkud breyst, hvort har
hennar veeri enn rautt. Fjolskylda hennar sagdi ad lif okkar
yrdi dareidanlega erfitt. beim likadi illa heimagerdi kjollinn
hennar mémmu og bankabdkin hans pabba var ekki négu
bykk. Og ég stdd vid vegarbrunina og regnid féll & skona mina.
Ferdinni var heitid til austurstrandarinnar. Gud veit ad ég hef
purft ad gjalda mitt fyrir ad komast alla leid, flaektur i trega.

Huan var gift pegar vid hittumst fyrst en skildi fljétlega. Eg byst
vid ad ég hafi hjalpad henni Ur 6ngpveiti en ég notadi heldur
of mikid afl. Vid ékum & bilnum eins langt burt og vid gatum,
yfirgdfum hann langt fyrir vestan, skildumst ad eina dimma
sorgarnétt, sammala um ad pad veeri best.

Han sneri sér vid til ad horfa @ mig pegar ég gekk burt. Eg
heyrdi hana segja yfir 6xI mér: Vid hittumst aftur einhvern
tima 4 breidgotunni. Og ég var flaektur i trega.

Eg fékk vinnu i nordurskégunum miklu, vann sem matsveinn
fyrir vinnuflokk i stuttan tima. En mér likadi pad aldrei vel og
dag einn var ég rekinn. Sidan fleektist ég sudur til New Orleans
par sem svo vildi til ad ég var radinn um stund a fiskibat rétt
utan vid Delacroix. En allan timann var ég einn, fortidin laest
ad baki. Eg hitti margar konur en hun hvarf aldrei ur huga mér
og ég vard = meira fleektur i trega.
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Hdn vann & brjdstabar par sem ég staldradi vid til ad fa mér
bjor. Eg einblindi & vangasvip hennar sem var svo skyr i fl63-
lj6ésinu. Og seinna, pegar mannfjéldinn fér ad pynnast og ég
var a somu leid, st6d han parna bak vid stélinn minn og sagdi:
Veit ég ekki hver pu ert? Eg muldradi eitthvad nidur { bring-
una. Hun skodadi andlitsdraetti mina. Eg verd ad jata ad mér
var orlitid orott, pegar hun beygdi sig til ad hnyta reimarnar a
skonum minum, flaektar i trega.

Han kveikti upp i arninum og baud mér pipu. Eg hélt ad pu
mundir aldrei heilsa mér, sagdi hun. bu virdist vera pessi
bogla manngerd. Sidan opnadi hun ljodabok og rétti mér,
skrifada af itolsku ljédskaldi a 13. 6ld. Og sérhvert ord klingdi
af sannleika og glddi eins og brennandi kol, streymdi fra hverri
sidu, eins og pau veeru skrifud til pin i sal mina, fleekta i trega.

Eg bjo hja peim vid Montague-straeti i nidurgréfnum kjallara.
Pad var tonlist a kaffihusunum a kvoldin og bylting i loftinu.
pa for hann ad blandast inn i praelasdlu og eitthvad inni i
honum dé. Hdn vard ad selja allt sem hdn atti og sal hennar
fraus. Og pegar botninn gaf sig ad lokum, dré ég mig i hlé. bad
eina sem ég kunni var ad halda afram ad halda afram eins og
fljugandi fugl, fleektur i trega.

Svo ad nuna er ég a leid til baka, ég verd einhvern veginn ad
na til hennar. Allt f6lkid sem vid pekktum er hugarburdur fyrir
mér nuna. Sumt eru sterdfraedingar, sumt er eiginkonur
veggfédrara. Eg veit ekki hvernig pad byrjadi, ég veit ekki hvad
pbau eru ad gera vid lif sitt. En ég, ég er enn a veginum, stefni i
attina ad naestu pipu. Vid fundum alltaf fyrir pvi sama en
saum pad hvort frd sinu sjénarhorni, flaekt i trega.
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Tangled Up in Blue
(af pl6tunni ,,Blood on the Tracks“)

Early one mornin' the sun was shinin’,

| was layin' in bed

Wond'rin' if she'd changed at all

If her hair was still red.

Her folks they said our lives together

Sure was gonna be rough

They never did like Mama's homemade dress
Papa's bankbook wasn't big enough.

And | was standin' on the side of the road
Rain fallin' on my shoes

Heading out for the East Coast

Lord knows I've paid some dues gettin' through,
Tangled up in blue.

She was married when we first met
Soon to be divorced

| helped her out of a jam, | guess,
But | used a little too much force.
We drove that car as far as we could
Abandoned it out West

Split up on a dark sad night

Both agreeing it was best.

She turned around to look at me

As | was walkin' away

| heard her say over my shoulder,
"We'll meet again someday on the avenue,"
Tangled up in blue.
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I had a job in the great north woods
Working as a cook for a spell

But I never did like it all that much
And one day the ax just fell.

So | drifted down to New Orleans
Where | happened to be employed
Workin' for a while on a fishin' boat
Right outside of Delacroix.

But all the while | was alone

The past was close behind,

| seen a lot of women

But she never escaped my mind, and | just grew
Tangled up in blue.

She was workin' in a topless place

And | stopped in for a beer,

| just kept lookin' at the side of her face

In the spotlight so clear.

And later on as the crowd thinned out

I's just about to do the same,

She was standing there in back of my chair
Said to me, "Don't | know your name?"

| muttered somethin' underneath my breath,
She studied the lines on my face.

| must admit | felt a little uneasy

When she bent down to tie the laces of my shoe,
Tangled up in blue.

She lit a burner on the stove and offered me a pipe
"l thought you'd never say hello," she said
"You look like the silent type."

Then she opened up a book of poems

And handed it to me

Written by an Italian poet

From the thirteenth century.

And every one of them words rang true

And glowed like burnin' coal

Pourin' off of every page

Like it was written in my soul from me to you,
Tangled up in blue.
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| lived with them on Montague Street
In a basement down the stairs,

There was music in the cafes at night
And revolution in the air.

Then he started into dealing with slaves
And something inside of him died.

She had to sell everything she owned
And froze up inside.

And when finally the bottom fell out

| became withdrawn,

The only thing | knew how to do

Was to keep on keepin' on like a bird that flew,
Tangled up in blue.

So now I'm goin' back again,

| got to get to her somehow.

All the people we used to know

They're an illusion to me now.

Some are mathematicians

Some are carpenter's wives.

Don't know how it all got started,

| don't know what they're doin' with their lives.
But me, I'm still on the road

Headin' for another joint

We always did feel the same,

We just saw it from a different point of view,
Tangled up in blue.
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Fiflafjuk

Einhver aetlar ad nd sér nidri 4 mér, peir settu sogur i blodin.
Hver svo sem pad er vildi ég ad peir purrkudu pad ut en ég get
adeins getid mér til um hvenazer peir gera pad. beir segja ad ég
hafi skotid mann ad nafni Gray og farid med konunni hans til
[taliu. Han hafi erft milljén dollara og pegar hin hafi daid hafi
beir gengid til min. Eg geti ekki ad pvi gert pétt ég sé heppinn.

Folk sér mig alltaf og pad getur bara ekki munad hvernig & ad
haga sér. Hugur pess er fullur af stérum hugmyndum, mynd-
um og afbokudum stadreyndum. Jafnvel pq, i geer purftiréu
ad spyrja mig hvad veeri til i pessu. Eg gat varla triad pvi ad
eftir 6ll pessi ar pekktirdu mig ekki betur en svo, fagra fru.

Fiflafjuk sem blaes i hvert sinn sem pu hreyfir munninn, blaes
sudur sveitavegina i attina sudur. Fiflafjuk sem blaes i hvert
sinn sem pu hreyfir tennurnar. bu ert fifl, elskan, pad er mesta
furda ad pu skulir enn vita hvernig a ad anda.

Eg rakst & spakonu sem sagdi: Geettu pin 4 eldingu sem gaeti
slegid nidur. Eg hef ekki fundid frid og ré svo lengi ad ég man
ekki hvernig pad er. pad er einmana hermadur 4 krossinum,
reykur lidast it um dyrnar a sendibilnum. bu vissir pad ekki,
pu hélst ad pad veeri ekki haegt. Ad lokum vann hann styrj-
oldina eftir ad hafa bedid dsigur i sérhverri orrustu.
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Eg vaknadi 4 vegarbruninni, med dagdrauma um pad hvernig
hlutirnir stundum eru. Myndir af kastaniubridna hestinum
pinum flugu um huga minn svo ad ég sé stjornur. PG meidir pa
sem ég elska mest og felur sannleikann i lygi. Dag einn lendir
pu i sikinu med flugur sudandi fyrir augum pér og bléd a
hnakknum.

Fiflafjuk sem blaes i hvert sinn sem pu hreyfir munninn, blaes
sudur sveitavegina i attina sudur. Fiflafjuk sem blaes i hvert
sinn sem pu hreyfir tennurnar. bu ert fifl, elskan, pad er mesta
furda ad pu skulir enn vita hvernig a ad anda.

Pad var pyngdaraflid sem togadi okkur nidur og orlogin sem
skildu okkur ad. pud tamdir 1jonid i buri minu en pad naegdi
ekki til ad breyta hjarta minu. NU er allt einhvern veginn
o6fugsnuid, raunar hafa hjolin haett ad snuast.

Pad sem er gott er vont, pad sem er vont er gott, pu kemst ad
pvi pegar pu neaerd tindinum. bu ert 4 botninum.

Eg tok eftir pvi vid athéfnina, spilltar adferdir pinar hofdu loks
blindad pig. Eg man ekki lengur andlit pitt, munnurinn er
breyttur, augu pin maeta ekki minum. Presturinn var i svortu a
sjounda degi og sat med steinrunnid andlit 8 medan byggingin
brann. Eg beid pin & hlaupabrettinu, naerri syprustrénu, a
medan vorid breyttist haegt i haust.

Fiflafjuk, sem blees um hauskupuna @ mér eins og hvirfill fra
Stéru Kuli-tjorn til Kapitdl-byggingarinnar. Fiflafjuk, sem blaes i
hvert sinn sem pu hreyfir tennurnar. bu ert fifl, elskan, pad er
mesta furda ad pu skulir enn vita hvernig a ad anda.
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Eg finn ekki lengur fyrir pér, ég get ekki einu sinni snert baek-
urnar sem pu hefur lesid. [ hvert sinn sem ég skrid framhja
dyrum pinum hef ég 6skad pess ad vera einhver annar en ég
er. Sudur eftir pjéodveginum, sudur eftir sld66unum, sudur veg-
inn i att til alsaelu - ég fylgdi pér undir stjornunum, hundeltur
af minningu pinni og allri pinni glaestu dyrd.

NU hef ég verid svikinn i si@asta sinn og nu er ég loksins frjals.
Eg kyssti i kvedjuskyni gélandi skrimslid 4 markalinunni sem
skildi okkur ad. P4 munt aldrei kynnast sarindunum sem ég
leid né pjaningunni sem ég reis upp yfir og ég mun aldrei
kynnast pvi sama hja pér, heilagleika pinum og pinni tegund
astar og pad gerir mig svo hryggan.

Fiflafjuk sem blaes i gegnum hnappana 4 kapunni pinni, blaes i
gegnum bréfin sem vid skrifudum. Fiflafjuk sem blzes i gegn-
um rykié 4 hillum okkar. Vid erum fifl, elskan, pad er mesta
furda ad vid skulum geta nzert okkur sjalf.

Idiot Wind
(af pl6tunni ,,Blood on the Tracks“)

Someone's got it in for me, they're planting stories in the press
Whoever it is | wish they'd cut it out but when they will | can only
guess.

They say | shot a man named Gray and took his wife to Italy,

She inherited a million bucks and when she died it came to me.

| can't help it if I'm lucky.

People see me all the time and they just can't remember how to
act

Their minds are filled with big ideas, images and distorted facts.
Even you, yesterday you had to ask me where it was at,

| couldn't believe after all these years, you didn't know me better
than that

Sweet lady.
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Idiot wind, blowing every time you move your mouth,
Blowing down the backroads headin' south.

Idiot wind, blowing every time you move your teeth,
You're an idiot, babe.

It's a wonder that you still know how to breathe.

| ran into the fortune-teller, who said beware of lightning that
might strike

| haven't known peace and quiet for so long | can't remember
what it's like.

There's a lone soldier on the cross, smoke pourin' out of a boxcar
door,

You didn't know it, you didn't think it could be done, in the final
end he won the wars

After losin' every battle.

| woke up on the roadside, daydreamin' 'bout the way things
sometimes are

Visions of your chestnut mare shoot through my head and are
makin' me see stars.

You hurt the ones that | love best and cover up the truth with lies.
One day you'll be in the ditch, flies buzzin' around your eyes,

Blood on your saddle.

Idiot wind, blowing through the flowers on your tomb,
Blowing through the curtains in your room.

Idiot wind, blowing every time you move your teeth,
You're an idiot, babe.

It's a wonder that you still know how to breathe.

It was gravity which pulled us down and destiny which broke us
apart

You tamed the lion in my cage but it just wasn't enough to change
my heart.

Now everything's a little upside down, as a matter of fact the
wheels have stopped,

What's good is bad, what's bad is good, you'll find out when you
reach the top

You're on the bottom.
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I noticed at the ceremony, your corrupt ways had finally made you
blind

| can't remember your face anymore, your mouth has changed,
your eyes

don't look into mine.

The priest wore black on the seventh day and sat stone-faced
while the building burned.

| waited for you on the running boards, near the cypress trees,
while the springtime turned

Slowly into autumn.

Idiot wind, blowing like a circle around my skull,
From the Grand Coulee Dam to the Capitol.

Idiot wind, blowing every time you move your teeth,
You're an idiot, babe.

It's a wonder that you still know how to breathe.

| can't feel you anymore, | can't even touch the books you've read
Every time | crawl past your door, | been wishin' | was somebody
else instead.

Down the highway, down the tracks, down the road to ecstasy,

| followed you beneath the stars, hounded by your memory

And all your ragin' glory.

| been double-crossed now for the very last time and now I'm
finally free,

| kissed goodbye the howling beast on the borderline which
separated you from me.

You'll never know the hurt | suffered nor the pain | rise above,

And I'll never know the same about you, your holiness or your
kind of love,

And it makes me feel so sorry.

Idiot wind, blowing through the buttons of our coats,
Blowing through the letters that we wrote.

Idiot wind, blowing through the dust upon our shelves,
We're idiots, babe.

It's a wonder we can even feed ourselves.
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Skjol fra stominum

Pad var Onnur aevi, evi strits og bléds, pegar pad var dyggd ad
vera svartur og vegurinn var fullur af for. Eg kom utan af dreef-
unum, formlaus dskapnadur. Komdu inn, sagdi hun, ég skal
skyla pér fyrir storminum.

Og ef ég fer pessa leid & ny hefurdu ekkert ad éttast. Eg mun
alltaf gera mitt besta fyrir hana, ég lofa pér pvi i heimi
staleygs dauda og menn sem berjast til ad halda a sér hita.
Komdu inn, sagdi hun, ég skal skyla pér fyrir storminum.

Ekkert ord for & milli okkar, engin dhaetta i gangi. Allt fram ad
pessu hafdi verid skilid eftir dleyst. Reyndu adé imynda pér
stad par sem alltaf er 6ruggt og hlytt. Komdu inn, sagdi han,
ég skal skyla pér fyrir storminum.

Eg var Gtbrunninn af ofpreytu, grafinn i haglinu, eitrad fyrir
mér i runnunum og blasid burt af slédinni, hundeltur eins og
krékédill, tortimt i korninu. Komdu inn, sagdi hun, ég skal
skyla pér fyrir storminum.

Skyndilega sneri ég mér vid og par st6d hin med silfurarm-
band um ulnlidinn og blém i harinu. Han gekk svo pokkafull
ad mér og tok af mér pyrnikérénuna. Komdu inn, sagdi han,
ég skal skyla pér fyrir storminum.

NG er veggur & milli okkar, eitthvad hefur tynst. Eg tok of
morgu sem gefnu, rugladist 4 merkjunum. Ad hugsa sér ad
pad skyldi allt byrja @ longu gleymdum morgni. Komdu inn,
sagdi han, ég skal skyla pér fyrir storminum.
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J3, l6greglumadurinn gengur 4@ hérdum noglum og prédikarinn
ridur hesti En ekkert skiptir i rauninni mali, pad er démurinn
einn sem telur. Og eineygdi Utfararstjorinn blaes i gagnslausan
[G8ur. Komdu inn, sagdi han, ég skal skyla pér fyrir storm-
inum.

Eg hef heyrt nyfaedd bérn vaela eins og syrgjandi dufur og
gamla menn med brotnar tennur i astlausu strandi. Skil ég
spurningu pina, madur, er pad vonlaust og yfirgefid? Komdu
inn, sagdi hun, ég skal skyla pér fyrir storminum.

[ litlu haedarorpi var spilad um fotin min. Eg prattadi um frels-
un en var gefinn banvaenn skammtur. Eg baud fram sakleysi
mitt en fékk endurgjald i fyrirlitningu. Komdu inn, sagdi hun,
ég skal skyla pér fyrir storminum.

J3, ég lifi i 6kunnu landi en verd ad fara yfir landamaerin. Feg-
urdin gengur 3 hnifskarpri egg, einhvern tima verdur hdn min.
Ef ég geeti bara snuid klukkunni aftur a bak til pess tima er
Gud og hun urdu til. Komdu inn, sagdi hun, ég skal skyla pér
fyrir storminum.

Shelter From the Storm
(af plotunni "Blood on the Tracks")

'Twas in another lifetime, one of toil and blood

When blackness was a virtue and the road was full of mud
| came in from the wilderness, a creature void of form.
"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."
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And if | pass this way again, you can rest assured

I'll always do my best for her, on that I give my word

In a world of steel-eyed death, and men who are fighting to be
warm.

"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."

Not a word was spoke between us, there was little risk involved
Everything up to that point had been left unresolved.

Try imagining a place where it's always safe and warm.

"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."

| was burned out from exhaustion, buried in the hail,
Poisoned in the bushes an' blown out on the trail,
Hunted like a crocodile, ravaged in the corn.

"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."

Suddenly | turned around and she was standin' there

With silver bracelets on her wrists and flowers in her hair.

She walked up to me so gracefully and took my crown of thorns.
"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."

Now there's a wall between us, somethin' there's been lost
| took too much for granted, got my signals crossed.

Just to think that it all began on a long-forgotten morn.
"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."

Well, the deputy walks on hard nails and the preacher rides a
mount

But nothing really matters much, it's doom alone that counts

And the one-eyed undertaker, he blows a futile horn.

"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."
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I've heard newborn babies wailin' like a mournin' dove

And old men with broken teeth stranded without love.

Do | understand your question, man, is it hopeless and forlorn?
"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."

In a little hilltop village, they gambled for my clothes

| bargained for salvation an' they gave me a lethal dose.
| offered up my innocence and got repaid with scorn.
"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."

Well, I'm livin' in a foreign country but I'm bound to cross the line
Beauty walks a razor's edge, someday I'll make it mine.

If I could only turn back the clock to when God and her were born.
"Come in," she said,

"I'll give you shelter from the storm."
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Pad er kviknad i pessu hjoli

Ef minnid pjonar pér vel munum vid hittast 4 ny og bida. Eg
2tla pvi ad taka upp ur toskunum og setjast adur en verdur of
framordid. Engin onnur lifandi sala mun koma til pin til ad
segja pér adra sogu. En pu veist ad vid munum hittast 4 ny ef
minnid pjonar pér vel. bad er kviknad i pessu hjéli sem rullar
eftir veginum. Lattu ndnasta skyldmenni mitt vita, petta hjdl
er ad springa!

Ef minnid pjonar pér vel xtladi ég ad hnupla blindunum og
hnyta paer i sjdmannahnut og fela peer i téskunni pinni. Ef ég
vissi bara ad petta veeri taskan pin ... En 6, pad var svo erfitt
ad segja. En pu vissir ad vid mundum hittast aftur ef minnid
pjonar pér vel. bad er kviknad i pessu hjéli sem rullar eftir veg-
inum. Lattu ndnasta skyldmenni mitt vita, petta hjél er ad
springa!

Ef minnid pjénar pér vel manstu ad pu ert si sem badst mig
ad szxkja pa heim og bidja pa ad gera pér greida. Og eftir ad
allar dzetlanir hofdu brugdist og ekkert meira um pad ad segja
vissir pu ad vid mundum hittast aftur ef minnid pjénadi pér
vel. pad er kviknad i pessu hjoli sem ekid er eftir veginum.
Lattu ndnasta skyldmenni mitt vita, petta hjdl er ad springa!
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This Wheel’s on Fire
(af plétunni , The Basement Tapes*)

If your mem'ry serves you well,

We were goin' to meet again and wait,
So I'm goin' to unpack all my things
And sit before it gets too late.

No man alive will come to you

With another tale to tell,

But you know that we shall meet again
If your mem'ry serves you well.

This wheel's on fire,

Rolling down the road,

Best notify my next of kin,

This wheel shall explode!

If your mem'ry serves you well,

| was goin' to confiscate your lace,
And wrap it up in a sailor's knot

And hide it in your case.

If | knew for sure that it was yours . . .
But it was oh so hard to tell.

But you knew that we would meet again,
If your mem'ry serves you well.

This wheel's on fire,

Rolling down the road,

Best notify my next of kin,

This wheel shall explode!

If your mem'ry serves you well,
You'll remember you're the one
That called on me to call on them
To get you your favors done.

And after ev'ry plan had failed

And there was nothing more to tell,
You knew that we would meet again,
If your mem'ry served you well.
This wheel's on fire,

Rolling down the road,

Best notify my next of kin,

This wheel shall explode!
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Hvirfilbylur

Skammbyssuskothrid gellur @ barnum um kvold og Patty
Valentine birtist af efri hadinni. Han sér barpjéninn i blédpolli
og hrépar: Gud minn godur, peir hafa drepid pau oll! Hér
kemur sagan um Huvirfiloyl, manninn sem stjérnvold sékudu
um nokkud sem hann hafdi aldrei gert. Honum var stungid i
fangaklefa en einhvern tima hefdi hann getad ordid heims-
meistari.

Patty sér ad parna liggja prju lik en madur ad nafni Bello faerir
sig til 4 dularfullan hatt. Eg gerdi pad ekki, segir hann og réttir
upp hendur sinar, ég var bara a6 stela skuldaskranni, ég vona
ad pu skiljir pad. Eg sa pa pegar peir voru ad fara burt. Og
hann hikar vid. Annadhvort okkar atti ad kalla a logregluna.
Pa hringir Petty i logregluna og peir birtast & vettvangi med
raud, blikkandi ljosin i heitri New Jersey-néttinni.

A medan, langt i burtu i 68rum borgarhluta flaekjast Rubin
Carter og nokkrir vinir hans um. Titildskorandi ndmer eitt i
millivigt hafdi enga hugmynd um pann éverra sem nu var i
veendum pegar logga drd hann yfir ad vegarbruninni. Eins og
sidast og eins og par & undan pannig gerast hlutirnir bara i
Paterson. Sé madur svartur er eins gott ad lata ekki sja sig a
gotunni nema madur vilji draga ad sér vandraedin.
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Alfred Bello atti sér félaga sem atti inni greida hja l6greglunni.
Hann og Arthur Cexter Bradley voru uti i gongutdr, sagdi
hann. Eg sa tvo menn hlaupa Ut, peir litu Gt eins og millivigtar-
menn. beir stukku upp i hvitan bil med utanfylkisndmerum.
Og ungfru Patty Valentine kinkadi adeins kolli. Loggan sagdi:
Bidid strakar, pessi er ekki daudur. Sidan foru peir med hann 4
sjukrastofu og pott hann veeri naerri blindur ségdu peir ad
hann geeti borid kennsl & hina seku.

Klukkan var fjogur um nétt og peir drésla Rubin inn, fara med
hann 3a sjukrahusid og upp & efri haed. Seerdi madurinn litur
upp med 6dru halfdaudu auganu og segir: Til hvers komud pid
med hann hingad? betta er ekki madurinn! Ja petta er sagan
um Hvirfilvind, manninn sem stjérnvold s6kudu um nokkud
sem hann hafdi aldrei gert. Honum var stungid i fangaklefa en
einhvern tima hefdi hann getad ordid heimsmeistari.

Fjérum manudum sidar eru fataekrahverfin logandi. Rubin er i
Sudur-Ameriku ad berjast fyrir fraegd sinni. A medan er Arthur
Dexter Bradley i reeningjaleiknum sinum. Og l6ggurnar setja a
hann pumalskrafu, leita ad einhverjum til ad setja sokina a.
Manstu eftir mordinu sem framid var & barnum? Manstu ad
pu sagdist hafa séd bilinn sem fludi & brott? Heldurdu ad pu
fair ad leika pér med 16gin? Heldurdu ad pad geeti hafa verid
pessi boxari sem pu sast flyja petta kvold? Gleymdu ekki ad
pu ert hvitur.
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Arthur Dexter Bradley sagdi: Eg veit svei mér ekki. Léggurnar
sogdu: Fataekur strdkur eins og pu geetir notid hlésins. Vid
nadum pér fyrir métel-malid og vid erum ad raeda vid Bello
vin pinn. Ekki viltu fara aftur i fangelsié. Vertu gédur ndungi
og gerdu samfélaginu greida. bessi tikarsonur hefur pad gott
og sifellt betra. Vid viljum hraera upp i helvitinu. Vid viljum
koma pessu prefalda mordi & hann. Hann er enginn Harry
heidursmadur.

Rubin gat rotad mann med einu hoggi en hann vildi aldrei
fijolyrda neitt um pad. betta er vinnan min sem ég fae borgad
fyrir. Og pegar pvi er lokid vil ég helst fara strax mina leid - til
einhvers himnarikis par sem silungavédurnar streyma og loft-
id0 er hreint og rida hesti eftir stignum. En pa foru peir med
hann i fangelsid par sem reynt er ad breyta ménnum i mys.

Oll spilin hans Rubins voru merkt fyrirfram. Réttarhéldin voru
svinasirkus. Hann atti aldrei neinn méguleika. Démarinn gerdi
vitni Rubins ad fyllibyttum Ur raesinu. | augum peirra hvitu
sem fylgdust med var hann byltingarsinnadur réni, i augum
peirra svortu adeins brjaladur negri. Enginn efadist um ad
hann hefdi hleypt af gikknum. Og pott byssan keemi aldrei
fram lysti saksoknarinn pvi yfir ad hann hefdi unnid petta
6daedi. Og alhvitur kviddémurinn samykkti.

pad var réttad yfir Rubin Carter med svikum. Glaepurinn mord
af fyrstu gradu en gettu hverjir baru vitni? Bello og Bradley
sem badir lugu kokhraustir. Og dagblddin, pau téku oll patt i
herforinni. Hvernig getur lif sliks manns verid i greipum slikra
fifla? begar ég sa hve sokinni var augljéslega komid a hann gat
ég ekki varist pvi ad skammast min fyrir ad lifa i landi par sem
menn leika sér ad réttaetinu.
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Og nu er 6llum glaepamoénnunum leyft ad fylgjast med sdlar-
upprasinni i finum frokkum med bindi & medan Rubin situr
eins og Buddhalikneski i priggja fermetra klefa. Saklaus madur
i lifandi helviti. betta er sagan um Huvirfiloyl. En henni lykur
ekki fyrr en peir hreinsa nafn hans og gefa honum aftur pann
tima sem hann er budinn ad afplana. Honum var stungid i fang-
elsisklefa en einhvern tima hefdi hann getad ordid heims-
meistari.

Hurricane
(af plotunni ,,Desire”)

Pistol shots ring out in the barroom night

Enter Patty Valentine from the upper hall.

She sees the bartender in a pool of blood,

Cries out, "My God, they killed them all!"

Here comes the story of the Hurricane,

The man the authorities came to blame

For somethin' that he never done.

Put in a prison cell, but one time he could-a been
The champion of the world.

Three bodies lyin' there does Patty see

And another man named Bello, movin' around mysteriously.
"I didn't do it," he says, and he throws up his hands

"I was only robbin' the register, | hope you understand.

| saw them leavin'," he says, and he stops

"One of us had better call up the cops."

And so Patty calls the cops

And they arrive on the scene with their red lights flashin'

In the hot New Jersey night.
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Meanwhile, far away in another part of town

Rubin Carter and a couple of friends are drivin' around.
Number one contender for the middleweight crown

Had no idea what kinda shit was about to go down

When a cop pulled him over to the side of the road

Just like the time before and the time before that.

In Paterson that's just the way things go.

If you're black you might as well not show up on the street
‘Less you wanna draw the heat.

Alfred Bello had a partner and he had a rap for the cops.

Him and Arthur Dexter Bradley were just out prowlin' around
He said, "l saw two men runnin' out, they looked like
middleweights

They jumped into a white car with out-of-state plates."

And Miss Patty Valentine just nodded her head.

Cop said, "Wait a minute, boys, this one's not dead"

So they took him to the infirmary

And though this man could hardly see

They told him that he could identify the guilty men.

Four in the mornin' and they haul Rubin in,

Take him to the hospital and they bring him upstairs.

The wounded man looks up through his one dyin' eye
Says, "Wha'd you bring him in here for? He ain't the guy!"
Yes, here's the story of the Hurricane,

The man the authorities came to blame

For somethin' that he never done.

Put in a prison cell, but one time he could-a been

The champion of the world.
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Four months later, the ghettos are in flame,

Rubin's in South America, fightin' for his name

While Arthur Dexter Bradley's still in the robbery game

And the cops are puttin' the screws to him, lookin' for somebody
to blame.

"Remember that murder that happened in a bar?"

"Remember you said you saw the getaway car?"

"You think you'd like to play ball with the law?"

"Think it might-a been that fighter that you saw runnin' that
night?"

"Don't forget that you are white."

Arthur Dexter Bradley said, "I'm really not sure."

Cops said, "A poor boy like you could use a break

We got you for the motel job and we're talkin' to your friend Bello
Now you don't wanta have to go back to jail, be a nice fellow.
You'll be doin' society a favor.

That sonofabitch is brave and gettin' braver.

We want to put his ass in stir

We want to pin this triple murder on him

He ain't no Gentleman Jim."

Rubin could take a man out with just one punch
But he never did like to talk about it all that much.
It's my work, he'd say, and | do it for pay

And when it's over I'd just as soon go on my way
Up to some paradise

Where the trout streams flow and the air is nice
And ride a horse along a trail.

But then they took him to the jailhouse

Where they try to turn a man into a mouse.

All of Rubin's cards were marked in advance

The trial was a pig-circus, he never had a chance.

The judge made Rubin's witnesses drunkards from the slums
To the white folks who watched he was a revolutionary bum
And to the black folks he was just a crazy nigger.

No one doubted that he pulled the trigger.

And though they could not produce the gun,

The D.A. said he was the one who did the deed

And the all-white jury agreed.
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Rubin Carter was falsely tried.

The crime was murder "one," guess who testified?

Bello and Bradley and they both baldly lied

And the newspapers, they all went along for the ride.
How can the life of such a man

Be in the palm of some fool's hand?

To see him obviously framed

Couldn't help but make me feel ashamed to live in a land
Where justice is a game.

Now all the criminals in their coats and their ties
Are free to drink martinis and watch the sun rise
While Rubin sits like Buddha in a ten-foot cell

An innocent man in a living hell.

That's the story of the Hurricane,

But it won't be over till they clear his name

And give him back the time he's done.

Put in a prison cell, but one time he could-a been
The champion of the world.
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Svarti demantafloéi

Uppi & hvitri verondinni klaedist han halsbindi og Panama-
hatti. | vegabréfinu er andlit fra 8rum tima og stad. Hun er
gjordlik pvi. Og allar leifar nylidins tima hafa tvistrast i trylltum
storminum. Hdn gengur yfir marmaragolfid par sem roédd
innan ur spilaherbergi kallar hana inn. En hun brosir, gengur
burt & medan sidasta skipid siglir hja og maninn lidur burt fra
Svarta demantafléla.

bpegar morgunbirtan hellist yfir kemur Grikkinn nidur og bidur
um reipi og penna sem haegt sé ad skrifa med. Afsakid, herra,
segir afgreidslumadurinn og tekur hufuna sina varlega ofan. Er
pad rétt sem ég heyri? Og 4 medan gula pokan léttist stefnir
Grikkinn hratt upp a adra haed. Hun meetir honum & hring-
stigapallinum og heldur ad hann sé sovéski sendiherrann. HUn
byrjar ad segja eitthvad en hann gengur i burtu & medan
stormskyin lyftast og pdlmagreinarnar sveiflast vid Svarta
demantafloa.

Hermadur situr undir viftunni og a vidskipti vid litinn ndunga
sem selur honum hring. Elding brestur yfir, ljésin fara. Af-
greidslumadurinn vaknar og byrjar ad kalla: Sjaid pid eitt-
hvad? ba kemur Grikkinn i 1jés & annarri haedinni, berfaettur
med reipi um hélsinn. A medan kveikir tapari i spilaherberginu
a kerti og segir: Hlustadu & mig! En regnid dynur yfir og
tronurnar fljuga burt fra Svarta demantafléa.
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Afgreidslumadurinn heyrdi konuna hlaja pegar hann horfdi a
eftirleikinn. Og hermadurinn vard gréfur, hann reyndi ad gripa
hond konunnar og sagdi: Hérna er hringur, hann kostar hell-
ing. HUN svaradi: Pad er ekki ndg. Sidan hljép hun upp til ad
setja nidur i toskurnar sinar en leiguvagn dreginn af hesti beid
beisladur. Hun gekk framhja dyrunum sem Grikkinn hafdi
leest. bar hékk handskrifad skilti: Truflid ekki! Samt bardi han
ad dyrum a medan sdlin hneig til vidar og ténlistin 6madi vid
Svarta demantaflda.

Eg verd ad tala vid einhvern strax! En Grikkinn sagdi: Fardu
burt! og sparkadi stélnum um koll. Parna hékk hann nidur ur
ljésakrénunni HUNn hrépadi: Hjalp! Pad er hatta a ferdum.
Gerdu pad, opnadu! ba gaus eldfjallid og hraunid vall nidur ar
fjallinu hatt fyrir ofan. Hermadurinn og litli ndunginn grafdu
sig uti i horni og hugsudu um forbodnar astir. En afgreidslu-
madurinn sagdi: betta gerist & hverjum degi, 4 medan stjorn-
urnar hropudu og akrar brunnu vid Svarta demantsfléa.

A medan eyjan sokk haegt i sa, sprengdi taparinn loks bank-
ann i spilaherberginu. Gjafarinn sagdi: Pad er ordid of seint.
Pu getur tekid peningana pina en ég veit ekki hvernig pu aetlar
ad eyda peim i grafhysinu. Litli madurinn beit hermanninn i
eyrad en golfid bylgjadist og midstodvarketillinnn i kjallar-
anum blés hastéfum. A medan han stendur parna frammi &
svélunum segir dkunnur madur vid hana: Astin min, ég elska
pig! HUn tarast og bidst sidan fyrir & medan eldar brenna og
reykurinn feykist burt fra Svarta demantaflda.
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Eg sat einn heima kvold eitt i Los Angeles, horfdi & Cronkite
gamla i sjo-fréttunum. Svo virdist sem jardskjalfti hafi ri6id
yfir og skilid ekkert eftir annad en Panama-hatt og gamla
sandala. bad virdist ekki mikid hafa gerst, svo ad ég slokkti 4
fréttunum og for ad fa mér annan bjor. bPad er eins og ad i
hvert skipti sem madur snyr sér vid heyri madur enn eina
hrakfallasdguna. Vid pvi er svo sem ekkert ad segja. Eg zetladi
hvort sem er aldrei ad fara til Svarta demantafloa.

Black Diamond Bay
(af plétunni ,Desire”)

Up on the white veranda

She wears a necktie and a Panama hat.

Her passport shows a face

From another time and place

She looks nothin' like that.

And all the remnants of her recent past

Are scattered in the wild wind.

She walks across the marble floor

Where a voice from the gambling room is callin' her to come on in.
She smiles, walks the other way

As the last ship sails and the moon fades away
From Black Diamond Bay.

As the mornin' light breaks open, the Greek comes down
And he asks for a rope and a pen that will write.
"Pardon, monsieur," the desk clerk says,

Carefully removes his fez,

"Am | hearin' you right?"

And as the yellow fog is liftin'

The Greek is quickly headin' for the second floor.

She passes him on the spiral staircase

Thinkin' he's the Soviet Ambassador,

She starts to speak, but he walks away

As the storm clouds rise and the palm branches sway
On Black Diamond Bay.
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A soldier sits beneath the fan

Doin' business with a tiny man who sells him a ring.
Lightning strikes, the lights blow out.

The desk clerk wakes and begins to shout,

"Can you see anything?"

Then the Greek appears on the second floor

In his bare feet with a rope around his neck,

While a loser in the gambling room lights up a candle,
Says, "Open up another deck."

But the dealer says, "Attendez-vous, s'il vous plait,"
As the rain beats down and the cranes fly away
From Black Diamond Bay.

The desk clerk heard the woman laugh

As he looked around the aftermath and the soldier got tough.
He tried to grab the woman's hand,

Said, "Here's a ring, it cost a grand."

She said, "That ain't enough."

Then she ran upstairs to pack her bags

While a horse-drawn taxi waited at the curb.

She passed the door that the Greek had locked,
Where a handwritten sign read, "Do Not Disturb."
She knocked upon it anyway

As the sun went down and the music did play

On Black Diamond Bay.

"I've got to talk to someone quick!"

But the Greek said, "Go away," and he kicked the chair to the
floor.

He hung there from the chandelier.

She cried, "Help, there's danger near

Please open up the door!"

Then the volcano erupted

And the lava flowed down from the mountain high above.
The soldier and the tiny man were crouched in the corner
Thinking of forbidden love.

But the desk clerk said, "It happens every day,"

As the stars fell down and the fields burned away

On Black Diamond Bay.
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As the island slowly sank

The loser finally broke the bank in the gambling room.
The dealer said, "It's too late now.

You can take your money, but | don't know how

You'll spend it in the tomb."

The tiny man bit the soldier's ear

As the floor caved in and the boiler in the basement blew,
While she's out on the balcony, where a stranger tells her,
"My darling, je vous aime beaucoup."

She sheds a tear and then begins to pray

As the fire burns on and the smoke drifts away

From Black Diamond Bay.

| was sittin' home alone one nightin L.A,,
Watchin' old Cronkite on the seven o'clock news.
It seems there was an earthquake that

Left nothin' but a Panama hat

And a pair of old Greek shoes.

Didn't seem like much was happenin',

So | turned it off and went to grab another beer.
Seems like every time you turn around

There's another hard-luck story that you're gonna hear
And there's really nothin' anyone can say

And | never did plan to go anyway

To Black Diamond Bay.
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Sara

Eg 14 & solstélnum og horfdi upp i loftid, pegar bérnin voru
smaborn og Iéku sér a strondinni. PU komst aftan ad mér, ég
sa pig ganga framhja. bu varst alltaf svo naleeg og enn i
seilingarfaeri.

Sara, Sara, hvad fékk pig til ad skipta um skodun? Sara, Sara,
svo audvelt ad horfa a pig, svo erfitt ad skilgreina pig.

Eg sé pau enn fyrir mér leika sér med foturnar sinar i sandin-
um. bPau hlupu ad vatninu til ad fylla paer. Eg sé skeljarnar enn
hrynja Ur [6fum peirra pegar pau hlupu aftur upp hadina.

Sara, Sara, pu seeta englaflj6d, dyrasta astin i lifi minu. Sara,
Sara, gléandi gimsteinn, dularfull eiginkona.

Vid svafum i skdginum vid eldinn um nétt og drukkum hvitt
romm 3 portugdlskum bar. bpau léku sér i hofrungaleik og
hlustudu @ Mjallhvit. bu forst @ markadinn i Savanna-la-Mar.

Sara, Sara, petta er allt svo skyrt, ég gaeti aldrei gleymt pvi.
Sara, Sara, astin til pin er pad eina sem ég mun aldrei idrast.

Eg heyri enn hljédin i bjdllum mepddistanna. Eg hafdi farid i
medferd og var rétt kominn yfir pad. Vakti dogum saman inni
a Hoétel Chelsea og samdi Dapureygu konuna fra Ldglénd-
unum til pin.

Sara, Sara, hvert sem vid forum, faer ekkert skilid okkur ad.
Sara, Sara, fagra kona, svo kaer hjarta minu.
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Hvernig hitti ég pig? Eg veit pad ekki. Sendibodi faerdi mér
hitabeltisstorm. bd varst parna um veturinn, tunglskinid merl-
adi i snjénum. Og a Liljutjarnartrod pegar vedrid vard hlytt.

O, Sara, Sara, sporddrekasvings i bémullarfétum. Sara, Sara,
fyrirgefdu hve ég er éverdugur.

NU er strondin aud fyrir utan svolitid pang og brak ur gomlu
skipi sem liggur i fjorunni. bu brast alltaf vié pegar ég parfnad-
ist hjalpar pinnar. bu feerdir mér alltaf kort og lykil ad dyrum
pinum.

0, Sara, Sara, glaesilega vatnadis med boga og 6rvar. O, Sara,
Sara, yfirgefdu mig aldrei, fardu ekki frd mér.

Sara
(af plétunni ,Desire”)

I laid on a dune, | looked at the sky,

When the children were babies and played on the beach.
You came up behind me, | saw you go by,

You were always so close and still within reach.

Sara, Sara,

Whatever made you want to change your mind?
Sara, Sara,

So easy to look at, so hard to define.

I can still see them playin' with their pails in the sand,
They run to the water their buckets to fill.

| can still see the shells fallin' out of their hands

As they follow each other back up the hill.

Sara, Sara,

Sweet virgin angel, sweet love of my life,
Sara, Sara,

Radiant jewel, mystical wife.
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Sleepin' in the woods by a fire in the night,

Drinkin' white rum in a Portugal bar,

Them playin' leapfrog and hearin' about Snow White,
You in the marketplace in Savanna-la-Mar.

Sara, Sara,

It's all so clear, | could never forget,

Sara, Sara,

Lovin' you is the one thing I'll never regret.

| can still hear the sounds of those Methodist bells,
I'd taken the cure and had just gotten through,
Stayin' up for days in the Chelsea Hotel,

Writin' "Sad-Eyed Lady of the Lowlands" for you.

Sara, Sara,

Wherever we travel we're never apart.
Sara, oh Sara,

Beautiful lady, so dear to my heart.

How did | meet you? | don't know.

A messenger sent me in a tropical storm.

You were there in the winter, moonlight on the snow
And on Lily Pond Lane when the weather was warm.

Sara, oh Sara,

Scorpio Sphinx in a calico dress,

Sara, Sara,

You must forgive me my unworthiness.

Now the beach is deserted except for some kelp
And a piece of an old ship that lies on the shore.
You always responded when | needed your help,
You gimme a map and a key to your door.

Sara, oh Sara,

Glamorous nymph with an arrow and bow,
Sara, oh Sara,

Don't ever leave me, don't ever go.
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Pu verdur ad pjona einhverjum

Ef til vill ertu sendiherra i Englandi eda Frakklandi, ef til vill
hefurdu gaman af fjarheaettuspili, ef til vill elskardu dans. Ef til
vill ertu heimsmeistari i pungavigt i hnefaleikum, ef til vill ertu
samkvaemisljon med langt perluband.

En pu verdur svo sannarlega ad pjona einhverjum, pu verdur
ad pjéna einhverjum. Ef til vill er pad satan, ef til vill er pad
Gud. En pu verdur ad pjona einhverjum.

Ef til vill ertu rokkfikill sem sprangar um & svidi, ef til vill ved-
urdu i eiturlyfjum eda konum. Ef til vill ertu kaupsyslumadur
eda forframadur pjofur, ef til vill ertu kalladur doktor, ef til vill
nefndur stjori.

En pu verdur svo sannarlega ad pjéna einhverjum, pu verdur
ad pjona einhverjum. Ef til vill er pad satan, ef til vill er pad
Gud. En pu verdur ad pjéna einhverjum.

Ef til vill ertu lidsforingi i rikishernum, ef til vill ungur Tyrki. Ef
til vill ertu yfirmadur storrar sjonvarpsstodvar. Ef til vill ertu
fataekur eda rikur, ef til vill ertu blindur eda fatladur. Ef til vill
byrdu i 66ru landi undir 68ru nafni.

En pa verdur svo sannarlega ad pjona einhverjum, pu verdur

ad pjoéna einhverjum. Ef til vill er pad satan, ef til vill er pad
Gud. En pu verdur ad pjona einhverjum.
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Ef til vill ertu verkamadur sem vinnur vid ad byggja hus. Ef til
vill byrdu i hofdingjasetri, ef til vill byrdu undir hvolfpaki. Ef til
vill attu pinar eigin byssur og jafnvel pina eigin skriddreka. Ef
til vill ertu landeigandi, ef til attu jafnvel banka.

En pu verdur svo sannarlega ad pjona einhverjum, pu verdur
ad pjéna einhverjum. Ef til vill er pad satan, ef til vill er pad
Gud. En pu verdur ad pjéna einhverjum..

Ef til vill ertu prédikari fullur af andlegu stolti. Ef til vill ertu
borgarstarfsmadur sem tekur vid mutum framhja. Ef til vill
vinnurdu a rakarastofu, ef til vill kanntu ad klippa. Ef til vill
ertu astkona einhvers, ef til vill erfingi einhvers.

En pu verdur svo sannarlega ad pjéna einhverjum, pu verdur
ad pjona einhverjum. Ef til vill er pad satan, ef til vill er pad
Gud. En pu verdur ad pjéna einhverjum.

Ef til vill finnst pér gott ad kleedast badmull, ef til vill velurdu
heldur silki. Ef til vill finnst pér gott ad drekka visky, ef til vill
viltu mjélk. Ef til vill finnst pér kaviar gédur, ef til vill viltu
heldur braud. Ef til vill sefurdu & golfinu, ef til vill i king-size
rami.

En pu verdur svo sannarlega ad pjona einhverjum, pa verdur
ad pjoéna einhverjum. Ef til vill er pad satan, ef til vill er pad
Gud. En pu verdur ad pjona einhverjum.

Ef til vill kallardu mig Terry, ef til vill kallardu mig Timmy. Ef til
vill kallar6u mig Bobby, ef til vill kallardu mig Zimmy. Ef til vill
kallardu mig RJ, ef til vill kallardu mig Ray. bu matt kalla mig
hvad sem er en pad er sama hvad pu segir:
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Pu verdur svo sannarlega ad pjona einhverjum, pu verdur ad
pbjona einhverjum. Ef til vill er pad satan, ef til vill er pad Gud.
En pu verdur ad pjona einhverjum.

Gotta Serve Somebody
(af pl6tunni ,Slow Train Coming“)

You may be an ambassador to England or France,
You may like to gamble, you might like to dance,
You may be the heavyweight champion of the world,
You may be a socialite with a long string of pearls

But you're gonna have to serve somebody, yes indeed
You're gonna have to serve somebody,

Well, it may be the devil or it may be the Lord

But you're gonna have to serve somebody.

You might be a rock 'n' roll addict prancing on the stage,
You might have drugs at your command, women in a cage,
You may be a business man or some high degree thief,
They may call you Doctor or they may call you Chief

But you're gonna have to serve somebody, yes indeed
You're gonna have to serve somebody,

Well, it may be the devil or it may be the Lord

But you're gonna have to serve somebody.

You may be a state trooper, you might be a young Turk,
You may be the head of some big TV network,

You may be rich or poor, you may be blind or lame,

You may be living in another country under another name

But you're gonna have to serve somebody, yes indeed
You're gonna have to serve somebody,

Well, it may be the devil or it may be the Lord

But you're gonna have to serve somebody.
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You may be a construction worker working on a home,

You may be living in a mansion or you might live in a dome,
You might own guns and you might even own tanks,

You might be somebody's landlord, you might even own banks

But you're gonna have to serve somebody, yes indeed
You're gonna have to serve somebody,

Well, it may be the devil or it may be the Lord

But you're gonna have to serve somebody.

You may be a preacher with your spiritual pride,

You may be a city councilman taking bribes on the side,

You may be workin' in a barbershop, you may know how to cut
hair,

You may be somebody's mistress, may be somebody's heir

But you're gonna have to serve somebody, yes indeed
You're gonna have to serve somebody,

Well, it may be the devil or it may be the Lord

But you're gonna have to serve somebody.

Might like to wear cotton, might like to wear silk,

Might like to drink whiskey, might like to drink milk,

You might like to eat caviar, you might like to eat bread,

You may be sleeping on the floor, sleeping in a king-sized bed

But you're gonna have to serve somebody, yes indeed
You're gonna have to serve somebody,

Well, it may be the devil or it may be the Lord

But you're gonna have to serve somebody.

You may call me Terry, you may call me Timmy,

You may call me Bobby, you may call me Zimmy,

You may call me R.J., you may call me Ray,

You may call me anything but no matter what you say

You're gonna have to serve somebody, yes indeed
You're gonna have to serve somebody.

Well, it may be the devil or it may be the Lord

But you're gonna have to serve somebody.
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[ sérhverju sandkorni

A stund jatningar minnar pegar neyd min er sarust, pegar
taraflddid vid feetur mér skolar burt hverju nyfaeeddu sadkorni,
er deyjandi rédd inni i mér sem teygir sig eitthvert ut, byltist
um i haettunni og bodskap 6rvaentingarinnar.

Hafdu ekki tilhneigingu til ad horfa til baka & sérhver mistok.
Eins og Kain held ég nu i hendi mér peirri kedju atburda sem
ég verd ad slita. | eldi andartaksins sé ég hénd Drottins { sér-
hverju skjalfandi laufi, i sérhverju sandkorni.

0, pessi blém eftirlaetisins og illgresi fyrri dra. Eins og glaepa-
menn hafa pau kaeft anda samviskunnar og alla gledi. Sdlin
varpar geislum sinum & prep timans til ad lysa leidina, til ad
|étta kvol idjuleysisins og minningarinnar um hrérnun.

Eg stari inn um dyragaett hins reida loga freistingarinnar og i
hvert sinn sem ég fer framhja pessari gatt heyri ég nafn mitt.
Sidar & ferd minni rennur upp fyrir mér ad hvert har er tolu-
sett, rétt eins og sérhvert sandkorn.

Eg hef gengid fra eymd til rikidaemis i sorg naeturinnar, i rofi
sumardraumsins, i svala vetrarbirtunnar, i bitrum dansi ein-
semdarinnar sem hverfur Ut i geiminn, i brotnum spegli sak-
leysisins, i hverju gleymdu andliti.

Eg heyri hid forna fétatak eins og hreyfingu hafsins. Stundum
lit ég um 0Oxl, parna er einhver a ferli, stundum er pad adeins
ég sjalfur. Eg svif i jafnvaegi mannlegs raunveruleika eins og
sporfugl sem fatast flugid, eins og sérhvert sandkorn.
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Every Grain of Sand
(af pl6tunni ,Shot of Love*)

In the time of my confession, in the hour of my deepest need
When the pool of tears beneath my feet flood every newborn
seed

There's a dyin' voice within me reaching out somewhere,

Toiling in the danger and in the morals of despair.

Don't have the inclination to look back on any mistake,

Like Cain, | now behold this chain of events that | must break.
In the fury of the moment | can see the Master's hand

In every leaf that trembles, in every grain of sand.

Oh, the flowers of indulgence and the weeds of yesteryear,

Like criminals, they have choked the breath of conscience and
good cheer.

The sun beat down upon the steps of time to light the way

To ease the pain of idleness and the memory of decay.

| gaze into the doorway of temptation's angry flame
And every time | pass that way | always hear my name.
Then onward in my journey | come to understand
That every hair is numbered like every grain of sand.

| have gone from rags to riches in the sorrow of the night

In the violence of a summer's dream, in the chill of a wintry light,
In the bitter dance of loneliness fading into space,

In the broken mirror of innocence on each forgotten face.

| hear the ancient footsteps like the motion of the sea

Sometimes | turn, there's someone there, other times it's only me.
I am hanging in the balance of the reality of man

Like every sparrow falling, like every grain of sand.
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Brandarakarl

Pu stendur 8 bakkanum og fleygir braudinu pinu Gt i, 8 medan
augu eftileetisgodsins glda i jarnhofdinu, fjarleeg skip sigla at i
pbokuna. bu faeddist med sndk i badum l6fum medan hvirfil-
bylurinn blés. Frelsi pitt handan vid hornid en pegar sannleik-
urinn er svo vids fjarri hvad gagnar pa frelsié?

Brandarakarl, dansadu vid tdna neeturgalans. Fugl, fljugdu
hatt i manaskini. O, 6, 6, brandarakarl.

Svo birtist sdélin snégglega a himni. bu rist 8 feetur og kvedur
engan. Fiflin hdpast pangad sem englar pora ekki ad stiga.
Framtid beggja er svo full af 6tta, en pu synir ekkert slikt.
Flettir burt enn einu hadlagi, heldur pig skrefi & undan peim
sem ofsaekir.

Brandarakarl, dansadu vid tdéna neseturgalans. Fugl, fljugdu
hatt i manaskini. O, 8, 6, brandarakarl.

Pu ert madur fjallanna, pu getur gengid a skyjum, pu stjérnar
mannfjoldanum, pu sundrar draumum. PU ert & leidinni til
Sédému og Gémorru. En hvad snertir pad pig? bPad er enginn
par sem mundi vilja giftast systur pinni. Vinur pislarvottarins,
vinur seku konunnar. bu horfir inn i logandi ofninn, sérd rika,
nafnlausa manninn.

Brandarakarl, dansadu vid tdona neeturgalans. Fugl, fljugdu
hatt i manaskini. O, 6, 6, brandarakarl.
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J3, bék Levitikusar og Deuteronomys, frumskdgarlogmalié og
I6gmal sjavarins eru kennarar pinir. | eim ljésaskiptanna &
mjolkurhvitum faki hefdi Michelangelo svo sannarlega getad
meitlad utlinur pinar. Hvilist @ 6krunum, langt fjarri truflandi
geimnum, halfsofandi nzerri stjornunum med litinn hund sem
sleikir andlit pitt.

Brandarakarl, dansadu vid téna neseturgalans. Fugl, fljugdu
hatt i manaskini. O, 6, 6, brandarakarl.

Jeeja, riffilskyttan situr fyrir peim sjuku og fotludu. Predikarinn
leitar pess sama, dvist er hvor verdur fyrri til. Neeturstafir og
vatnsfallbyssur, taragas, hengilasar, Molotoff-kokkteilar og
grjot @ bak vid hver gluggatjold. Hjartafalskir domarar deyj-
andi i vefnum sem peir hafa spunnid sjalfir. Adeins tima-
spurning hvenaer nottin leggst yfir.

Brandarakarl, dansadu vid tdéna neseturgalans. Fugl, fljugdu
hatt i manaskini. O, 6, 6, brandarakarl.

betta er skuggaleg verdld, skyin eru sleipgra. Kona faeddi kon-
ungsson i dag og kleeddi hann i skarlat. Hann mun stinga
prestinum i vasa sinn, skerpa egg sina i hitanum, fjarlaegja
madurlaus bornin af gétunum og setja pau vid faetur vaendis-
konunnar. O, brandarakarl, pu veist hvad hann vill. O, brand-
arakarl, pu synir engin vidbrogd.

Brandarakarl, dansadu vid tdona neeturgalans. Fugl, fljugdu
hatt i manaskini. O, 8, 6, brandarakarl.
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Jokerman
(af plétunni ,Infidels”)

Standing on the waters casting your bread

While the eyes of the idol with the iron head are glowing.

Distant ships sailing into the mist,

You were born with a snake in both of your fists while a hurricane
was blowing.

Freedom just around the corner for you

But with the truth so far off, what good will it do?

Jokerman dance to the nightingale tune,
Bird fly high by the light of the moon,
Oh, oh, oh, Jokerman.

So swiftly the sun sets in the sky,

You rise up and say goodbye to no one.

Fools rush in where angels fear to tread,

Both of their futures, so full of dread, you don't show one.
Shedding off one more layer of skin,

Keeping one step ahead of the persecutor within.

Jokerman dance to the nightingale tune,
Bird fly high by the light of the moon,
Oh, oh, oh, Jokerman.

You're a man of the mountains, you can walk on the clouds,
Manipulator of crowds, you're a dream twister.

You're going to Sodom and Gomorrah

But what do you care? Ain't nobody there would want to marry
your sister.

Friend to the martyr, a friend to the woman of shame,

You look into the fiery furnace, see the rich man without any
name.

Jokerman dance to the nightingale tune,

Bird fly high by the light of the moon,
Oh, oh, oh, Jokerman.

115



Well, the Book of Leviticus and Deuteronomy,

The law of the jungle and the sea are your only teachers.

In the smoke of the twilight on a milk-white steed,
Michelangelo indeed could've carved out your features.
Resting in the fields, far from the turbulent space,

Half asleep near the stars with a small dog licking your face.

Jokerman dance to the nightingale tune,
Bird fly high by the light of the moon,
Oh. oh. oh. Jokerman.

Well, the rifleman's stalking the sick and the lame,
Preacherman seeks the same, who'll get there first is uncertain.
Nightsticks and water cannons, tear gas, padlocks,

Molotov cocktails and rocks behind every curtain,
False-hearted judges dying in the webs that they spin,

Only a matter of time 'til night comes steppin' in.

Jokerman dance to the nightingale tune,
Bird fly high by the light of the moon,
Oh, oh, oh, Jokerman.

It's a shadowy world, skies are slippery gray,

A woman just gave birth to a prince today and dressed him in
scarlet.

He'll put the priest in his pocket, put the blade to the heat,

Take the motherless children off the street

And place them at the feet of a harlot.

Oh, Jokerman, you know what he wants,

Oh, Jokerman, you don't show any response.

Jokerman dance to the nightingale tune,

Bird fly high by the light of the moon,
Oh, oh, oh, Jokerman.
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Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold

Andartak, adur en pu ferd, stulka. Andartak, 46ur en pu snert-
ir hurdina. Hvad er pad sem pu ert ad reyna ad na fram? Held-
urdu ad vid getum talad meira um pad? bu veist ad streetin
eru full af héggormum sem hafa tynt allri vonarglaetu. bu veist
ad pad er jafnvel ekki lengur 6ruggt i holl pafans.

Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Eg held ég geeti ekki afborid
pad. Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Gaerdagurinn er adeins
minning og morgundagurinn verdur aldrei eins og reiknad er
med. Og ég parfnast pin, ja.

Komdu padan og hingad, stulka. Sestu hérna, pu matt sitja i
minu saeti. Eg sé ekki ad vid séum ad fara neitt, stulka, eini
stadurinn sem er opinn er i pusund milna fjarlaegd og ég get
ekki farid med pig pangad. Eg vildi ad ég hefdi ordid laeknir, pa
hefdi ég kannski getad bjargad einhverju lifi sem glatadist, pa
hefdi ég kannski getad komid einhverju gédu til leidar, i stad
bess ad brenna allar bryr ad baki mér.

Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Eg held ég geeti ekki afborid
pad. Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Gaerdagurinn er adeins
minning og morgundagurinn verdur aldrei eins og reiknad er
med. Og ég parfnast pin, ja.

Eg er ekkert of gédur i samraedum, stulka, svo ad pu veist
kannski ekki alveg hvernig mér lidur. En ef ég gaeti mundi ég
fara med pig upp a fjallstind, stulka, og byggja pér hus ar
rydfriu stali. En pad er eins og ég sé fastur inni i malverki sem
hangir uppi i Louvre-safninu. bad sé fidringur i halsinum & mér
og mig klzei i nefid, en ég viti ad ég geti ekki hreyft mig.
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Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Eg held ég gaeti ekki afborid
pad. Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Gaerdagurinn er adeins
minning og morgundagurinn verdur aldrei eins og reiknad er
med. Og ég barfnast pin, ja.

Hvada fdlk gengur i attina til pin? pekkirdu pad, eda verda
slagsmal? Bros pess eru glettnislaus og gegnsz. Getur pad
sagt pér hvad sé rétt og hvad sé rangt? Manstu eftir St.
James-straeti par sem pu gerdir Jackie P. sturladan? bu varst
svo glaesileg ad Clark Gable hefdi fallid ad fétum pér og lagt lif
sitt ad vedi.

Reynum ad komast undir yfirbordsurganginn, stulka. Engar
fleiri sprengjugildrur og sprengjur. Enga meiri urkynjun og
tofra. Ekki meiri videigandi tilgerd, stulka. Enga fleiri drullu-
kokukarla i fadmi pér. Hvad med milljdnamaringinn med
trommukjudana i buxunum? Hann virtist svo undrandi og
rugladur pegar hann lék an pess ad vid donsudum.

Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Eg held ég geeti ekki afborid
pbad. Ekki falla saman hja mér i kvold. Gaerdagurinn er adeins
minning og morgundagurinn verdur aldrei eins og reiknad er
med. Og ég parfnast pin, ja
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Don’t Fall Apart on Me Tonight
(af plétunni ,Infidels”)

Just a minute before you leave, girl,

Just a minute before you touch the door.
What is it that you're trying to achieve, girl?
Do you think we can talk about it some more?
You know, the streets are filled with vipers
Who've lost all ray of hope,

You know, it ain't even safe no more

In the palace of the Pope.

Don't fall apart on me tonight,

| just don't think that | could handle it.
Don't fall apart on me tonight,

Yesterday's just a memory,

Tomorrow is never what it's supposed to be
And | need you, yeah.

Come over here from over there, girl,

Sit down here. You can have my chair.

| can't see us goin' anywhere, girl.

The only place open is a thousand miles away and | can't take you
there.

| wish I'd have been a doctor,

Maybe I'd have saved some life that had been lost,

Maybe I'd have done some good in the world

'Stead of burning every bridge | crossed.

Don't fall apart on me tonight,

| just don't think that I could handle it.
Don't fall apart on me tonight,

Yesterday's just a memory,

Tomorrow is never what it's supposed to be
And | need you, oh, yeah.
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| ain't too good at conversation, girl,

So you might not know exactly how | feel,

But if | could, I'd bring you to the mountaintop, girl,
And build you a house made out of stainless steel.
But it's like I'm stuck inside a painting

That's hanging in the Louvre,

My throat start to tickle and my nose itches

But I know that | can't move.

Don't fall apart on me tonight,

| just don't think that | could handle it.
Don't fall apart on me tonight,
Yesterday's gone but the past lives on,
Tomorrow's just one step beyond

And | need you, oh, yeah.

Who are these people who are walking towards you?
Do you know them or will there be a fight?

With their humorless smiles so easy to see through,
Can they tell you what's wrong from what's right?

Do you remember St. James Street

Where you blew Jackie P.'s mind?

You were so fine, Clark Gable would have fell at your feet
And laid his life on the line.

Let's try to get beneath the surface waste, girl,

No more booby traps and bombs,

No more decadence and charm,

No more affection that's misplaced, girl,

No more mudcake creatures lying in your arms.

What about that millionaire with the drumsticks in his pants?
He looked so baffled and so bewildered

When he played and we didn't dance.

Don't fall apart on me tonight,

| just don't think that | could handle it.
Don't fall apart on me tonight,

Yesterday's just a memory,

Tomorrow is never what it's supposed to be
And | need you, yeah.
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[ ndnu sambandi vid hjarta mitt

J4, ég vard ad bregdast hratt vid og pad gat ég ekki med pig
hangandi um halsinn. Eg sagdist mundu senda eftir pér, sem
ég gerdi. Vid hverju bjéstu? Eg er sveittur & I6funum, pott vid
séum varla byrjud enn. Eg zetla ad fylgja syndarleiknum pang-
ad til ég get upphugsad einhverja leid Ut dr honum. Eg veit ad
petta var bara einn stér brandari, hvad svo sem hann snerist
um. Kannski man ég einhvern tima eftir pvi ad gleyma.

Eg aetla ad sakja frakkann minn, ég finn andardratt stormsins.
pbad er ddlitid sem ég parf ad gera i kvold. Fardu inn og lattu
pér ekki verda kalt.

Hefur einhver séd ast mina? Hefur einhver séd ast mina?
Hefur einhver séd ast mina? Eg veit pad ekki. Hefur einhver
séd ast mina?

pig langar til ad tala vid mig. Allt i lagi, taladu. Hvad svo sem
bu barft ad segja, verdur pad mér ekkert afall. Eg hlyt ad vera
sekur um eitthvad, pa hvislar pvi bara ad mér. Fra Butterfly
vaggadli mér i svefn i samudarlausri borg par sem vatnid renn-
ur i djupinu. HUn sagdi: Taktu pvi rdlega, elskan, hér inni er
ekkert pess virdi ad stela pvi.

Pu ert su sem ég hef leitad, pu ert su sem ert med lykilinn. En
ég get ekki komist ad pvi hvort ég sé of godur fyrir pig, eda pu
of gdd fyrir mig.

Hefur einhver séd ast mina? Hefur einhver séd ast mina?

Hefur einhver séd 4st mina? Eg veit pad ekki. Hefur einhver
séd ast mina?
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Jaeja, peir syna engin ljos i kvold og pad er ekkert tunglskin.
bparna er adeins blédheitur séngvari sem syngur Memphis i
juni. En @ medan lemja peir strdk med pudurblaa harkollu i
klessu. Seinna verdur hann skotinn fyrir ad syna motproa vid
handtdku. Eg heyri enn rédd hans veina { audninni. bad sem
virdist stort i fjarleegd, er aldrei jafn stort i nalaegd.

Eg gat aldrei leert ad drekka petta bléd og kalla pad vin. Eg gat
aldrei lzert ad halda utan um pig, astin min, og kalla pig mina.

Tight Connection to My Heart
(af plotunni ,,Empire Burlesque*)

Well, | had to move fast

And | couldn't with you around my neck.
I said I'd send for you and | did
What did you expect?

My hands are sweating

And we haven't even started yet.
I'll go along with the charade
Until | can think my way out.

| know it was all a big joke
Whatever it was about.
Someday maybe

I'll remember to forget.

I'm gonna get my coat,

| feel the breath of a storm.

There's something I've got to do tonight,
You go inside and stay warm.

Has anybody seen my love,
Has anybody seen my love,
Has anybody seen my love.
| don't know,

Has anybody seen my love?

122



You want to talk to me,

Go ahead and talk.

Whatever you got to say to me
Won't come as any shock.

I must be guilty of something,
You just whisper it into my ear.
Madame Butterfly

She lulled me to sleep,

In a town without pity

Where the water runs deep.
She said, "Be easy, baby,
There ain't nothin' worth stealin' in here."

You're the one I've been looking for,

You're the one that's got the key.

But | can't figure out whether I'm too good for you
Or you're too good for me.

Has anybody seen my love,
Has anybody seen my love,
Has anybody seen my love.
| don't know,

Has anybody seen my love?

Well, they're not showing any lights tonight
And there's no moon.

There's just a hot-blooded singer

Singing "Memphis in June,"

While they're beatin' the devil out of a guy
Who's wearing a powder-blue wig.

Later he'll be shot

For resisting arrest,

| can still hear his voice crying

In the wilderness.

What looks large from a distance,

Close up ain't never that big.

Never could learn to drink that blood
And call it wine,

Never could learn to hold you, love,
And call you mine.
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D6kk augu

O, herrarnir tala og midnaeturtunglid er yfir arbakkanum. beir
eru ad klara drykkina a géngunni og pad er kominn timi til
bess fyrir mig ad hverfa. Eg lifi i 68rum heimi par sem lif og
daudi lifa i minningunni, par sem j6rdin er alsett perlum elsk-
enda og ég sé ekkert nema dokk augu.

Hani galar langt fjarri og annar hermadur liggur & baen. Barn
einhverrar madur hefur villst burt, hdn finnur hann hvergi. En
ég heyri adra trumbu sla vegna hinna daudu sem risa upp en
villidyr nattdrunnar éttast komu peirra, og ég sé ekkert nema
dokk augu.

Peir segja mér ad leyna 6llum atludum tilgangi. beir segja
mér ad hefndin sé seet og fra peirra sjonarhorni er ég viss um
ad pad er satt. En ég finn til einskis vegna leiks peirra par sem
fegurdin birtist an pess ad tekid sé eftir henni. Allt sem ég finn
er hiti og bal og ég sé ekkert nema dokk augu.

O, franska stulkan, hun er i Paradis og drukkinn madur vid
styrid. Hungrid greidir hatt gjald fyrir fallandi Gudi hrada og
stals. O, timinn er stuttur, dagarnir saetir og astridan stjérnar
orvunum sem fljuga. Milljén andlit eru vid faetur mér en ég sé
ekkert nema dokk augu.
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Dark Eyes
(af plétunni ,Empire Burlesque*)

Oh, the gentlemen are talking and the midnight moon is on the
riverside,

They're drinking up and walking and it is time for me to slide.

I live in another world where life and death are memorized,
Where the earth is strung with lovers' pearls and all | see are dark
eyes.

A cock is crowing far away and another soldier's deep in prayer,
Some mother's child has gone astray, she can't find him
anywhere.

But | can hear another drum beating for the dead that rise,

Whom nature's beast fears as they come and all | see are dark
eyes.

They tell me to be discreet for all intended purposes,

They tell me revenge is sweet and from where they stand, I'm sure
itis.

But | feel nothing for their game where beauty goes unrecognized,
All | feel is heat and flame and all | see are dark eyes.

Oh, the French girl, she's in paradise and a drunken man is at the
wheel,

Hunger pays a heavy price to the falling gods of speed and steel.
Oh, time is short and the days are sweet and passion rules the
arrow that flies,

A million faces at my feet but all | see are dark eyes.
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Draumarod

Eg var ad hugsa um draumardd par sem ekkert kemst upp &
tindinn, allt dvelst nidri par sem pad er saert og stodvast end-
anlega. Var ekki ad hugsa um neitt sérstakt eins og i draumi
pbegar madur hrekkur upp og eepir. Ekkert svo visindalegt,
bara ad hugsa um draumardéad.

Hugsa um draumardd par sem timi og hljomfall fljuga og
hvergi sést nein utgénguleid nema su sem ekki er haegt ad sja
med augunum. Var ekki ad komast i neitt frabaert samband,
var ekki ad falla fyrir neinum lymskulegum brégéum, ekkert
sem steedist athugun, bara ad hugsa um draumarod.

Draumar par sem regnhlif er brotin saman nidur i stiginn par
sem mér er fleygt. Og spilin sem pu ert med 4 hendi eru einsk-
is virdi, nema pau séu ur 68rum heimi.

A einu peirra brenna télurnar, & 6dru sé ég glaep framinn. A
einu var ég a hlaupum, @ 60ru virtist ég ekkert annad gera en
ad klifra. Var ekki ad leita ad neinni sérstakri hjalp, ekki &
leidinni Gt i neinar storkostlegar 6fgar. Eg hafdi pegar lagt
vegalengdina ad baki. Bara ad hugsa um draumarod.
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Series of Dreams
(af plétunni ,,Oh Mercy“)

| was thinking of a series of dreams

Where nothing comes up to the top

Everything stays down where it's wounded

And comes to a permanent stop

Wasn't thinking of anything specific

Like in a dream, when someone wakes up and screams
Nothing too very scientific

Just thinking of a series of dreams

Thinking of a series of dreams

Where the time and the tempo fly

And there's no exit in any direction

'Cept the one that you can't see with your eyes
Wasn't making any great connection

Wasn't falling for any intricate scheme

Nothing that would pass inspection

Just thinking of a series of dreams

Dreams where the umbrella is folded

Into the path you are hurled

And the cards are no good that you're holding
Unless they're from another world

In one, numbers were burning

In another, | witnessed a crime

In one, | was running, and in another

All | seemed to be doing was climb
Wasn't looking for any special assistance
Not going to any great extremes

I'd already gone the distance

Just thinking of a series of dreams
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Stulka fra Brownsville

J3, pessi biomynd sem ég sa einu sinni um mann sem ridur yfir
eydimorkina, hun var med Gregory Peck. Hann var skotinn
nidur af soltnum strdk sem var ad reyna ad verda fraegur.
Bajarbuar vildu kremja pennan strak og hengja hann i galga.

NU jaeja, l6ggan lamdi strdkinn sidan par til hann var einn
blédkoggull. A medan 14 deyjandi byssumadurinn { sélinni og
bardist vid sidustu andardreaettina: Lattu hann lausan, leyféu
honum ad fara, segdu honum af sanngirni ad hann hafi tekid
mér fram i fraeegd minni og frama. Eg vil ad hann finni hvernig
bad er ad standa andspeenis daudanum sérhvert andartak.

J3, ég held afram ad horfa a petta efni og pad sakir 8 mig og
veistu ad pad fykur i gegnum mig eins og bolti og kedja.
Veistu ad ég trui pvi ekki ad vid hofum lifad svo lengi en séum
samt svo langt hvert fra 66ru. Minningin um pig hrépar enn 3
mig eins og brunandi lest.

Eg sé enn fyrir mér daginn pegar pu komst til min & maladri
eydimorkinni i illa férnum Fordinum pinum og & pykkbotna
haelum. Eg komst aldrei ad pvi hvers vegna pu valdir pennan
stad til ad hittast 4. En svei mér pa, pu hafdir rétt fyrir pér.
Petta var fullkomid pegar ég var sestur undir styri.

Og vid 6kum i bilnum alla néttina til San Antonio og vid svaf-
um naerri Alamo, hérund pitt var svo naeemt og mjukt. A leid-
inni sudur i Mexikd forstu at til ad leita ad laekni og komst
aldrei til baka. Eg hefdi elt pig ef hausinn & mér hefdi ekki
verid ad springa.
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J4, vid 6kum i pessum bil og sélin er ad koma upp yfir Kletta-
fjollum. NG veit ég ad hun er ekki pu en hun er hér og hun er
med dimmt hljomfallid i salinni. En ég er lika kominn fram af
hengifluginu og er ekki lengur i skapi til ad muna pa tima
begar ég var eini madurinn i lifi pinu. Og hun hefur enga l6ng-
un til ad minna mig 4@ pad. Hun veit ad pa yrdi billinn stjérn-
laus.

Stulka fra Brownsville med lokka fra Brownsville, tennur eins
og perlur sem skina eins og tunglid & himninum. Stalka fra
Brownsville, syndu mér allan heiminn. Stulka frd Brownsville,
pu ert astarhunangid mitt.

Ja, vid férum framhja ponnuskaftinu og stefndum i att til
Amarillo. Vid stonsudum par sem Henry Porter atti heima.
Hann atti hrorlega 168 um pad bil milu fyrir utan borgina.
Ruby var i bakgardinum ad hengja upp pvott, hin var med
rautt hdrid bundid aftur. HUn sa okkur koma skréltandi afram
eftir rykslddinni. HUn sagdi: Henry er ekki hér en pid getid
komid inn, hann kemur eftir smastund.

Sidan sagdi hun okkur fra erfidleikunum og um ad hun veeri ad
hugsa um ad hukka sér far til ad komast aftur pangad sem
hun byrjadi. En pu veist, han skipti alltaf um umraeduefni,
pbegar talid barst ad peningum. Hun sagdi: Velkomin i land
hinna lifandi daudu. Pad matti sja ad hun var i hjartasarum.
Huan sagdi: Jafnvel saumaklubbarnir hérna eru ordnir spilltir.

Hve langt erud pid ad fara? spurdi Ruby og andvarpadi. Vid
forum alla leié pangad til hjélin detta undan og brenna, pang-
ad til soélin flettir lakkinu af og sesetisdkleedin upplitast og
vatnshosurnar salast. Ruby brosti adeins og sagdi: £, pid vitid
ad sum born lera aldrei.
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pad er eitthvad vid pessa biémynd, ég get bara ekki hzett ad
hugsa um hana. En ég get ekki munad af hverju ég er i henni
og hvada hlutverk mér var =tlad ad leika. bad eina sem ég
man um hana er Gregory Peck og hvernig folkid hreyfdi sig og
margt af pvi virtist horfa i somu att og ég.

Stulka fra Brownsville med lokka fra Brownsville, tennur eins
og perlur sem skina eins og tunglid & himninum. Stalka fra
Brownsville, syndu mér allan heiminn. Stulka frd Brownsville,
pu ert astarhunangid mitt.

J4, peir voru ad leita ad einhverri med uppsett har. Eg var ad
fara yfir gotuna pegar skothridin héfst. Eg vissi ekki hvort ég
2tti ad skyla mér eda flyja svo ad ég fludi. Vid kroum hann af
inni i kirkjugardi, heyrdi ég einhvern kalla.

J3, pid sdud mynd af mér i Corpus Christi-dagbladinu. Fyrir
nedan hana st6d: Madur an fjarvistarsénnunar. bu tefldir a
taepasta vad med ad bera vitni fyrir mig, pu sagdir ad ég hefdi
verid med pér. Og pegar ég sa pig brotna nidur frammi fyrir
démaranum og grata alvéru tarum var pad besti leikurinn sem
ég hef séd nokkurn leika.

En ég hef alltaf verid si manngerd sem fer inn & bannsvaedi
en stundum er madur kominn Gt & ystu nof. O, ef einhver
frumleg hugsun er til parna ati geeti ég notad hana nuna.
Veistu ad mér lidur agaetlega en pad segir ekki svo mikid. Mér
geeti lidid miklu betur ef pd veerir hér vidé hlid mér til ad syna
mér hvernig.
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J4, og nu stend ég i r6dinni i rigningu og bid pess ad horfa a
mynd med Gregory Peck en veistu ad petta er ekki si mynd
sem ég hafdi i huga. bad er komin 6nnur med honum nuna,
ég veit ekki einu sinni um hvad hdn er en ég fer 4 hvada mynd
sem er med honum. Og pvi stend ég i r6dinni.

Stulka fra Brownsville med lokka fra Brownsville, tennur eins
og perlur sem skina eins og tunglid 4 himninum. Stalka fra
Brownsville, syndu mér allan heiminn. Stulka frd Brownsville,
pu ert astarhunangid mitt.

Veistu ad pad er svo skritid hvernig hlutirnir aexlast alltaf
O0ruvisi en vid @tlum. bad eina sem vid vissum fyrir vist um
Henry Porter var ad hann hét ekki Henry Porter. Og veistu ad
pad var eitthvad vid pig, elskan, sem mér gedjadist ad og sem
var alltaf of gott fyrir pennan heim. Alveg eins og pu sagdir ad
pad veeri eitthvad vid mig sem pér likadi en sem ég hefdi skilid
eftir i Franska hverfinu.

Skritid hvernig folk sem pjaist saman er tengt nanari béndum
en peir sem eru dnaegdastir. Eg sé ekki eftir neinu, peir geta
talad ndg um mig pegar ég er horfinn. bu sagdir alltaf ad folk
gerdi ekki pad sem ad trydi a, pad gerdi adeins pad sem veeri
>gilegast, sidan saei pad eftir pvi. Og ég sagdi alltaf: Haltu pér
vid mig, elskan, og vid skulum vona ad pakid hrynji ekki.

pad var biémynd sem ég sa einu sinni, ég held ég hafi setid
yfir henni tvisvar. Eg man ekki hver ég var eda hvert ég var ad
fara. Pad eina sem ég man er ad hun var med Gregory Peck,
hann var med byssu og var skotinn i bakid. Pad virdist svo
langt sidan, 16ngu adur en stjornurnar voru rifnar nidur.
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Stulka fra Brownsville med lokka fra Brownsville, tennur eins
og perlur sem skina eins og tunglid 4 himninum. Stalka fra
Brownsville, syndu mér allan heiminn. Stilka fra Brownsville,
pu ert astarhunangid mitt.

Brownsville Girl
(af pl6tunni ,Knocked Out Loaded*)

Well, there was this movie | seen one time,

About a man riding 'cross the desert and it starred Gregory Peck.
He was shot down by a hungry kid trying to make a name for
himself.

The townspeople wanted to crush that kid down and string him up
by the neck.

Well, the marshal, now he beat that kid to a bloody pulp

as the dying gunfighter lay in the sun and gasped for his last
breath.

Turn him loose, let him go, let him say he outdrew me fair and
square,

| want him to feel what it's like to every moment face his death.

Well, | keep seeing this stuff and it just comes a-rolling in

And you know it blows right through me like a ball and chain.

You know | can't believe we've lived so long and are still so far
apart.

The memory of you keeps callin' after me like a rollin' train.

| can still see the day that you came to me on the painted desert
In your busted down Ford and your platform heels

| could never figure out why you chose that particular place to
meet

Ah, but you were right. It was perfect as | got in behind the wheel.

Well, we drove that car all night into San Anton'

And we slept near the Alamo, your skin was so tender and soft.
Way down in Mexico you went out to find a doctor and you never
came back.

| would have gone on after you but | didn't feel like letting my
head get blown off.
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Well, we're drivin' this car and the sun is comin' up over the
Rockies,

Now | know she ain't you but she's here and she's got that dark
rhythm in her soul.

But I'm too over the edge and | ain't in the mood anymore to
remember the times when | was your only man

And she don't want to remind me. She knows this car would go
out of control.

Brownsville girl with your Brownsville curls, teeth like pearls
shining like the moon above

Brownsville girl, show me all around the world, Brownsville girl,
you're my honey love.

Well, we crossed the panhandle and then we headed towards
Amarillo

We pulled up where Henry Porter used to live. He owned a
wreckin' lot outside of town about a mile.

Ruby was in the backyard hanging clothes, she had her red hair
tied back. She saw us come rolling

up in a trail of dust.

She said, "Henry ain't here but you can come on in, he'll be back in
a little while."

Then she told us how times were tough and about how she was
thinkin' of bummin' a ride back to where she started.

But ya know, she changed the subject every time money came up.
She said, "Welcome to the land of the living dead." You could tell
she was so broken-hearted.

She said, "Even the swap meets around here are getting pretty
corrupt."

"How far are y'all going?" Ruby asked us with a sigh.

"We're going all the way 'til the wheels fall off and burn,

'Til the sun peels the paint and the seat covers fade and the water
moccasin dies."

Ruby just smiled and said, "Ah, you know some babies never
learn."
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Something about that movie though, well | just can't get it out of
my head

But | can't remember why | was in it or what part | was supposed
to play.

All | remember about it was Gregory Peck and the way people
moved

And a lot of them seemed to be lookin' my way.

Brownsville girl with your Brownsville curls, teeth like pearls
shining like the moon above

Brownsville girl, show me all around the world, Brownsville girl,
you're my honey love.

Well, they were looking for somebody with a pompadour.

| was crossin' the street when shots rang out.

| didn't know whether to duck or to run, so | ran.

"We got him cornered in the churchyard," | heard somebody
shout.

Well, you saw my picture in the Corpus Christi Tribune.
Underneath it, it said, "A man with no alibi."

You went out on a limb to testify for me, you said | was with you.
Then when | saw you break down in front of the judge and cry real
tears,

It was the best acting | saw anybody do.

Now I've always been the kind of person that doesn't like to
trespass but sometimes you just find yourself over the line.

Oh if there's an original thought out there, | could use it right now.
You know, | feel pretty good, but that ain't sayin' much. | could
feel a whole lot better,

If you were just here by my side to show me how.

Well, I'm standin' in line in the rain to see a movie starring
Gregory Peck,

Yeah, but you know it's not the one that | had in mind.

He's got a new one out now, | don't even know what it's about

But I'll see him in anything so I'll stand in line.
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Brownsville girl with your Brownsville curls, teeth like pearls
shining like the moon above

Brownsville girl, show me all around the world, Brownsville girl,
you're my honey love.

You know, it's funny how things never turn out the way you had
'em planned.

The only thing we knew for sure about Henry Porter is that his
name wasn't Henry Porter.

And you know there was somethin' about you baby that | liked
that was always too good for this world

Just like you always said there was something about me you liked
that | left behind in the French Quarter.

Strange how people who suffer together have stronger connec-
tions than people who are most content.

| don't have any regrets, they can talk about me plenty when I'm
gone.

You always said people don't do what they believe in, they just do
what's most convenient, then they repent.

And | always said, "Hang on to me, baby, and let's hope that the
roof stays on."

There was a movie | seen one time, | think | sat through it twice.

| don't remember who | was or where | was bound.

All | remember about it was it starred Gregory Peck, he wore a
gun and he was shot in the back.

Seems like a long time ago, long before the stars were torn down.

Brownsville girl with your Brownsville curls, teeth like pearls
shining like the moon above

Brownsville girl, show me all around the world, Brownsville girl,
you're my honey love.
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Halondin

J3, hjarta mitt er i Haldndunum vidkveemu og foégru. Hunangs-
blém i bléma i frumskdgarblaenum. Blaklukkur bifast, par sem
arnar i Aberdeen lidast. J3, hjarta mitt er i Hdlondunum. bang-
ad xtla ég pegar mér lidur ndgu vel til ad fara.

Radurnar nétrudu i alla nétt i draumum minum. Allt var eins
og pad virdist. Eg vaknadi i morgun og horfdi 4 sému gémlu
siduna. S6mu goémlu lifsbarattuna. Lifid i sama gamla burinu.

Eg vil ekkert fra 68rum, pad er ekki af svo miklu ad taka.
Mundi ekki sja muninn a alvoru- og gerviljdsku. Lidur eins og
fanga i heimi leyndardémanna. Eg vildi ad einhver kaemi og
sneri klukkunni aftur & bak fyrir mig.

J3, hjarta mitt er i Haléndunum hvert sem ég fly. bar verd ég
pbegar ég verd kalladur heim. Vindurinn, ja hann hvislar visum
ad kastaniutrjanum. Ja, hjarta mitt er i Hdldondunum. Eg kemst
adeins pangad eitt skref i einu.

Eg er ad hlusta & Neil Young. Eg verd ad haekka hljédid. Ein-
hver er alltaf ad aepa ad ég eigi ad slokkva a pvi. Mér finnst
eins og ég sé & reki. Reki fra einu svidi til annars. Eg er ad velta
pvi fyrir mér hvad i ffandanum pad merki.

Gedveiki klessist upp ad sal minni. PU gaetir sagt ad ég sé 4
Ollu nema rulladri rettu. Ef ég vaeri ekki samviskulaus gaeti ég
allt eins skotid mig i hausinn. Hvad annad get ég svo sem gert
vid hann? Fara kannski med hann til vedlanarans?
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Hjarta mitt er i Haldondunum i dagrenningu vid fagurt Svart-
alftavatnid. Stér hvit sky, eins og hestvagnar sem steypast
nidur. Ja, hjarta mitt er i Halondunum. Pad er eini stadurinn
sem haegt er ad fara til ndordid.

Eg er i Boston-borg, & einhverjum veitingastad. Eg hef ekki
hugmynd um hvad ég vil. Ju, kannski veit ég pad en ég er bara
ekki viss. Gengilbeinan kemur til min. Enginn er 4 stadnum
nema vid tvo.

Pad hlytur ad vera fridagur, engir eru a ferli. Han grandskodar
mig pegar ég fae mér szeti. Hin er med fallegt andlit og langa
glidandi fétleggi. Hun segir: Hvad get ég gert fyrir pig? Eg
svara: Eg veit pad ekki, attu linsodin egg?

Han horfir 4 mig og segir: Eg mundi faera pér pau ef ég geeti
en pau eru buin. bu valdir rangan tima til ad koma. Svo segir
han: Eg veit ad pu ert listamadur, teiknadu mynd af mér! Eg
svara: Eg mundi gera ad ef ég geeti en ég teikna ekki eftir
minni.

Jaeja, svarar hun, ég er beint fyrir framan pig, sérdu pad ekki?
Eg segi: Rétt en ég er ekki med teikniblokkina mina. Hun réttir
mér serviettu og segir: bu getur gert hana a petta. Eg svara:
J3, ég geeti pad en ég veit ekki um blyantinn minn.

Han neer i blyant & bak vid eyrad a sér og segir: Svona, komdu
bér ad verki og teiknadu mig. Eg stend hérna. Eg teikna faein
strik og syni henni pau. Hun tekur serviettuna og kastar henni
til baka og segir: Hun likist mér ekkert!
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Eg segi: O, gdda ungfru, vist gerir hin pad. Hun svarar: bu
hlytur ad vera ad grinast. Eg segi: Eg vildi dska pess. b4 segir
huan: pa lest ekki kvenrithéfunda, er pad? Ad minnsta kosti
heyrist mér hin segja pad. Ja, svara ég, hvernig geetirdu vitad
hvort pad veeri rétt og hvada mali skiptir pad svo sem?

Nei, segir hun, pu litur ekki at fyrir pad! Eg svara: Pu hefur &
rongu ad standa. Hun segir: Hverjar hefurdu pa lesid? Eg
svara: Eg les Ericu Young. Hun fer burt i smastund og ég renni
mér upp Ur seetinu og stig aftur Ut 4 idandi straetid en enginn
er ad fara neitt.

J3, hjarta mitt er i Halondunum hja hrossunum og hundunum,
langt upp i landamaerahérudunum, langt frd borgunum, hja
pyti 6rvarinnar og smelli bogans. J& hjarta mitt er i Halond-
unum. Sé engan annan stad til ad heimsakja.

Alla daga er pad sama utandyra. Mér finnst ég ennpd lengra i
burtu en nokkru sinni fyrr. Suma hluti lifsins er ordid of seint
ad leera. J3, ég er tyndur einhvers stadar, ég hlyt ad hafa villst
nokkrum sinnum af leid.

Eg sé folk i skemmtigardinum gleyma vandraedum sinum og
volaedi. Pad drekkur og dansar, klaedist bjortum litrikum fot-
um. Allir ungu mennirnir med ungu konurnar sem lita svo vel
ut. Ja, ég mundi skipta vid hvern peirra sem er i eina minttu
ef ég geeti.

Eg fer yfir streetid til ad komast burt fra ldsugum hundinum,
byl einraedu yfir sjdlfum mér. Eg held ad pad sem mig vanti sé
skosidur ledurfrakki. Einhver spurdi mig rétt 46an hvort ég
hefdi skrad mig til ad kjosa.
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Sélin er farin ad skina @ mig, en petta er ekki sama sdl og
adur. Veislan er buin og pad er sifellt minna ad tala um. Eg er
kominn med ny augu, allt virdist svo fjarleegt.

J3, hjarta mitt er i Halondunum i dagrenningu, handan vid
hadirnar og langt fjarri. bangad liggur einhver leid og ég zetla
einhvern veginn ad finna hana. En i huganum er ég pegar
kominn pangad og pad er alveg ndg i bili.

Highlands
(af plotunni ,, Time Out of Mind*)

Well my heart's in the Highlands gentle and fair
Honeysuckle blooming in the wildwood air
Bluebelles blazing, where the Aberdeen waters flow
Well my heart's in the Highland,

I'm gonna go there when | feel good enough to go

Windows were shakin' all night in my dreams

Everything was exactly the way that it seems

Woke up this morning and | looked at the same old page
Same ol' rat race

Life in the same ol' cage.

| don't want nothing from anyone, ain't that much to take
Wouldn't know the difference between a real blonde and a fake
Feel like a prisoner in a world of mystery

| wish someone would come

And push back the clock for me

Well my heart's in the Highlands wherever | roam
That's where I'll be when | get called home

The wind, it whispers to the buckeyed trees in rhyme
Well my heart's in the Highland,

| can only get there one step at a time.
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I'm listening to Neil Young, | gotta turn up the sound
Someone's always yelling turn it down

Feel like I'm drifting

Drifting from scene the scene

I'm wondering what in the devil could it all possibly mean?

Insanity is smashing up against my soul

You can say | was on anything but a roll

If | had a conscience, well | just might blow my top
What would | do with it anyway

Maybe take it to the pawn shop

My heart's in the Highlands at the break of dawn
By the beautiful lake of the Black Swan

Big white clouds, like chariots that swing down low
Well my heart's in the Highlands

Only place left to go

I'm in Boston town, in some restaurant

| got no idea what | want

Well, maybe | do but I'm just really not sure
Waitress comes over

Nobody in the place but me and her

It must be a holiday, there's nobody around

She studies me closely as | sit down

She got a pretty face and long white shiny legs
She says, "What'll it be?"

I say, "l don't know, you got any soft boiled eggs?"

She looks at me, Says "I'd bring you some

but we're out of 'm, you picked the wrong time to come"
Then she says, "l know you're an artist, draw a picture of me!"
I say, "l would if | could, but,

| don't do sketches from memory."
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"Well", she says, "I'm right here in front of you, or haven't you
looked?"

I say," all right, | know, but | don't have my drawing book!"

She gives me a napkin, she says, "you can do it on that"

I say, "yes | could but,

I don't know where my pencil is at!"

She pulls one out from behind her ear

She says "all right now, go ahead, draw me, I'm standing right
here"

| make a few lines, and | show it for her to see

Well she takes a napkin and throws it back

And says "that don't look a thing like me!"

I said, "Oh, kind miss, it most certainly does"

She says, "you must be jokin." | say, "l wish | was!"

Then she says, "you don't read women authors, do you?"

Least that's what | think | hear her say,

"Well", | say, "how would you know and what would it matter
anyway?"

"Well", she says, "you just don't seem like you do!"

| said, "you're way wrong."

She says, "which ones have you read then?" | say, "I read Erica
Jong!"

She goes away for a minute and | slide up out of my chair

| step outside back to the busy street, but nobody's going
anywhere

Well my heart's in the Highlands, with the horses and hounds
Way up in the border country, far from the towns

With the twang of the arrow and a snap of the bow

My heart's in the Highlands

Can't see any other way to go

Every day is the same thing out the door
Feel further away then ever before

Some things in life, it gets too late to learn
Well, I'm lost somewhere

I must have made a few bad turns
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| see people in the park forgetting their troubles and woes
They're drinking and dancing, wearing bright colored clothes
All the young men with their young women looking so good
Well, I'd trade places with any of them

In a minute, if | could

I'm crossing the street to get away from a mangy dog
Talking to myself in a monologue

I think what | need might be a full length leather coat
Somebody just asked me

If | registered to vote

The sun is beginning to shine on me

But it's not like the sun that used to be

The party's over, and there's less and less to say
| got new eyes

Everything looks far away

Well, my heart's in the Highlands at the break of day
Over the hills and far away

There's a way to get there, and I'll figure it out somehow
But I'm already there in my mind

And that's good enough for now
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PROSALJOD EFTIR BOB DYLAN:

Skilabod fra Bob Dylan
(Opid bréf til Borgaralegu neydar-
frelsisnefndarinnar, i desember 1963).

til allra sem malid vardar clark? mairi? phillip? edith? hr.
lamont? dteljandi andlita sem ég pekki ekki og allra barattu-
manna fyrir gédum malstad sem ég sé ekki

pbegar ég minnist & skollott folk & ég vid skollétta huga pegar
ég minnist a sjavarstrond 4 ég vid lygnt fjorubord ég veit ekki
hvers vegna ég minnist 4 petta

lif mitt lidur i r6dum skapbrigda a einstaklingsbundinn og
stundum persénulegan hatt ég sjalfur get breytt pvi skapi sem
ég er i i pad skap sem mig langar til ad vera i pegar ég gekk inn
um dyrnar & americana hoételinu purfti ég ad skipta um skap af
astaedum sem varda minn eigin huga

ég er eirdarlaus sal hungrud kannski snuin

pad er erfitt ad heyra i peim sem madur pekkir ekki segja
,petta er pad sem hann meinti“ um eitthvad sem madur var
ad segja

pvi enginn getur vitad hvad ég =tladi ad segja alls enginn 3

peim tima sem ég veit pad jafnvel ekki sjalfur petta var eitt af
peim skiptum
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ég lifi lifi minu daglega @ peim stodum par sem mér lidur
notalega petta eru stadir par sem ég er dpekktur og ekki er
gont @ mig ég kem sjaldan fram og pegar ég geri pad eru
st6dug 6paegindi logandi i likama minum og sal vegna athygl-
innar sem beinist ad mér hvotin berst vid tilfinningahitann og
ottinn berst vid hvotina

ég held pvi ekki fram ad ég sé gafadur skv. uppsettum stodl-
um ég held pvi jafnvel ekki fram ad ég sé edlilegur skv. upp-
settum stodlum og ég pykist ekki pekkja neins konar sannleika

en eins og malari sem leggur malverk sitt (ad loknu malara-
starfi) fram fyrir pusundir ékunnra augna pannig legg ég
einnig fram séngvana mina (pegar ég hef samid pd) pad er
ekkert fléknara eda erfidara en pad

ég get ekki talad ég get ekki raett ég get adeins skrifad og
sungid kannski hefdi ég bara att ad semja lag en pad hefdi
ekki heldur verid rétt

pbvi mér voru ekki veitt verdlaun til ad ég syngi heldur fyrir pad
sem ég hef sungid

nei pad sem ég hefdi att ad segja var: ,kaerar pakkir herrar
minir og frar” ja pad hefdi ég att ad segja

en ég gerdi pad ekki af pvi ad ég vissi pad ekki
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ég hélt ad einhvers annars vaeri veenst af mér en ad segja bara
,keerar pakkir” og ég vissi ekki hvad pad var pad er pridgandi
sterk tilfinning ad halda ad einhvers sé vaenst af manni en vita
ekki fyrir vist hvad pad er ... pad dregur fram kynlega sektar-
tilfinningu

ég hefdi att ad muna ,ég er BOB DYLAN og ég parf ekki ad
halda reedu” ,ég parf ekki ad tala nema ég vilji pad sjalfur” en
... g mundi pad ekki

yfir kvoldmatnum spurdi ég sjalfan mig stodugt: ,,hvad a ég ad
segja?” ,hvad gat ég sagt peim?” ,allir adrir munu segja peim
eitthvad” en ég gat ekki svarad sjalfum mér ég spurdi jafnvel
einhvern sem sat vid hlidina @ mér en hann vissi pad ekki
hugur minn blés upp og ég parf ekki ad nefna ad ad ég vard ad
koma pvi i rétt form (hvad svo sem pad er) og sidan fludi ég ut
ur stéra herberginu og i sama mund heyrdi ég nafn mitt kallad
upp og pad var sagt ,komdu hingad” ,komdu hingad” og a
medan fann ég ad handleggir minir voru togadir medfram
hundrudum borda og sterkustu ljésin lystu og visudu mér
leidina pangad sem ég var ad flyja burt frd ,hvad 4 ég ad
segja?” ,hvad a ég ad segja?” aftur og aftur og aftur

Drottinn minn ég hefdi gefid allt til ad purfa ekki ad vera
parna ,,slokkvid ad minnsta kosti ljésin“ félk héstadi og pad
dunadi i hofdinu & mér og brolti-skrolti-hljédin sukku djupt i
hauskipuna 4 mér alls stadar ad ur herberginu par til ég reif
allt burt Ur huga mér og sagdi ,vertu bara hreinskilinn dylan
vertu bara hreinskilinn”
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og svo var ég kominn Ut a plankann eins og ég lenti einu sinni
frammi fyrir bil og ég stokk ... stokk af 6llum blédugum meetti
minum reyndi bara ad forda mér svo ég yrdi ekki fyrir en
Oskradi fyrst fra mér lokasongnum

pegar ég taladi um Lee Oswald var ég ad tala um tidarandann
ég var ekki ad tala um verk hans ef pad var pa verk hans
verkid talar fyrir sig sjalft en ég er leidur a pvi svo leidur & pvi
ad heyra ,sokin er okkar allra“ eftir hverja kirkjusprengju
hvern byssubardaga hvert jardsprengjuslys hverja fataktar-
sprengju hvert forsetamord sem verdur pad er svo audvelt ad
segja ,vid” og luta hofdi saman ég verd ad segja ,,ég” einsam-
all og dripa hofdi einsamall pvi ad pad er ég einn sem lifi
minu lifi ég hef astkaera félaga mina en peir hafa hvorki
bordad né sofid fyrir mig og jafnvel peir verda ad segja ,ég” ja
ef tidandinn er fullur af ofbeldi er ég fullur af ofbeldi ég er
ekki fullkomlega heyrnarlaus ég heyri prumurnar og get ekki
komist hja pvi ad heyra paer adeins ef pad er beinlinis okkar a
milli pa og adeins pa er haegt ad segja ,vid“ og meina ad ... og
halda sidan afram padan og gera eitthvad i malinu

pbegar ég taladi um negra var ég ad tala um negrana vini mina
fra harlem og jackson selma og birmingham atlanta pittsburgh
og allsstadar fyrir austan vestan nordan og sunnan og hvar
svo sem peir kunna ad vera i rottufylltum herbergjum & skit-
ugum bondabylum skélum fornsélum verksmidjum billiard-
stofum og gdétuhornum pa sem eiga engin tré en vita pad
stoltir ad peir purfa peirra ekki ekki agnar 6gn

peir urfa ekki ad vera eins og peir eru ekki - af nattarulegum

astaedum - til ad eignast pad sem peir eiga - af nattirulegum
asteedum - frekar en adrir
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pad gerir hlutina bara fléknari og leidir folk til ad hugsa um
ranga hluti svart horund er svart horund pad verdur ekki hulid
med foétum og 1atid synast dseettanlegt jafnvel addaunarvert
og virdulegt ... ad kenna pad eda hugsa pad kveikir adeins
loga annarrar godsogudfreskju pad er nakid svart hérund og
ekkert annad ef negri parf ad setja a sig bindi til ad vera negri
ba verd ég ad skera sundur 6ll halsbindi med peim sem hann
setur pad upp fyrir

ég veit ekki hvers vegna mig langadi til ad segja petta a pessu
kvoldi kannski var petta adeins eitt af morgu i huga minum
sem verdur til dr ruglun tidaranda mins pegar ég taladi um
folkid sem for til Kibu var ég ad tala um frelsi til ferdalaga ég
er ekki hraeddur vid ad sja hluti ég mana sjalfan mig til ad sja
hluti ég er médgadur nidur i dypstu sdlarrsetur pegar einhver
sem ég pekki ekki fyrirskipar ad ég geti ekki séd petta og gefur
mér dularfull rok fyrir pvi ad ég muni meidast ef ég sé ad ...
segir mér i sama mund fra kostum og gollum félks sem ég
pbekki ekki heldur mér hefur verid sagt fra folki allt mitt lif
negrum og alls konar utlendingslyd (ordin sem gefin eru upp
eru allt nidrandi ord um gydinga, itali spanverja kinverja ofl)
og mér hefur verid sagt hvernig peir éta drekka ganga tala
stela raena og drepa en enginn segir mér hve oft einhver
peirra graetur eda hlaer eda kyssir ég er uttrodinn af flestum
dagblédunum Utvarpsstodvunum sjonvarpsrasunum og kvik-
myndunum og pvi um liku sem segja mér & sama tima fra
kostum og gollum félks ég vil sja petta og komast ad pvi
sjalfur og ég ték & méti pessum verdlaunum fyrir hénd allra
sem eru eins og ég sem vilja sja sjalfir og sem vilja ekki ad sa
guds godi réttur verdi af peim tekinn af peim stolid eda
laumad burt undan peim ju ferdabann i sudri mundi vernda
bandarikjamenn betur pad er areidanlegt en bannid gagnvart
Kdbu en i fullri hreinskilni vildi ég einnig brjéta pad a bak aftur
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skilurdu? skilurdu i raun og veru? ég a vid ad ég vil sja - ég vil
sja allt sem ég kemst yfir hvar sem er eitthvad ad sja lif mitt
ber med sér augu og pau eru parna i adeins einum tilgangi ad
sja med peim

landid mitt er Minnesota - Nordur-Dakdta-sveedid par faeddist
ég og lerdi ad ganga og par var ég alinn upp og gekk i skdla ...
aska min leid villt medal snjougra hada og himinblarra vatna
pilvidarakra og yfirgefinna opinna nama andstaett pvi sem
sdgusagnir herma er ég afar stoltur af pvi hvadan ég er

og einnig af pvi ad margar blédar hafa sameinast rétum min-
um en ég veeri ekki ad gera pad sem ég starfa vid i dag ef ég
hefdi ekki komid til New York i New York mdétadist stefna min
i New York var ég naerdur barinn nidur og reistur vid New York
kenndi mér ad halda afram nu er ég ad tala um félkid sem ég
hitti sem bardist fyrir lifi sinu og lifi annars folks & fjérda
fimmta og sjotta aratugnum og ég horfdi a tidaranda peirra ég
teygi mig i tidaranda peirra svo ad i vissum skilningi 6funda ég
pad af tidaranda sinum ad hugsa sem svo ad ég hafi ekki porf
fyrir gamalt félk er 6sénn hugsun peir sem pekkja mig vita ad
bad er ekki svo peir sem pekkja mig ekki eru liklega hissa eins
og vinur minn jack elliot sem segist hafa endurfaedst i Okla-
homa segist hafa endurfeedst i New York ... pad eru engin
aldurstakmork bundin henni og enginn veit pad betur en ég

ja pad er sterk tilfinning ad vita ad einhvers er veenst af manni
sem madur veit ekki hvad er en pad er verra ef madur reynir i
blindni ad fylgja sprengiordum (pvi pau geta ekkert annad en
sprengt) og sprengiord misskiljast ég hef heyrt ad ég hafi verid
misskilinn
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ég bidst ekki afsokunar a sjalfum mér eda étta minum ég bidst
ekki afsokunar @ neinum stadhafingum sem fengu suma til ad
trda pvi ad ,,Gud minn gdédur ég held ad hann sé sa sem skaut
forsetann!”

ég er skald og songvari or6anna sem ég skrifa og ég er enginn
reedumadur eda politikus og séngvar minir tala fyrir mig pvi
ad ég skrifa pa afmarkada vid minn eigin huga og peir eru ekki
i samhljomi vid neitt nema mig sjalfan ég parf ekki ad svara
fyrir pa gagnvart neinum fyrr en I6ngu eftir ad peir voru gerdir
nei ég bidst ekki afsokunar 3 sjalfum mér né neinum hluta af
mér

en ég get skilad aftur pvi sem réttilega er ykkar hvenaer sem
er ég hef starad 4 pau lengi nina - petta eru falleg verdlaun
bad er gédvild i andliti hr. paines og naestum sorg i brosi hans
reynsla hans skin Ut dr augum hans i rauninni veit ég litid um
hann en langar af einhverjum sékum til ad syngja fyrir hann
pad er mildi i hattum hans ja i gegnum allt spriklandi a6i er
ég pegar allt kemur til alls mjog stoltur af pvi ad pid gafud mér
pau ég mundi hengja pau hatt og leyfa vinum minum ad sja i
pbeim pad sem ég sé en ég er lika tilbdinn til ad skila peim ef
bid viljid pad er ekkert vit i ad halda peim ef pid hafid gert
mistok i ad veita pau

bvi ad merking peirra er dypri en pess sem haegt er ad kaupa i
budum og pa veeri bara svindl ad halda peim
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ég vissi heldur ekki ad kvoéldverdurinn veeri framlagakvold-
verdur ég vissi ekki ad pid mundud bidja neinn um fjarframlag
og mér skilst ad pid hafid tapad peningum & pvi hve meistara-
lega ég hagadi ordum minum ... pa er ég i skuld vié ykkur ekki
peningalegri skuld heldur sidferdilegri og sidferdisskuldir eru
verri en peningaskuldir pvi ad paer verdur ad greida i pvi sem
vantar upp a i pessu tilfelli peningum

vinsamlegast sendid mér reikning og ég mun greida hann
6hdad pvi hver upphadin verdur ég hata skuldir og vil jafna
stoduna eins vel og ég get pbid purfid ekki ad velta pessu fyrir
ykkur pvi ad peningar skipta mig litlu

svo ad pess vegna mun ég aftur snda mér ad pjédvegunum

ég get ekki sagt ykkur hvers vegna adrir skrifa en ég skrifa til
ad halda mér heilbrigdum 3 salinni ég byst vid ad allt yrdi
ofugsnuid ef hendur minar yfirgeefu mig

en ég tala naestum aldrei um hvers vegna ég skrifa og ég
hugsa afskaplega sjaldan um ad hugsunin ein vekur dtta

og ég tala aldrei um hvers vegna ég tala en pad er vegna pess
ad ég geri pad aldrei petta er i fyrsta sinn sem ég geri pad ...
og ég bid pess ad petta sé einnig i sidasta sinn hugsunin um
ad endurtaka pad er of skelfileg

ho! petta er skelfilegur heimur en adeins af og til er pad ekki?
ég elska ykkur o1l parna uppi og ef ég elska einhverja ekki er
pad vegna pess ad ég pekki pa ekki og hef ekki hitt pa ... godi

gud pad er svo erfitt ad hata svo preytandi og eftir ad hafa
hatad einhvern til heljar var pad aldrei fyrirhafnarinnar virdi

150



ut! ut! stutt kerti lifid er ekkert annad en opinn gluggi og nu
parf ég ad stokkva aftur i gegnum hann

sjdumst ...

virdingarfyllst og virdingarlaust ...

bob dylan
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Stérar hljémpldtur Bob Dylans til 1997

Bob Dylan (mars 1962)

You’re No Good | Talking New York | In My Time of Dyin’ |
Man of Constant Sorrow | Fixin’ to Die | Pretty Peggy-O |
Highway 51 Blues | Gospel Plow | Baby, Let Me Follow You
Down | House of the Rising Sun | Freight Train Blues | Song
to Woody | See That My Grave is Kept Clean

The Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan (mai 1963)

Blowin’ in the Wind | Girl of the North Country | Masters of
War | Down the Highway | Bob Dylan’s Blues | A Hard Rain’s
A-Gonna Fall | Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right | Bob Dylan’s
Dream | Oxford Town | Talkin” World War Il Blues | Corrina,
Corrina | Honey, Just Allow Me One More Chance | | Shall Be
Free

The Times They Are A-Changin’ (jantar 1964)

The Times They Are A-Changin’ | Ballad of Hollis Brown |
With God on Our Side | One Too Many Mornings | North
Country Blues | Only a Pawn in Their Game | Boots of Spanish
Leather | When the Ship Comes In | The Lonesome Death of
Hattie Carroll | Restless Farewell

Another Side of Bob Dylan (agust 1964)

All | Really Want to Do | Black Crow Blues | Spanish Harlem
Incident | Chimes of Freedom | | Shall Be Free No.10 | To
Ramona | Motorpsycho Nightmare | My Back Pages | | Don’t
Believe You (She Acts Like We Never Have Met) | Ballad in
Plain D | It Ain’t Me, Babe
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Bringing It All Back Home (mars 1965)

Subterranean Homesick Blues | She Belongs to Me | Maggie’s
Farm | Love Minus Zero/No Limit | Outlaw Blues | On the
Road Again | Bob Dylan’s 115th Dream | Mr. Tambourine
Man | Gates of Eden | It's Alright, Ma (I’'m Only Bleeding) |
It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue

Highway 61 Revisited (agust 1965)

Like a Rolling Stone | Tombstone Blues | It Takes a Lot to
Laugh, It Takes a Train to Cry | From a Buick 6 | Ballad of a
Thin Man | Queen Jane Approximately | Highway 61 Revi-
sited | Just Like Tom Thumb’s Blues | Desolation Row

Blonde on Blonde (mai 1966)

Rainy Day Women #12 & 35 | Pledging My Time | Visions of
Johanna | One of Us Must Know (Sooner or Later) | | Want
You | Stuck Inside of Mobile with the Memphis Blues Again |
Leopard-Skin Pill-Box Hat | Just Like a Woman | Most Likely
You Go Your Way and I'll Go Mine | Temporary Like Achilles |
Absolutely Sweet Marie | 4th Time Around | Obviously Five
Believers | Sad-Eyed Lady of the Lowlands

Bob Dylan’s Greatest Hits (mars 1967)

Rainy Day Women #12 & 35 | Blowin’ in the Wind | The
Times They Are A-Changin’ | It Ain’t Me, Babe | Like a Rolling
Stone | Mr. Tambourine Man | Subterranean Homesick Blues
|  Want You | Positively 4th Street | Just Like a Woman
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John Wesley Harding (desember 1967)

John Wesley Harding | As | Went Out One Morning | |
Dreamed | Saw St. Augustine | All Along the Watchtower |
The Ballad of Frankie Lee and Judas Priest | Drifter’s Escape |
Dear Landlord | | Am a Lonesome Hobo | | Pity the Poor Im-
migrant | The Wicked Messenger | Down Along the Cove | Ill
Be Your Baby Tonight

Nashville Skyline (april 1969)

Girl of the North Country | Nashville Skyline Rag | To Be
Alone with You | | Threw It All Away | Peggy Day | Lay, Lady,
Lay | One More Night | Tell Me That It Isn’t True | Country
Pie | Tonight I'll Be Staying Here With You

Self Portrait (juni 1970)

All the Tired Horses | Alberta #1 | | Forgot More Than You’ll
Ever Know | Days of 49 | Early Mornin’ Rain | In Search of
Little Sadie | Let It Be Me | Little Sadie | Woogie Boogie |
Belle Isle | Living the Blues | Like a Rolling Stone | Copper
Kettle | Gotta Travel On | Blue Moon | The Boxer | Quinn the
Eskimo (The Mighty Quinn) | Take Me as | Am | Take a Mes-
sage to Mary | It Hurts Me Too | Minstrel Boy | She Belongs
to Me | Wigwam | Alberta #2

New Morning (oktéber 1970)

If Not for You | Day of the Locusts | Time Passes Slowly |
Went to See the Gypsy | Winterlude | If Dogs Run Free | New
Morning | Sign on the Window | One More Weekend | The
Man in Me | Three Angels | Father of Night
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Bob Dylan’s Greatest Hits, Vol. 2 (névember 1971)

Watching the River Flow | Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right |
Lay, Lady, Lay | Stuck Inside of Mobile with the Memphis
Blues Again | I'll Be Your Baby Tonight | All | Really Want to
Do | My Back Pages | Maggie’s Farm | Tonight I'll Be Staying
Here With You | She Belongs to Me | All Along the Watch-
tower | Quinn the Eskimo (The Mighty Quinn) | Just Like Tom
Thumb’s Blues | A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall | If Not for You |
It's All Over Now, Baby Blue | Tomorrow is a Long Time |
When | Paint My Masterpiece | | Shall Be Released | You Ain’t
Goin’ Nowhere | Down in the Flood

Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid (juli 1973)

Billy (Main Title Theme) | Cantina Theme (Workin’ for the
Law) | Billy 1 | Bunkhouse Theme | River Theme | Turkey
Chase | Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door | Final Theme | Billy 4 |
Billy 7

Dylan (névember 1973)

Lily of the West | Can’t Help Falling in Love | Sarah Jane | Mr.
Bojangles | The Ballad of Ira Hayes | Mary Ann | Big Yellow
Taxi | A Fool Such as | | Spanish is the Loving Tongue

Planet Waves (januar 1974)

On a Night Like This | Going, Going, Gone | Tough Mama |
Hazel | Something There is About You | Forever Young |
Forever Young | Dirge | You Angel You | Never Say Goodbye
| Wedding Song
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Before the Flood (juni 1974)

Most Likely You Go Your Way and I'll Go Mine | Lay, Lady, Lay
| Rainy Day Women #12 & 35 | Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door |
It Ain’t Me, Babe | Ballad of a Thin Man | Up on Cripple Creek
| | Shall Be Released | Endless Highway | The Night They
Drove Old Dixie Down | Stage Fright | Don’t Think Twice, It's
All Right | Just Like a Woman | It’s Alright, Ma (I'm Only
Bleeding) | The Shape I’'m In | When You Awake | The Weight
| All Along the Watchtower | Highway 61 Revisited | Like a
Rolling Stone | Blowin’ in the Wind

Blood on the Tracks (jantar 1975)

Tangled Up in Blue | Simple Twist of Fate | You're a Big Girl
Now | Idiot Wind | You’re Gonna Make Me Lonesome When
You Go | Meet Me in the Morning | Lily, Rosemary and the
Jack of Hearts | If You See Her, Say Hello | Shelter from the
Storm | Buckets of Rain

The Basement Tapes (juni 1975)

Odds and Ends | Orange Juice Blues (Blues for Breakfast) |
Million Dollar Bash | Yazoo Street Scandal | Goin’ to Acapulco
| Katie’s Been Gone | Lo and Behold! | Bessie Smith | Clothes
Line | Apple Suckling Tree | Please, Mrs. Henry | Tears of
Rage | Too Much of Nothing | Yea! Heavy and a Bottle of
Bread | Ain’t No More Cane | Down in the Flood | Ruben
Remus | Tiny Montgomery | You Ain’t Goin’ Nowhere | Don’t
Ya Tell Henry | Nothing was Delivered | Open the Door,
Homer | Long-Distance Operator | This Wheel’s on Fire

Desire (jantar 1976)

Hurricane | Isis | Mozambique | One More Cup of Coffee
(Valley Below) | Oh, Sister | Joey | Romance in Durango |
Black Diamond Bay | Sara
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Hard Rain (september 1976)

Maggie’s Farm | One Too Many Mornings | Stuck Inside of
Mobile with the Memphis Blues Again | Oh, Sister | Lay, Lady,
Lay | Shelter from the Storm | You’re a Big Girl Now | | Threw
It All Away | Idiot Wind

Street Legal (juni 1978)

Changing of the Guards | New Pony | No Time to Think |
Baby, Stop Crying | Is Your Love in Vain? | Senor (Tales of
Yankee Power) | True Love Tends to Forget | We Better Talk
This Over | Where Are You Tonight?

At Budokan (juli 1978)

Mr. Tambourine Man | Shelter from the Storm | Love Minus
Zero/No Limit | Ballad of a Thin Man | Don’t Think Twice, It’s
All Right | Maggie’s Farm | One More Cup of Coffee (Valley
Below) | Like a Rolling Stone | | Shall Be Released | Is Your
Love in Vain? | Going, Going, Gone | Blowin’ in the Wind |
Just Like a Woman | Oh, Sister | Simple Twist of Fate | All
Along the Watchtower | | Want You | All | Really Want to Do
| Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door | It's Alright, Ma (I'm Only
Bleeding) | Forever Young | The Times They Are A-Changin’

Slow Train Coming (agust 1979)

Gotta Serve Somebody | Precious Angel | | Believe in You |
Slow Train | Gonna Change My Way of Thinking | Do Right to
Me Baby | When You Gonna Wake Up? | Man Gave Names to
All the Animals | When He Returns
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Saved (juni 1980)

A Satisfied Mind | Saved | Covenant Woman | What Can | Do
For You? | Solid Rock | Pressing On | In the Garden | Saving
Grace | Are You Ready?

Shot of Love (agust 1981)

Shot of Love | Heart of Mine | Property of Jesus | Lenny
Bruce | Watered Down Love | The Groom’s Still Waiting at
the Altar | Dead Man, Dead Man | In the Summertime |
Trouble | Every Grain of Sand

Infidels (névember 1983)

Jokerman | Sweetheart Like You | Neighborhood Bully |
License to Kill | Man of Peace | Union Sundown | | and | |
Don’t Fall Apart on Me Tonight

Real Live (desember 1984)

Highway 61 Revisited | Maggie’s Farm | | and | | License to
Kill | It Ain’t Me, Babe | Tangled Up in Blue | Masters of War
| Ballad of a Thin Man | Girl of the North Country | Tomb-
stone Blues

Empire Burlesque (juni 1985)

Tight Connection to My Heart (Has Anybody Seen My Love) |
Seeing the Real You at Last | I'll Remember You | Clean-Cut
Kid | Never Gonna Be the Same Again | Trust Yourself | Emo-
tionally Yours | When the Night Comes Falling from the Sky |
Something’s Burning, Baby | Dark Eyes
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Biograph (oktober 1985)

Lay, Lady, Lay | Baby, Let Me Follow You Down | If Not for
You | I'll Be Your Baby Tonight | I'll Keep It with Mine | The
Times They Are A-Changin’ | Blowin’ in the Wind | Masters of
War | The Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll | Percy’s Song |
Mixed Up Confusion | Tombstone Blues | The Groom’s Still
Waiting at the Altar | Most Likely You Go Your Way and I'll Go
Mine | Like a Rolling Stone | Lay Down Your Weary Tune |
Subterranean Homesick Blues | | Don’t Believe You (She Acts
Like We Never Have Met) | Visions of Johanna | Every Grain
of Sand | Quinn the Eskimo (The Mighty Quinn) | Mr. Tam-
bourine Man | Dear Landlord | It Ain’t Me, Babe | You Angel
You | Million Dollar Bash | To Ramona | You're a Big Girl Now
| Abandoned Love | Tangled Up in Blue | It’s All Over Now,
Baby Blue | Can You Please Crawl Out Your Window? | Posi-
tively 4th Street | Isis | Jet Pilot | Caribbean Wind | Up to Me
| Baby, I'm in the Mood for You | | Wanna Be Your Lover | |
Want You | Heart of Mine | On a Night Like This | Just Like a
Woman | Romance in Durango | Senor (Tales of Yankee
Power) | Gotta Serve Somebody | | Believe in You | Time
Passes Slowly | | Shall Be Released | Knockin’ on Heaven’s
Door | All Along the Watchtower | Solid Rock | Forever
Young

Knocked Out Loaded (agust 1985)

You Wanna Ramble | They Killed Him | Driftin’ Too Far from
Shore | Precious Memories | Maybe Someday | Brownsville
Girl | Got My Mind Made Up | Under Your Spell
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Down in the Groove (mai 1988)

Let’s Stick Together | When Did You Leave Heaven? | Sally
Sue Brown | Death is Not the End | Had a Dream About You,
Baby | Ugliest Girl in the World | Silvio | Ninety Miles an Hour
(Down a Dead End Street) | Shenandoah | Rank Strangers to
Me

Dylan & the Dead (februar 1989)

Slow Train | | Want You | Gotta Serve Somebody | Queen
Jane Approximately | Joey | All Along the Watchtower |
Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door

Oh Mercy (september 1989)
Political World | Where Teardrops Fall | Everything is Broken
| Ring Them Bells | Man in the Long Black Coat | Most of the
Time | What Good Am I? | Disease of Conceit | What Was It
You Wanted? | Shooting Star

Under the Red Sky (september 1990)

Wiggle Wiggle | Under the Red Sky | Unbelievable | Born in
Time | T.V. Talkin’ Song | 10,000 Men | 2 x 2 | God Knows |
Handy Dandy | Cat’s in the Well
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The Bootleg Series Volumes 1-3 (mars 1991)

Hard Times in New York Town | He Was a Friend of Mine |
Man on the Street | No More Auction Block | House Car-
penter | Talking Bear Mountain Picnic Massacre Blues | Let
Me Die in My Footsteps | Rambling, Gambling Willie | Talkin
Hava Negeilah Blues | Quit Your Low Down Ways | Worried
Blues | Kingsport Town | Walkin’ Down the Line | Walls of
Red Wing | Paths of Victory | Talkin’ John Birch Paranoid
Blues | Who Killed Davey Moore? | Only a Hobo | Moon-
shiner | When the Ship Comes In | The Times They Are A-
Changin’ | Last Thoughts on Woody Guthrie | Seven Curses |
Eternal Circle | Suze (The Cough Song) | Mama, You Been on
My Mind | Farewell Angelina | Subterranean Homesick Blues
| If You Gotta Go, Go Now | Sitting on a Barbed-Wire Fence |
Like a Rolling Stone | It Takes a Lot to Laugh, It Takes a Train
to Cry | I'll Keep It with Mine | She’s Your Lover Now | | Shall
Be Released | Santa Fe | If Not for You | Wallflower | Nobody
‘Cept You | Tangled Up in Blue | Call Letter Blues | Idiot Wind
| If You See Her, Say Hello | Golden Loom | Catfish | Seven
Days | Ye Shall Be Changed | Every Grain of Sand | You
Changed My Life | Need a Woman | Angelina | Someone’s
Got a Hold of My Heart | Tell Me | Lord Protect My Child |
Foot of Pride | Blind Willie McTell | When the Night Comes
Falling from the Sky | Series of Dreams

Good as | Been to You (oktéber 1992)

Frankie & Albert | Jim Jones | Blackjack Davey | Canadee-i-o |
Sittin’ on Top of the World | Little Maggie | Hard Times | Step
It Up And Go | Tomorrow Night | Arthur McBride | You're
Gonna Quit Me | Diamond Joe | Froggie Went a Courtin’
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The 30th Anniversary Concert Celebration (1992)

Like a Rolling Stone | Leopard-Skin Pill-Box Hat | Introduction
by Kris Kristofferson | Blowin’ in the Wind | Foot of Pride |
Masters of War | The Times They Are A-Changin’ | It Ain’t
Me, Babe | What Was It You Wanted? | I'll Be Your Baby To-
night | Highway 61 Revisited | Seven Days | Just Like a
Woman | When the Ship Comes In | You Ain’t Goin’ Nowhere
| Just Like Tom Thumb’s Blues | All Along the Watchtower | |
Shall Be Released | Don’t Think Twice, It's All Right | Emo-
tionally Yours | When | Paint My Masterpiece | Absolutely
Sweet Marie | License to Kill | Rainy Day Women #12 & 35 |
Mr. Tambourine Man | It’s Alright, Ma (I’'m Only Bleeding) |
My Back Pages | Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door | Girl of the
North Country

World Gone Wrong (oktéber 1993)
World Gone Wrong | Love Henry | Ragged & Dirty | Blood in
My Eyes | Broke Down Engine | Delia | Stack A Lee | Two
Soldiers | Jack-A-Roe | Lone Pilgrim

Bob Dylan’s Greatest Hits, Vol. 3 (1994)

Tangled Up in Blue | Changing of the Guards | The Groom’s
Still Waiting at the Altar | Hurricane | Forever Young | Joker-
man | Dignity | Silvio | Ring Them Bells | Gotta Serve Some-
body | Series of Dreams | Brownsville Girl | Under the Red
Sky | Knockin’ on Heaven'’s Door

MTV Unplugged (april 1995)

Tombstone Blues | Shooting Star | All Along the Watchtower
| The Times They Are A-Changin’ | John Brown | Rainy Day
Women #12 & 35 | Desolation Row | Dignity | Knockin’ on
Heaven’s Door | Like a Rolling Stone | With God on Our Side
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Time Out Of Mind (september 1997)
Love Sick | Dirt Road Blues | Standing In The Doorway |
Million Miles | Tryin’ To Get To Heaven | Til | Fell In Love With

You | Not Dark Yet | Cold Irons Bound | Make You Feel My
Love | Can’t Wait | Highlands
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,Pad parf ekki vedurfreding til ad
segja okkur hvadan vindurinn blaes.”
/Zviagrip Bobs Dylan

Bob Dylan er af russneskum Gydingasettum og hans rétta nafn
er Robert Allen Zimmerman. Hann faeddist 24. mai 1941 i
banum Duluth i Minnesota i Bandarikjunum. Fadir hans vann
hja Standard Qil Company (Esso) og fjolskyldan var frekar
efnalitil. briggja ara gamall séng Bob inn & diktafén a skrif-
stofu fodur sins en su upptaka hefur ekki verid gerd opinber.
Raunar var hann strax i aesku vinszll a skrifstofu fodur sins
bar sem hann elskadi ad syngja fyrir vinnufélaga hans. |
afmaelum og 4 hatidum krafdist hann oft athygli og heimtadi
ad fa ad syngja fyrir alla sem heyrt gatu. pegar Bob var 6 ara
fluttist fj6lskyldan til smaborgarinnar Hibbing i sama fylki. par
atti Bob venjulega aesku i fadmi fjolskyldunnar. Um 10 ara
gamall orti hann sin fyrstu 1j6d og leerdi & piand. Vid gyding-
lega fullordinsvigslu sina 13 ara gamall kom hann fram fyrir
400 gesti fjolskyldunnar og séng. Hann elskadi strax a pessum
arum ad koma fram og draga ad sér athygli og vekja adddaun.
14 ara uppgotvadi hann gitarinn og nadi tokum a honum med
harla brotakenndu sjalfsnami.

Ténlistardhuginn snerist fljott i att til rokkstjarnanna sem
pa skinu skeerast, Elvis Presley, Jerry Lee Lewis og Little
Richard svo ad einhverjir séu nefndir. | arbék menntaskdlans
skrifadi hann til deemis arid 1959 ad hann vildi , gerast lids-
madur i hljomsveit Little Richards”. Hann stofnadi sinar eigin
unglingahljomsveitir 4 pessum drum, til deemis Golden Chords
(par lék hann a rypmagitar) 14 ara og Elston Gunn and his
Rock Boppers. Vorid 1958 tok hann att i heafileikakeppni i
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menntaskdlanum med hljomsveit sinni og vakti geysimikla
athygli fyrir pad hve hann |ék hatt og af miklum krafti. Skdla-
stjérinn kom meira ad segja og leekkadi i magnaranum, svo
2randi var hdvadinn. Til munu vera segulbandsupptokur af
unglingahljomsveitunum en paer hafa ekki verid leiknar opin-
berlega. Hins vegar muna margir ad pessar hljémsveitir virtust
leitast vid ad ganga fram af dheyrendum sinum og oftar en
ekki voktu pezer andid og haréa doma, einkum peirra sem
eldri voru.

Hann var farinn ad semja sin eigin 16g en flestum gleymdi
hann strax og hann var buinn ad leika pau 10-20 sinnum, pau
voru buin ad gegna sinu hlutverki - préa hann sjalfan afram i
toénlistinni og veita tilfinningum hans Utras. Ein fyrsta astin
hans var Echo Helstrom. Hun sagdi eftirfarandi sogu um
hvernig pau leystu deilur sinar, ségu sem synir hvernig ton-
listin var Bob Dylan i rauninni allt, eina tjaningin sem hann
hafdi full tok 3. Pau hofdu rifist heiftarlega frammi fyrir for-
eldrum hennar og téludust ekki vid i nokkra daga. En svo var
barid ad dyrum.

Eg opnadi dyrnar og parna st6d Bob, kleeddur einu af
pessum fjarheettuspilaravestum sem hann var alltaf i,
lamdi gitarinn og song: ,,Do you want to dance and hold
my hand?“ - lag med Bobby Freeman sem pa var vinszell.
Parna stdd hann i geettinni og song allt lagid, sidan ytti
hann mér a undan sér inn i setustofu og séng lagid aftur
fyrir foreldra mina. Og hann gat ekki haett, hann addi um
allt hasid og song petta sama lag pangad til vid vorum oll
farin ad skellihlaeja og vorum buin ad gleyma 6llu sem vid
hofdum rifist um.

Bob uskrifadist ur framhaldsskdla vorid 1959. Um sumarid Iék
hann nokkrum sinnum & piané med hljomsveit Bobby Vee
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sem pa var ad hefja freegdarferil sinn. Bobby Iét hann pd réa,
pvi ad Bob atti ekki piané og Bobby Vee hafdi ekki efni 4 ad
kaupa slikan grip fyrir hljomsveitina.

Sama haust hélt Bob Dylan til stérborgarinnar Minnea-
polis og innritadist i haskélann par. bar var hann adeins i eitt
ar, pvi ad ténlistin ték hug hans allan. | Minneapolis kynntist
hann ekki adeins rokkinu betur, heldur sokkti hann sér i raetur
pess, sveitasongva og eldra rokk. Hann hreifst medal annars
af listamdnnum & bord vid Hank Williams og Woody Guthrie.
Hann fér ad koma fram einn 4@ naeturklibbum, par sem hann
|ék 4 gitar og munnhorpu og song.

Strax @ pessum tima fér hann ad préa med sér hina
freegu nefkvednu séngrodd sina sem sidan atti eftir ad verda
adalsmerki hans, dsamt Okie-mallyskunni sem hann ték upp.
Hann ték upp nafnid Bob Dylan, hugsanlega til heidurs velska
lj6dskaldinu Dylan Thomas, poétt hann neiti 6llum hugleiding-
um um pad. Raunar er onnur kenning st ad hann hafi fyrst
tekid pad upp eftir logregluforingjanum Matt Dillon dr Gun-
smoke-pattunum en breytt rithaettinum sidar, badi af pvi
honum fannst nafnid lita betur Ut pannig og lika af pvi ad
honum fannst ekki verra ad tengjast velsku ljodskaldi i hugum
einhverra.

betta ar var mikid proska- og préunarar i lifi og list Bob
Dylans en einnig ar marghattadra tilrauna. L6gin sem hann
sdng voru af ymsu tagi, sveitasdngvar, blues, rokk, deegurflug-
ur, negrasalmar, hillbillies og i rauninni allt sem vakti honum
hrifningu. Til eru tvaer segulbandsupptékur med honum fra
pessum tima, 6nnur afar illa hljédsett en hin skarri, sennilega
tekin upp heima hja einhverjum vini hans. bar ma finna visi ad
pvi sem koma skyldi, gréfa séng- og tontaekni og mjog sér-
stakan tonlistarmetnad, byggdan a textainnlifun frekar en
fogrum song, tilfinningarunginni rodd frekar en hreinum toén-
um.
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[ fadm visnasdngvara

Sidla ars 1960 hélt Bob Dylan aleidis til New York med vio-
komu i Chicago og Madison i Wisconsin. Hann setti sér tvennt:
ad hitta Woody Guthrie sem |a 8 banabedi af sjaldgaefum
taugasjukddmi, Huntingtonsveiki, - og ad vinna sér sess i ton-
listarklbbi visnasdngvara i Greenwich Village. Hvort tveggja
tékst. A sjukrahdsinu séng hann fyrir Woody séngva hans
sjalfs fyrir hann einan og i Greenwich Village fér hann mjog
fljétlega a6 koma fram i klibbum og kaffihdsum. Hann um-
gekkst enga adra en reynda tonlistarmenn en eitt af pvi sem
hann kom peim & dvart med, var hafileiki hans til ad lzera heil
16g med pvi ad heyra pau adeins einu sinni. Um petta leyti for
hann einnig ad semja og flytja sin eigin 10g, par @ medal lagid
til heidurs atrdnadargodi sinu, ,,Song to Woody“.

[ jani 1961 1ék Bob Dylan & munnhérpu vid upptokur
Harry Belafontes @ hljomplétunni ,,Midnight Special” og var
ad i fyrsta sinn sem hann vann vid plétugerd sem atvinnu-
hljémlistarmadur.

Haustid 1961 féru ségurnar af pessum knaa séngvara ad
breidast ut medal addaenda visnasdngs en pad sem gerdi
hann fraegan var po fyrst og fremst listdomur Roberts Sheldon
i New York Times sem sa hann koma fram i Gerde’s Folk City
og atti varla ord til ad lysa snilli hans. Manudi sidar hafdi hann
undirritad plétusamning vid John Hammond (sem aldrei hafdi
heyrt hann syngja, hafdi adeins séd hann a svidi leika 8 munn-
horpu!) hja Columbia Records og & tveimur dégum i név-
ember ték hann upp sina fyrstu hljomplotu. Han kom svo Ut
snemma &rs 1962 og hét einfaldlega Bob Dylan. A henni voru
adallega hefdbundin visnaloég og bluslég eftir adra lagahof-
unda, en pd voru par tvo 16g eftir hann sjalfan. Annad peirra
var hid fraega ,See That My Grave Is Kept Clean” (Hreinsadu
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leidid mitt), hitt heitir ,Talking New York“. Bob Dylan er eini
songvarinn og eini hljédfaeraleikarinn & plotunni, leikur baedi 4
gitar og munnhérpu.

Paul Williams ténlistarrynir og rith6fundur hefur sagt ad
pbad sé ekki audvelt ad skilja hvers vegna Bob Dylan vard svo
pekktur sem raun bar vitni & svo skémmum tima. Hann hallast
b6 ad pvi ad ad hafi hvorki verid songur hans, tonlistarflutn-
ingur né eigin 16g, heldur fyrst og fremst svidsframkoman.
Hann tamdi sér mjog sérstaka framkomu, stauladist um svidio
i halfgerdum Chaplin-stil, sagdi brandara 4 milli laga, var groéf-
gerdur og eilitid aulalegur, sjalfsoruggur og afslappadur,
kumpanlegur, ték sjalfan sig ekki alvarlega, var alpydlegur og
um leid dularfullur og mjog persénulegur og sérstakur. A ein-
um Utvarpsténleikunum voru til deemis langar pagnir a milli
laga @ medan Bob Dylan var ad reyna ad laga halsbandid a
munnhorpunni sinni med vasahnif sem hann fékk lanadan i
salnum. FAlkid i salnum veinar af hlatri. Dylan litur upp ar
bjastri sinu og muldrar a sinn eina, sanna hatt: ,,Heyridi mig,
ég er enginn grinleikari.”

Og kynnirinn talar { Utvarpid: ,Eg vildi ad petta veeri sjon-
varp!“ bessi dhorfendahdpur var frekar stifur og fjarleegur i
upphafi en hvernig zetli hann hafi verid i lokin? Skyldi halsdlin
hafa bilad af tilviljun?

Slegid i gegn

Fyrsta platan var efnileg, en su naesta var algjort meistara-
verk. ,The Freewheelin” Bob Dylan“ hét han og kom at arid
1963. A henni voru medal annars tveir af fraegustu visna-
songvum 7. aratugarins, ,Blowin’ in the Wind“ og ,A Hard
Rain’s A-Gonna Fall“. Hid sidara visar til ottans vid kjarn-
orkuna sem & pessum tima Kubudeilunnar atti hug margra um
allan heim, medal annars Bobs Dylan. barna voru einnig ball-
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o60urnar o6vidjafnanlegu, ,Girl From the North Country“ og
,Don’t Think Twice, It's All Right“. Bob Dylan var buinn ad
skipa sér i fremstu r6d bandariskra dsegurlagaségvara, hann
var ekki lengur nemandi, heldur ordinn einn af peim staerstu.
Eftir pessa plotu toku vid margir ténleikar og ferdalog, blada-
viotol og umfjollun i fjolmidlum en opinber flutningur hafdi
legid nokkud i laginni misserin @ undan. A pessu sama &ri
gerdi songhdpurinn Peter, Paul og Mary einnig lag hans
,Blowin’ in the Wind“ freegt og komst i 2. szti bandariska vin-
seeldalistans med pad.

Einir freegustu ténleikarnir sem Bob Dylan ték patt i og
sennilega peir pydingarmestu fyrir hann voru Newport Visna-
hatidin 1963. Bob Dylan song einn fyrsta kvoldid en allt i einu
var hann ordinn adalmadur hatidarinnar. Adrir songvarar
sungu l6g hans - fraegir listamenn eins og Joan Baez, Peter,
Paul og Mary, Pete Seeger, Bikel og The Freedom Singers.
Hann var kalladur upp af mannfjdldanum til ad syngja med
peim og i lokin tokust pau 6ll i hendur a svidinu - med Bob
Dylan sem midpunkt alls - og sungu ,,We Shall Overcome*

A Newport hatidinni voru pau Bob og Suze Rotolo enn
saman en samband peirra hafdi stadid i morg ar. En pau skildu
ekki I6ngu sidar. Skommu eftir skilnadinn vid Suze hofst astar-
samband hans og hinnar dadu sdnggydju Joan Baez sem hann
hitti fyrst & Newport-hatidinni. Samband peirra gagnadist
peim badum & tdnlistarsvidinu, medal annars séng hin morg
af I6gum Bobs og hann kom fram a téonleikum hennar.

Naesta plata Bobs Dylan hét ,The Times They Are A-
Changin’”. bar voru lo6g af ymsu tagi, métmaelaséngvarnir
,The Lonesome Death of Hattie Carroll” og tittillagid, astar-
songurinn ,,Boots of Spanish Leather” og loks lag sem almennt
er litid 4 sem kvedjusong til visnahefdarinnar sem hann hafdi
sjalfur endurlifgad svo eftirminnilega, ,Restless Farewell”.
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I oktéber 1963 hélt Bob Dylan ténleika i Carnegie Hall
sem teknir voru upp og til st6d ad gefa Ut 4 plétu sem meira
ad segja var buin ad fa sitt nafn, Bob Dylan in Concert. En
platan kom aldrei Ut. Bob Dylan haf8i pegar sagt skilié vid pa
toénlist sem hann flutti parna og hafdi engan ahuga a henni
lengur.

Enn sterkara uppgjor vié visnahefdina er lokalagid a
nastu plotu. Su plata hét ,Another Side of Bob Dylan” og
lokalag pess er , It Ain’t Me Babe”. betta var innhverfasta
plata hans til pessa og ébundnust bardttu eda vidfangsefnum
dagsins. Beinskeyttasti songurinn @ henni var po ,Ballad in
Plain D“, eins konar einhlida og grimmdarlegt uppgjor hans
vid Suze Rotolo. Tuttugu drum sidar sagdist Bob Dylan sja eftir
bessu eina lagi, ad hefdi aldrei att ad birtast & plotu. Ef til vill
var ekkert undarlegt vid pad ad hér yrdu gerd mistok. Platan
var tekin upp a einu kvoldi i hljédveri med upptékumanni,
nokkrum vinfldskum og litlum hépi gédra vina sem bidu.

Sungid med hljéomsveitum

A sama tima idadi Bob Dylan i skinninu ad préast i auknum
meeli i att til hljdmsveitartdnlistar, likt og margir adrir visna-
songvarar. Snemma ars arid 1965 ték hann upp pl6étuna
,Bringing It All Back Home” med samblandi raftdnlistar og
hljémsveitarténlistar enda var hun tekin upp med adstod niu
manna hljdmsveitar. A pessari plétu voru gripandi 16g eins og
,Subterranean Homesick Blues”, ,Mr. Tambourine Man“ og
,It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue”. Viku eftir utkomu plétunnar
kom rafutgéafa lagsins ,Mr. Tambourine Man“ Uit med hljom-
sveitinni Byrds og nadi gifurlegum vinseeldum. Hugtakid
,visnarokk” eda ,folk rock” var ordid til i heimi daegurtén-
listarinnar.
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A pessari plétu voru margar setningar sem urdu eins og
einkunnarord eda malsheettir ungs fdlks i Bandarikjunum &
pessum tima. Hér eru nokkur deemi:

o Fylgid ekki foringjum.

o Sa sem er ekki upptekinn vid ad faedast, er upptekinn
vid ad deyja.

e Spyrjid mig einskis um ekkert; ég geeti hitt 4 ad segja
ykkur sannleikann.

e Eg atla ekki framar ad vinna & bugardi Maggiar.

e Eg reyni mitt besta til ad vera eins og ég er en allir
vilja ad vid séum eins og peir.

e bad parf ekki vedurfraeding til ad segja okkur hvadan
vindurinn blaes.

e Jafnvel forseti Bandarikjanna parf stundum ad vera
nakinn.

e Peningar tala ekki, peir bolva.

e A medan heldur lifid 4fram allt { kringum okkur.

e Egsagdi: ,bu manst ad peir héfnudu Jesu lika.” Hann
sagdi: ,,pu ert ekki Hann.

e Hun er listamadur, hun litur ekki um o6xl.

Sambandid vid Joan Baez kulnadi fljé6tt og hann eignadist
nyja vinkonu, Soru Lowndes, og giftist henni 22. névember
1965. [ millitidinni gaf hann Gt plétuna , Highway 61 Revisited“
med hinu frdbzera og vinszla lagi , Like a Rolling Stone”.

Naesta plata var sidan tvofold plata, ,,Blonde on Blonde”
sem tekin var upp i Nashville snemma ars 1966 med hljom-
sveitinni Hawks. Fraeg eru af peirri pl6tu hinu éliku 16g ,,Rainy
Day Women #12 & 35“ ,Stuck Inside of Mobile With the
Memphis Blues Again“ og ball6durnar ,Visions of Johanna“
and ,,Sad Eyed Lady of the Lowlands”.
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Endurmat eftir slys

Bob Dylan var adeins 25 dra gamall pegar hér var komid ségu
en velgengnin hafdi naerri bugad hann. Ténleikar oft i viku,
eilif ferdalég um allan heim, stanslaus keyrsla. Eiturlyf og
Olifnadur dré Ur honum matt og skadadi sjalfsalit hans og
Oryggi. Hann lenti svo i alvarlegu umferdarslysi 29. juli 1966
og pad gaf honum teekifeeri til endumats og til ad hafa heegt
um sig naestu manudina med Soru konu sinni, dottur hennar
ur fyrra hjénabandi og Jesse elsta syni eirra. - bau attu eftir ad
eignast tvo born i viobdt en hid yngra peirra er Jakob Dylan,
nu foringi vinsaellar hljdmsveitar - The Wallflowers. Bob Dylan
heetti eiturlyfjaneyslunni en hélt 6 afram ad nota afengi sem
hann hafdi litid snert 8 @ medan a eiturlyfjatimabilinu stéd.
Ténlistin gat nd komid til hans aftur, gledin og unadurinn af
ad semja og flytja tonlist - i stad kapphlaupsins vid fraegd og
frama.

Nokkrum manudum eftir slysid kom hljomsveitin Hawks
til hans heima i Woodstock og peir toku upp ymis sveitaséngs-
kennd 16g sem ekki komu pd at fyrr en atta drum sidar a
plétunni ,, The Basement Tapes“. Naesta platan hans vard pess
i stad ,John Wesley Harding”, best selda platan hans fram ad
pvi, kom Ut 1968. Hann haetti 6llu ténleikahaldi, kom 6rfaum
sinnum fram & staerri ténleikum en hélt enga eigin tonleika
allt fram til arsins 1974.

Bob Dylan haf8i ni @ margan hatt gefid sig vinseseldatén-
listinni @ vald, og margir soknudu peirrar ljé6draenu snilli sem
einkennt hafdi fyrri plotur hans. Gagnrynendur téku afar illa
tveimur naestu plétum hans. Su fyrri var ,Nashville Skyline”,
sveitasongsplata fra 1968 med aad minnsta kosti tveimur
[6gum sem urdu pé mjog vinseel, ,| Threw It All Away” og , Lay
Lady Lay“. Sidari platan var tvofold og kom at 1970. Han hét
,Self Portrait”.
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Naesta plata kom fjérum manudum sidar, ,,New Mor-
ning“, og henni var tekid mun betur, en pdé var han langt fra
pvi besta sem Bob Dylan hafdi gert. Vinsaldirnar vildu ekki
koma aftur. Hann lif6i adeins a fornri freegd. Pad kom berlega
i ljés & Bangladesh-hljomleikunum 1971 sem George Harrison
skipulagdi - par flutti Bob Dylan ekki eitt einasta lag yngra en
fra 1966.

A pessum tima hafdi Bob Dylan einnig skrifad bék. Hann
byrjadi & henni arid 1963 og hafd lokid henni tveimur drum
sidar. betta var eins konar r6d présaljéda og heiti hennar var
Tarantula. Hann heetti p6 vid utgafuna en eftir ad hun var
komin i umferd sem sjéraeningjautgafa dkvad hann ad leyfa
utgdfuna svo ad bdékin kom loks Ut arid 1971. Han vard aldrei
vinszel og seldist illa.

Vinszll a ny

Um petta leyti baud hinn fraegi vestraleikstjori Sam Peckinpah
Bob Dylan ad leika i nyrri kvikmynd sinni, Pat Garrett and Billy
the Kid, og semja ténlistina i hana. Bob |ék arna medal annars
a moéti vini sinum Kris Kristofferson. Myndin vard i stuttu mali
sagt halgert kludur, leikur Bob Dylans litt sannfaerandi og leik-
stjérinn rekinn. En platan med toénlist myndarinnar gerdi
stormandi lukku og lag Bobs, , Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door",
komst 4 Topp 20-vinsaeldalistann og var gifurlega mikid leikid.

Bob Dylan hafdi ekki farid i hljdmleikaferd um Bandarikin
allt fra vélhjdlaslysinu 1966. Sumarid og haustid 1973 féru
hann og The Band (a6ur The Hawks) ad «fa ny l6g og undir-
bua hljémleikafér. [ névember géfu peir ut plétuna ,Planet
Waves“, og 4dur en prir manudir voru lidnir af hljémleikafor-
inni sem hofst | jantar 1974 var pessi plata komin i efsta saeti
vinszeldalistans, su fyrsta med Bob Dylan sem nadi slikum vin-
seeldum. Hljomleikaforin vard sidan mikil sigurganga og naut
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faheyrdra vinsaelda. A 43 dégum i janudar og febrdar 1974 hélt
Bob Dylan og hljémsveitin The Band 40 hljémleika i 21 borg i
Bandarikjunum og Kanada. Adur en ferdinni lauk kom ut
onnur plata, tvofalt album, ,Before the Flood”, og hun vard
nastum eins vinsael og hin fyrri.

Dzaemigerdir tonleikar pessarar ferdar litu pannig ut:

1. BobogBand:,Most Likely You Go Your Way“, , Lay Lady
Lay“, ,Just Like Tom Thumb’s Blues”, ,Rainy Day
Women“, It Ain’t Me Babe“, ,Ballad of a Thin Man*.

2. Sexl6g med The Band einni.

3. Bob ogBand: ,All Along the Watchtower”, ,Ballad of
Hollis Brown”, ,,Knocking on Heaven’s Door”.

4. Bob einn eftir 15 mindtna hlé: ,, The Times They Are A-
Changin’®, ,Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right”, ,Gates of
Eden”, ,Just Like a Woman®, ,It’s Alright, Ma“.

5. Fjogur l6g med The Band einni.

6. Bob ogBand: ,Forever Young“, ,Something There Is
About You“ eda ,Highway 61 Revisited”, ,Like a Rolling
Stone“ og lokal6gin ,,Most Likely You Go Your Way“ og
stundum ,,Blowin’in the Wind“.

Aftur 4 toppinn

Hljomleikaférin 1974 virtist endurvekja skopunarkraft og
andagift Bobs Dylan. En einkalif hans var i rust. Sara fér fra
honum og Bob fylltist angist og kvol. Innblasinn af pessum
djupu tilfinningum gaf hann Ut plétuna ,,Blood on the Tracks”
sem syndi ekki adeins ad su snilli sem Bob hafdi synt a sjo-
unda dratugnum veeri enn fyrir hendi heldur nadi hann nyjum
hadum sem hann hafdi aldrei afrekad fyrr. Fraegustu l6gin a
pessari plétu voru 16gin , Tangled Up in Blue”, , Idiot Wind“ og
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,Shelter From the Storm“. Pessi plata vard 6nnur plata Bob
Dylans til ad na efsta saeti vinsaeldalistans.

Sidar petta sama 4r, 1974, kom Ut platan ,The Basement
Tapes” sem hafdi verid tekin upp atta arum adur og hlaut
miklar vinszldir. Ny hljomleikaferd héfst um sumarid eftir
nokkurra manada listmdlarandm Bobs hja gomlum mdlara,
Norman Raeben. Nyja ferdin var kollud ,Rolling Thunder
Revue” en i henni toku patt ymsir adrir pekktir listamenn eins
og Joan Baez, Roger McGuinn, T-Bone Burnett, Sam Shepard
og fidluleikarinn Scarlet Rivera en hudn var um pessar mundir i
miklu uppahaldi hja honum. begar ferdin var halfnud gaf Bob
Dylan ut sina pridju plotu sem nadi 1. seeti vinsaeldalistans,
plotuna , Desire” par sem Eric Clapton lék undir medal ann-
arra. Medal laga a henni voru freeg 10g eins og , Hurricane”,
,Black Diamond Bay” og ,,Sara”, harmrungid dastarljéd til kon-
unnar sem hafdi yfirgefid hann. Songurinn braeddi pé ekki
hjarta hennar og pau skildu endanlega arid eftir, 1975. Vorid
1975 flakkadi Bob Dylan rétlaus og o6rveentingarfullur um
Sudur-Frakkland med vini sinum, franska malaranum David
Oppenheim, og lifdi hatt, 60 i kvenfdlki, afengi og gédum mat.

Eftir skilnadinn eyddi Bob talsverdum tima i kvikmyndina
,Renaldo & Clara” sem var meira en 3 kist. |6ng mynd med
mikilli ténlist, en slé6 p6é engan veginn i gegn. Bob vard von-
svikinn, jafnvel bitur og 66ruggur. Hann éttadist lika ad endur-
taka mistok fortidarinnar og for sér pvi haegt i hljomleikahaldi.

Kemur a ovart

Naesta plata Bob Dylans, ,Street Legal”, lofadi ekki gédu og
fékk slama déma. Bob Dylan var nd ordinn 37 ara gamall og
virtist buinn ad vera. En hann atti eftir ad koma a dvart. Hann
gaf nu ut traarlega pl6tu, ,Slow Train Coming“ sem slé i gegn
pratt fyrir frekar lélega déma. HUn nadi 3. seetinu a vinszlda-

175



listanum, lag af henni vard geysivinszlt - ,,Gotta Serve Some-
body“ - og Bob Dylan fékk sin fyrstu Grammy-verdlaun fyrir
hana.

Hljomleikaferdin sem fylgdi gekk mjog vel, en patan
,Saved” komst ekki @ Topp 20. Naesta plata gaf p6é dkvedin
fyrirheit. Hun hét ,Shot of Love”. Balladan ,Every Grain of
Sand” bar nyjan heimspekilegan bodskap en parna voru lika
sviplitil 16g sem heféu passad vel & gdmlu plétuna ,Highway
61 Revisited”.

NU tok vid 16ng ogn i lifi Bobs. Hann fér hvorki i hljém-
leikaferdir né song inn & plétu i 3 ar. Hvad hann gerdi allan
pennan tima er a huldu en vafalaust hefur hann hugsad mikid
og purft ad gera margt upp vid sig. Ef til vill var hann heettur.
En eins og svo oft adur var pad ekki hann sjalfur sem rédi
heldur tonlistin.

Platan ,,Infidels” sem kom Ut 1983, unnin i samstarfi vid
Mark Knopfler dr Dire Strait, var afar vondud hvad vardar
allan flutning. bar voru einnig afbragds g0 16g eins og ,Joker-
man“ og ,,Don’t Fall Apart on Me Tonight”. Neesta plata, ,,Em-
pire Burlesque”, var nastum eins g6 med soul-laginu , Tight
Connection to My Heart” og ball6dunni , Dark Eyes”“.

Enn voru pé engar hljdmleikaferdir & dagskra, adeins
patttaka i steerri hljomleikum med 68rum listamdnnum,
myndbandsupptokur og fleira pess hattar. Arid 1985 kom
hann til deemis fram & Live Aid-ténleikum med Keith Richards
og Ron Wood. Sama ar kom hann einnig fram 4 Farm-Aid
ténleikunum par sem hann sld i gegn og fann aftur sjalfan sig
sem flytjanda. Eftir pad vard ekki aftur snuid.

Ferdin endalausa

Fra arinu 1985 ma segja ad Bob Dylan hafi verié a samfelldri
hljémleikaferd, fyrst med 6drum freegum stjornuhljomsveit-
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um eins og Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers og Grateful
Dead en eftir 1988 med litilli rokkhljémsveit. bessi stanslausu
ferdalog hafa verid nefndar Ferdin endalausa, og hafa vakid
mikla hrifningu tryggra adddenda. Bob Dylan segir raunar ad
Ferdinni endalausu hafi lokid 1991 og nefnir ferdirnar eftir
pad hinum ymsu néfnum. Ein hét til deemis Af hverju horfiréu
svona undarlega 4 mig-ferdin.

Pl6tur aranna milli 1985 og 1997 hafa ekki verid sannfaer-
andi ef undan er skilin platan ,,O0h Mercy” med laginu ,Series
of Dreams”. Annad gott lag kom & plétunni , Knocked Out
Loaded” arid 1987, 12 minutna pjédvegaballada - ,Brown-
sville Girl“. Tvaer naestu plotur hétu ,Good As | Been to You“
og ,World Gone Wrong" en & peim voru mestmegnis gamlar
soul- og blues-lummur, dgeetlega unnar en ekki frumlegar. En
hann var einnig ad sinna 6dru. Arid 1987 lék hann i kvik-
myndinni ,,Hearts of Fire” og fér i hljdémleikaferd med Greatful
Deads. Arid 1988 &tti hann samstarf vid Tom Petty, Georg
Harrison og Roy Orbison i Traveling Wilburys. Arid 1992 var
hann & mikilli hatid i Madison Square Garden og ari sidar i
Manhattan Supper Club. Arid 1994 var hann & Woodstock
med Metallica og Nine Inch Nails.

Arid 1997 gaf Bob Dylan sidan Gt plétuna ,Time Out of
Mind“ sem hlaut mjog gbédar vidtokur gagnrynenda og var
fyrsta gullplatan hans & pessum aratug. Lokalagid 4 henni er
nzrri 17 mindtna langt, ,Highlands”.

Sennilega verdur arsins 1997 pd enn frekar minnst fyrir
pba sok ad Bob Dylan veiktist lifshaettulega i hjartavef i mai-
manudi. Hann komst pé yfir pad og var strax i 4gust a sama ari
aftur kominn af stad { Ferdina endalausu. | september & pvi ari
gekk hann & fund Jéhannesar Pals Il. pafa i Rdm og song fyrir
hann nokkur 16g og i desember sama ar fékk hann adstu vid-
urkenningu Bandarikjanna fyrir listreena snilld en su vidur-
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kenning var afhent i Kennedy Center a6 forseta Bandarikjanna
sjalfum vidstoddum.

Sidustu prju arin hefur Bob Dylan verid a stodugu hljom-
leikaferdalagi, jafnt i Bandarikjunum sem utan peirra. Hann
hefur heimsétt flest Evrépuldnd, farid vida um Asiu og Afriku,
Sudur-Ameriku og Astraliu. Alls stadar maeta honum full his
addaenda a 6llum aldri, jafnt gamlir hippar (i lifsstil eda aldri)
sem unglingar, karlar sem konur.

Bob Dylan & [slandi

Til islands hefur Bob Dylan adeins komid einu sinni, svo vitad
sé. bad var i juni 4rid 1990 en pa var hann lokagestur og raun-
ar einn steersti gestur Listahatidar og sa sem bedid var med
hvad mestri eftirveentingu. beir voru jafnvel til sem alls ekki
tradu pvi ad hann kaemi fyrr en ténleikarnir voru afstadnir.

Undirbuningur toénleikanna gekk vel og samningar vid
listamanninn naddust greidlega. Hann og féruneyti hans voru
bednir ad senda adstandendum hatidarinnar lista yfir pann
adbunad sem peir feeru fram & i mat, drykk og pjénustu.
svari peirra kenndi margra grasa. Maturinn sem peir vildu
helst borda var hamborgarar, pylsur, kjuklingabringur, reyktur
sterkkryddadur nautabdgur, léttsaltad kjot, grillud skinka og
ostar. Einnig badu peir um vinberjahlaup, avexti, greenmeti,
osta, fitulausa jogurt frd Dannon, ferskar sitrénur, pastasdsu
an maejoness, Helstu drykkir voru svaladrykkir med ismolum,
te, burbon fra Kentucky, Budweiser-bjor, hvitvin og raudvin
fra Kaliforniu.

Midasala & tdnleika Bobs Dylan i Laugardalsholl hofst kl.
16 midvikudaginn 20. juni, en ténleikarnir voru radgerdir mid-
vikudaginn 27. juni. Strax kl. 9 um morguninn var farin ad
myndast bidréd og pegar midasélu lauk pann dag voru 2.000
midar seldir.
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Bob Dylan hafdi dztlad ad koma til landsins pridjudags-
morguninn 26. juni. En hann tafdist i um 12 klukkustundir
vegna bilunar i flugvél Flugleida i New York. Nokkur hraedsla
greip um sig 4 Islandi pegar petta fréttist, pvi ad Dylan hefur
oft adur aflyst ténleikum pegar slikt hefur komid upp 4. En
ekki ad pessu sinni. Timinn til ad setja upp allan bunad og
undirblda syninguna vard pod adeins um soélarhringur. pratt
fyrir pad gaf hann sér gédan tima innan hlids i flugstédinni,
gaf eiginhandararitanir og spjalladi vid tollverdi, 4 medan
hordustu addaendur og fjdlmidlafolk beid frammi. begar hann
sidan kom ut, skyldu lifverdir hans honum fyrir ljdsmyndurum
og bladamenn fengu engin vidtol.

Midvikudagskvoldid 27. juni 1990 rann stéra stundin svo
upp. Toénleikarnir hofust med upphitun Bubba Morthens en
hann séng nokkur 16g vid eigin gitarundirleik. Klukkan stund-
vislega 22 meetti Bob Dylan svo & svidid med hljomsveit sinni
og hof ténleikana med ,Subterranean Homesick Blues” fra
1965 og sidan ,Ballad of a Thin Man”“. Vidtokur dheyrenda
voru nokkud draemar til ad byrja med enda bidu menn enn
eftir adalsmellunum. ,,Memphis Blues Again“ og ,Just Like a
Woman“ hleyptu fjéri i mannskapinn og ekki minnkadi ansegj-
an pegar hann song ,Masters of War” og ,You Gotta Serve
Somebody”. bessi hluti ténleikanna var rafmagnadur.

Naest tok vid kafli med odrafmoégnudum hljodfeerum,
kassagitar og kontrabassa. Dylan song af miklum krafti og
innlifun pegar hér var komid a ténleikunum. Log eins og ,It’s
Allright, Ma“, ,It's All Over Now, Baby Blue”“, ,Girl of the
North Country“, ,A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall“ og ,,Don’t Think
Twice”.

Ad sidustu var svo aftur skipt yfir i rafmagnshljodfeerin.
Ténleikagestir nzerri aerdust pegar flutt voru l6g eins og
,Everything is Broken”, , Living in a Political World“, ,All Along
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the Watchtower”, ,Shooting Star“, , | Shall be Released” og
lokalagid , Like a Rolling Stone”.

En gestir vildu ekki sleppa Bob Dylan vid svo buid. Og
pott ad sé ekki venja Bob Dylans ad lata klappa sig upp og
aldrei oftar en einu sinni gerdi hann pad i petta sinn. Fyrst
flutti hann drafmagnad lagid ,Blowin” in the Wind“ og sifan
med miklum og rafmognudum krafti lagid ,Highway 61 Re-
visited”.

Bob Dylan var mjog dnesegdur eftir pessa tdénleika og
fannst islensku ténleikagestirnir gédir og lifandi. Og anaegjan
var gagnkvaem. beir sem voru & pessum ténleikum lita a pa
sem eina bestu og skemmtilegustu upplifun aevi sinnar.

Ahrif Bob Dylan

pad verdur aldrei of mikid gert ur hlutverki Bobs Dylans i s6gu
rokksins. Bruce Springsteen sagdi pegar hann kynnti hann til
vidurkenningarinnar i Hall of Fame i Kennedy Center:

,Bob frelsadi huga okkar, rétt eins og Elvis frelsadi likama
okkar. Hann syndi okkur ad pétt ténlistin sé natengd lik-
amanum, purfi hun ekki ad vera andvitsmunaleg. Hann
hafdi syn og snilligafu til ad semja daegurlag med allan
heiminn ad innihaldi. Hann fann upp nyjan songstil fyrir
deegurlagasongvara, ruddi burt hindrunum i vegi pess
hverju songlistamadur geeti dorkad. Hann breytti asynd
rokksins ad eilifu.”

Arni Matthiasson ténlistargagnrynandi Morgunbladsins og

sérfraedingur i gdmlu godunum komst svo ad ordi um Bob
Dylan i Morgunbladinu 29. juni 1990:
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Bob Dylan hefur ordié vinszll 4 66rum forsendum en
flestar paer poppstjornur sem hingad hafa komid sid-
ustu ar, félk metur hann ekki eftir gripandi 16gum,
heldur innihaldi laganna (oft imyndudu ef marka ma
ord Dylans i vidtélum) og hann verdur pvi ndnari en
einhver poppari sem er ekkert nema smellnar laglinur.

En - eins og Bob Dylan sagdi sjalfur:

p6 ykkur liki vel vid verkin min er ekki par med sagt ad
ég skuldi ykkur neitt.

Skégum undir Eyjafjollum i oktéber 2000

Gudmundur Seemundsson
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