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My lave is Red, Red Rose

Av Robert Burns, dversatt och tonsatt av Evert Taube

Min alsk-ling, du &r som ros, en ny-ut-sprung-en, skar
Ja, som den lju-vas-te mu-sik, min als-ka-de du ar!
Sa un-der-bar ar du, min van och ser sa vac-ker ut!
Och als-ka dig, det skall jag &n nar ha-vet si-nat ut.

Nar he-la ha-vet si-nat ut och ber-gen smalts till glod!
Ja, alska dig det skall jag &n nar jorden ligger dod

Min alsk-ling, du &r som en ros, en ny-ut-sprung-en skar,
Ja, som den lju-vas-te mu-sik, min als-ka-de du ar.

dmazing Gracg
Av John Newton

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me.
I once was lost but now am found,
was blind, but now | see.

T’was Grace that taught my heart to fear
And Grace, my fears relieved.
How precious did that Grace appear
The hour 1 first believed

When we’ve been here ten thousand years
Bright shining as the sun.
We’we no less days to sing God’s praise
Than when we’ve first begun

Huld lsang dyng

Should auld ac-quaint-ance be for-got. And nev-er brot’ to mind?
Should auld ac-quaint-ance be for-got. And days of Auld Lang Syne?
For—Auld—Lang—Syne, my dear, for Auld—Lang—Syne;
We’ll tak’ a cup o’ kindness-ness yet! For Auld-Lang-Syne.

And here’s a hand, my trust-y frien’, and gie’s a hand o’ thine.
We’ll tak’e a cup o’ kind-ness yet! For Aul-Lang-Syne.
For Auld—Lang—Syne, my dear, for Auld—Lang—Syne;
We’ll tak’ a cup o’ kind-ness yet! For Auld-Lang-Sybe




